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PREFACE. 


Auericedl by arly partiality ofchefr own towards the authors {eleéted; they havpendcavoared to abe 
tain ‘the beft opinions, andthey have implicitly followed them.” 

“This edition is fuperiér to the former, hoth in elegance and magnitude, and refle4ts much honour 
on the tafte and libeswlity of the proprietors; but jt is cqually deficient in the orks of our older 
elaflics, and affords timilar inftanccs of caprice in the admiflion to literary honougs. 

As it was thought neceffary to admit P, Whitehead and Jenyns, it feems reafonable to expeét that 
fome reafon had becn given for fhowing them a diflin@ion which has been denied to Wilkic, Gfains 
ger, Smollet and Ycott, and above all, to the immortal Spenfer. 

“OE the fourteen authors added to the former lift of Englith claffics, concife accounts are given, upon 
Dr. Johnion’s original pian; which, happily for both himfelf and his readers, he relinquifhed; as it 
‘would have conferred not much reputation on the writer, nor have communicated much information 
to his readers. A-cordingty, a few dates and fadts are only fet down, in the manner of the French 
Motices Literaires, with occafionally a general character. ae 

When fuch inconfideradle advances towards bringing forward to notice the older poets, were made 
by thofe who, from their fituation and influence, were beft fuited to the tafk ; when our great pace 
tical biographer was not only remifs in reftoring them to popularity, but, by his negle& and fi- 
lence, feemed to infinaate they were undelerving of it; the folicitude of the prefent edivor for their 
fate, and the attempt now made by him to do them that juftice which has been denied ther) by his 
predeceffors, can require no apology. 

In 1792, MundcH and Son, printers in Edinburgh, having refolved to republith the Collection of 
Englith poetry, which gocs under the name of Dr. Johnfon, in the manner of Dr. Knox’s Elegant 
Extracts in Verfe,” in fix volumes large o&avo, he toek occafion to recommend a collection, Ypon af" 
enlarged plan, which might unite the works of the ancient and modern poets in one comprehen- 
five view, aud exhibit the progrefs of our national poetry, correfponding with the gradual refine= 
ment of language and of manners, from the rudenefé and fimplicity of a remote period, to the polith 
and elegance of modcrn times. 

‘The proprictors, with a libsral fpirit of enterprife, worthy of an affociation of opulent bookfellers, 
readily adopted the plan he recommended, though with fome limitations as to the ancient poetry, 
and refolved to extend their collection to twelve volumes, upon his promifing to furnith them with a 
Bicgraphical and Critical Preface to the works of cach author; an undertaking in which he engaged 
with more rafhnefs than prudence, amidft cares and avocations of a far different and more important, 
Mature, and without a fuitable provifion of materials. 

‘The lift of the works of the older pocts, which he originally recommended for repul:lication, com- 
-prehended thofe of Chaucer, Langland, Gower ; the belt parts of Lydgate, Barclay, Hawes 3 the beft 
‘parts of Sée/ton, Surrey, Wyat; the beft parts of Warner, Sydney, Sackville, Spenter, Murlnev, Davies, 
Shakfpearc, Drayton, Daniel, Jonfon, Donne, Hall, Drummond, Stirling, Browne, P. Fletcher, G. 
Fletcher ; the befl parts of Quarles, King, Carew, Suckling, Crafhaw, Davenant, and the tranflations 
of fairfax, Sandys, and May. ‘Ihe works of the authors printed in Italics were, on due confide. 
ration, omitteds it being thought fafer to alfuré” curiofity into this unfrequented track of reading, 
by a republication of the works of thofe authors, who, though net either univerfally read or undere 
ftood (us muit ever he the cafe with the beft elder poets of every country), are notwithftanding fami~ 
liar’ to us in converfation, and conftantly appealed to in controverted points of poctical tafte, than te 
run the rifc cf fupprefling it totally, by a bulky republication of all or the better parts of the works 
of thofe unfortunate authors, who flill remain unpopular, merely from the want of being read. The. 
claffical compolicions of Bachour, James 1, Henry the Minftrel, Dunbar, Douglas and Lindfay, be- 
ing written in the Scottish languajze, could not be received into an edition of Englith poetry. 

The Lit of the works of thy modern poets which he originally recommended fo~ “Fepublication, 
comprehended the works of Marvell, . Catton, Sedicy, Hopkins, Oldbam,.P—<aon, Hill, Eufileny 
Welfed, Sewell, Blair, Hanilton, Harte, Boyle, Thempfon, Cooper, Brown, “anger, Smollet, 
Wilkie, Dodfley, fen. camer, Kirkpatrick, Smart, Bruce, Chatterton, Grat >, Giover, Shaw, 
Lovibond, Penrofe, Mickle, Jago, Scott, Logan, N. Cotton, and Blacklock. He was afterwards 
obiiged to abric ge this lift, and to exclude the authors printed in Italics, on account of the arrange- 
ments wiich the ; roprictors had qiade relative to the extent of the colic@tion. a 











é PREFACE. 

NotwithRanding thefe Iimitations, which, on the part of the editer, were unavoidable, its with 
‘fome degree of confidence, that he offers to public infpedtion a Collegtion of Englifh poetry. ‘which 
contains the works of one hundred and fourteen authors, of whom forty-vize are not te be found in the 
the latt editio®, ofethe « Works of the Englifh Poets,” commonly called Dr. Johnfon’s editioe’y 
and forty-five are now, for the firft time, received into an edition of Englifh poetry. 

In the works of the authors already collected, efpecially the later authors, forne deficiencies have been 
fupplxd in the prefent edition. In the works of Langhorne, in particular, the additions are nue 

cxous and important. They are fuch as a reader of Engtifh poetry will readily diftinguifh, and 

herefore unnceeffary to be pointed out. . 

Though the editor has exerted himfelf with confiderable attention, to render the works of the aue 
thors now firft coilc@ed, as complete as poflible; yet copies of Surrey's tranflation of the fécond and 
fourth books of the Aincid, Davies's Epigrams, P. Flercher’s Latin and Englifh poem on the Fefuite 
and Siciles, a Pifcatory drama, Harte’s Effay on Reafon, Shaw’s Four Farthing Candles, Brown's Li+ 
berty, and Tome pieces of other authors, have eluded his diligence. "Vhe works of Chatterton might 
have been enlarged by additions from Mr. Barret’s “ Hiftory of Briftol,” and “ Supplement to 
Chatterton’s Mifcellanies,” which could not be obtained in due time. Gray's Sextet on Sir William 
Wisliams, Mickle’s Prophecy of Queen Emma, Johnfon’s Marmor Norfelienfe, and fome other little 
picces, happened to be overlooked at the prefs. 

The editor does not with to be underftood as having performed more than he has a@ually-dgne, 
For the felection of the authors, he is folely refponfible. What pleafed himfelf he has ventured to te~, 
commend to others; a tafk, of {uch difficulty requires the candid ajowance of the reader, for the ine 
avoidable differences of tafte and judgment. ‘The recommendation of the proper editions of the 
works to be reprinted, belonged to the editor 5 with the exception of the works of Chaucer, in the 
fit volume, and the works of the feveral authors in the fifth volume, in which he had no concern. 

For the corre€inefs of the text, he is not anfwerable, as he had no concern in the revifion of any 
part of thefe volumes, except the Biographical and Critical Prefaces, and occafionally fome additions, 
notes, and illuffrations in the courfe of the work. The chronological arrangement which he recom= 
mended has not been ftrictly obferved, on account of the proportion which it was thought neceffary 
to obferve, in the fiae of the volumes. The engraved title-page, bearing to be A Complete Edie 
tion of the Poets of Great Britain,” was improperly copied by the proprictors, in the Sif volume, 
fron: Mr. Beil’s edition,’and retained in the fubfequent volumes, for the fake of uniformity. 

In fo complicated and extenfive a work, typographical errors may be expected to occur. The 
editor hopes they are not very numerous, and will, he thinks, be entitled to the pardon of every 
oandid reader. Several miftakes of this kind, he is forry to acknowledge, remain uncorrected in his 
part of the work, particularly in the Lives of H’iktie, Febrfon, and fome others in the eleventh volume, 
which he defires may"be attributed, not to negledt, but want of experience in affairs of this nature, 
and to the precipitation with which the work procceded through the prefs; all the Prefaces 
having been written in little more than two years, and fent to the prefs, in portions, as they were 
wanted, without any previous revifion. 

‘There is one alteration in the prefent colle@tion which the editor believes will need no apology. 
"This is the arrangement of the poetical tranflations of entire works in a feparate volume. To rene 
der the works of [omer and Pindar more complete, Mr. Hole’s Hymn to Cer-s, and Mr. Pye’s Six 
Olympic Odes, are added to the tranflations of Pope and Weil; and the deficiencies in Dryden's Jue 
venai are fupplied by the verfions of thofe who were originally affociated with him in that perform- 
ance, A fupplemental volume of ‘Trunfations, making the thirteenth, vas been printed, and another 
is fill wanting to.complete the arrangement, with a volume of Fugitive Peetry. 

Of the Lisjes here offered to the public, nearly one half have been already written by Dr. Johnfen, 
with fuch fel. ef performance, that the editor might perhaps more properly have contented 
himfelf with fabioining a few correGtions and additions to his elegant narratives; but that new Lives 
were thoughe nibeffary to the uniformity of this collection. 

As the underta pg W325 occafional and unforefeen; Dr,-Johnfen-muft-be fuppofe@™ have engaged. 
je it with lefs provifion of matcrials than might have been accumulated by Songer premeditd%a, 





6 PREFACE, 
Qf the later writers, at leait, he might, by attention and inquiry, have gleaned many particulars 
which would have diverfified and enlivened his biography; but he was'not a@iated by an en- 
thufiafm for his employment. He could not encounter wearinefs, perplexity, and difguft,. The - 
eur of literature was a tafk from which he always withed to efcape. From Spenee's Collédtions, 
tommunicated by the Duke of Newcaftle, he received great affiftance. In what he relates, though 
-there is, in many articles, little, except the manner in which it is told, that is new (a deficiency 
which was not always in his power to remedy), yet his narration affords 4 Juminous proof of the 
wigour of his mind in all its faculties, whether memory, judgment, or imagination. What he has, 
to fay on every fubjec is always worth heating. Though the turn of his mind cannot be confider 
wed as peculiarly qualifying him for a critic of fubjeéts which require more irnagination than judg- 
aent, yet'the luftre of his'great mind feldom beamed on any thing, without lighting us to fome 
mew truth, latent trait of charaéter, or peculiarity hitherto unobferved. Even the acrimony of his 
poetical cenfures, is, in a great meafure, compenfated by the force and originality of his reflections, 
andthe elegance and corre@tnels of his language, 

In the prefent undertaking, the editor has not the prefumption to fuppofe himfelf qualified te 
eomplete what Fr. Johnfon has left unfinifhed, nor the temerity to court a comparifon, Neither the 
ftyl¢ nor the manner are here the principal objeét of attention. With a view to popular information, 
he has endeavoured to colle&t what is diffufed, to glean in fpots which have been fometimes neglected, 
and fometimes forgotten, and to relate with clearnefs and fimplicity, what is known of the. perfonal 
hiftory and litcrary productions of each author, whofe works are affociated in this collection, digeft- 
ed in the form of a chronicle, fubjoining an eftimate of his character, a critical examination of his 
compofitions, and, by quotation, the teftimonies of contemporary writers, and the judgments of the 
moft refpe@table critics. 

In the courfe of this undertaking, he has endeavoured to avail himfelf of the various biographical 
collections already in the hands of the public. Of thefe colleétions, it was neceffary to form a right 
idea, to fele& from them whatever was conducive to his defign, and carefully to avoid their errors, 
at the fame time that he preferved their excellencies, What ufe he has made of them will be obvie 
‘ous, as well as what is entirely his own. 

In the Lives of the authors of a remote period, the inftances are numerous which ftand in need of 
emendations and corrections, for retrenching fuperfluities, fupplying deficiencies, and reétifying the 
miftakes in dates and facts, which may unintentionally have been committod, and tranfmitted from 
writer to writer without examination, The editor has exerted himself, in this refpe@, with confi- 
derable attention. 

In the Lives of the modern authors, efpecially of thofe lately deceafed, of whom there are no write 
ten memorials, the difficulty under which the editor laboured will be evident; from the want of pro- 
per information, the prejudices of friends or admirers, the calumnies of cnembes, and the fuggeftions 
“6f envy, to which eminent characters are peculiarly liable. Time overcomes moft of thefe impedi- 
ments, except the firft, which it evidently, in many cafes, increafes. 

An accurate inveftigation into the powers and varictics of the human mind, is of all ftadies 
the moft important; and a faithful narration of the principles, condué, and writings of emi- 
junt men, might, perhaps, afford the fureft bafis for fuch refearches; but it is aloft unreafonable to 
expect from human intellect and virtue, fufficient difcerament, difcrimination and impartiality, te 
qualify for fo difficult and delicate a taf. 

As far as relates to himfelf, the editor has endcavoured, as much as poffible, to relate the circum- 
Atances of the Lives of the authors from the moft authentic information, and to give an account of 
their writings with real impartial His aim has been-to rife above narrow prejudices, and to re 
cord the vices and virtues, the excellencies and defe@&s of authors, with fidelity and frgedom. The 
well-known adage, de mortuis vif uiyi bonum, feems to have been diated by nor humanity. 
Erroes are ciminifhed when once the grave has interpofed, and the good quaf“.1es age propgrtionably 
magnified. The yencrous feelings add to the unwillingnefé to blame, and every Iqbeaal mind feels 
dt an act of coygrdice to attack thofe who cannot defend themfelves. The belt xtopenfiies of the 
hirman nund are thus engaged to repel cenfure and invite praife. Without viésating the rights of 
humanity, the with of the cditor has been to Speak of the dead with liberal, but not indifcr2minate 












PREFACE ¥ 

praife. Hence, truth, he trufts, will appear in its faireft garb, and. impattiality appear uleioft Tike 
raife. + 

p In the reprefentation of facts, and the delineation of characters, the editor has endeavoured. cugio 
full juftice to the condué and principles of men of very profefiion and party. But he apprehegds 
thata philofophital liberality of mind does not imply in it, that he has no fentiments of his owhig, 
He fcruples nat to declare his attachment to the great interefts of mankind, and hig enmity ‘to bia 
gotry, fuperftition, and tyranny. A work of this nature, that is condudted without any regard ter 
the chief privileges of human nature, without a Philofophical liberality of mind, and wichout feck 
‘ings, efpecially of themoral kind, would be deprived of much of its utility. 

With refped to the ftri@ures on the works of the variows authors, the editor is far from being 
@ver-anxious to make others adopt his fentiments. 1f erroneous criticifm may be fometimes fulpeRe 
ed, who can hope that, in matters of tafte, all thall agree? He will think it faficient, if his Temarke 
fhould engage the reader to review his own opinions, or recal his atténtion to fome latent beauty, 
fome fafcjnating line, or fome happy,expreffion, which, on a firft perufal, had efcaped him. Where 
he has prefumed to differ from the moft refpectable authorities, he would be rather underitoed to 
Propofe a doubt than to offer a contradiction. If his praifes have been fometimes,ins he fears they 
have, too lavithly beftowed, he trufts, that the candi@reader will afcribe them to a folicitude which, 
made him more willing to recommend beauties than to expofe blemifhes; rather carneit to do juttice. 
to the author's merit, than to raife an admiration of his own judgment, 

The obligations which the editor has received, have extended, in feveral cafes, to the communication 
ef entire articles, and to occafional affiftance: For the life of Spenfer, and the ‘lives of Milton; 

: Cowley, Waller, Butler, and Denbam, he is indebted to two gentlemen of learning and abilities, 
who have not indulged him with the liberty of mentioning their names. They were folicited and 
ebtained by the Proprictors, to expedite the publication, and never feen by the editor till they were 
printed, He knows not whether any apology will be deemed needful for inferting. them. They, 
are compofed, it muft be acknowledged, with little care or diligence, and with a compendious bre=. 
vity, which, though compatible with accuracy of narration, and vigour of defeription, precludes » 
critical account both of events and writings, As thefe articles comprehend fome of the firft names 
in Englith poetry, it is the intention of the editor to write them over again, for a feparate edition of 
the Lives, corrected and enlarged, which it is in contemplation with the Proprietors to publith.}, 

With refpeét to accafional afliftance, the editor has been favoured with various biographical infor. 
mation concerning Moor’, Blair, W7 ilkie, Bruce, andjLogan, from the Rev. Mr. Toulmin of Taunton, 
the Rev. Dr. Robertfon of Dalmeny, the Rev. Dr, William Thomfon of London, the Rev. Dr, 
Blair, the Rev. Dr, Baird, the Rev. Dr. Hardy, and Profeffor Dalzel of Edinburgh, to whom he 
begs teave to make his acknowledgments. To all thefe gentlemen he eftcems himfelf much indebted 
for their Kindnefs and attention. From them arifey’ the principal affiftance he has to boat of, 
He has many reafons to flatter himfelf, that his information would have been much enlarged from 
ether quarters, if a diffidence of his abilities for the undertaking had not deterred him from folici- 
tation, 

The editor cannot conclude, witheut an apology to the reader, which he is forry to be under the 
neceflity of making. In his endeavours to render thefe volumes worthy of attention, he has becw 
thwarted bya fituation peculiarly unfavourable for fuch purfuits: the libraries of Oxford and Cam. 
bridge, the Britihh Mufeum, the repofitories, mufetims, and libraries of the curious, from whence, 
only adequate materials are to be drawn, he has had no accefs to. His chief refource has been 2 
Small private colleGiop, and the libraries of the Univerficy, and of the Faculty of Advocates ig 
Edinburgh, neither of which is rich in old Englith literature, 

‘Tks, mention of thefe valuable repofiteries naturally reminds the editor, that he fhould be deficient 
in gratitude, if-he omitted to notice the readinefs with which he Was allowed the free ufe of whate 
ever they eine ae fervice of this work. 

The corftmunicgion of fome fearce mifccllancons colleions, by Alexander Frafer Tytler, Ely. of 
‘Woodhoufelee,* Rabert Arbuthnot, Efq. Secretary to ve Traftees for Fiheries, Mgnuta@ures and 
and Improvements, ‘apd George Farquhar, Ef. of South Fred “Street, the gditor confiders zg 
favour worthy of public ackuow Jedgmunt. 






PREFACE 


, How far the prefent work is calculated to anfwer what the public has a right to demand, tht 
iditor is afraid co refleét on. It was begun folely from public confiderations, without any regard 
io perfonal advantage, and has been carried: on through many difficulties, much ill health, and with 
many real doubts of his ability to finith it in fuch a manner as to merit applaufe. He has not beem 
keduced by vanity, fo far as not to perceive the many errors and defedts which will b@ found in his 
part of thefe volumes. He is truly fenfible of them;. but can, at the fame time, declare, they have 
pot been'caufed by any relaxation of his endeavours to render the work as perfe& as he was able, 
eonfiftent with his attention to more important avocations. Every work of this kind is, by its na- 
‘ture, deficient. ‘To thofe who may be diffatisfied with the manner in which it is conduéted, he can 
only fay, that the undertaking appeared! to him much eafier, before he engaged in it, than he found 
‘afterwards in its progrefs through the prefs. He had but an imperfeé&t conception of the difficulties 
to be furmounted, the difappointments to be jneurred, the books to be procured and waited for, the 
dates to be fettled, the facts to be afcertained, and the various irritating minutiae of the prefs. He 
smay fafely rely on the candour of thofe who have experienced the trouble and difficulty attending 
fuch extenfive literary undertakings. 

- Whatever is the determination concerning it (though the fubjeét is what he ‘acknowledges him- 
Self to feel fome anxiety about), the editor pr6feffes himfelf not to have the flightet inclination to 
difpute the ptopriety of any cenfure which may be pafied on his labours, either in part or in the 
whole. Perfedtly fatisfied with the pleafure he.has received in the courfe of the work, he has no 
expectation of emolument, or with for fame on account of his concern in it. 

. To dojuttice to negle€&ed merit; to extend the honour of aur national poetry, as far as poflible, 
both abroad and at home ; to enlarge, however little, the boundaries of literary biography and ele- 
gant criticifma ; to ftrengthen and co-operate with the tafte for poetical antiquities, which, for fome 
time paft, has been confiderably advancing ; to hold out an incentive to the love of fame and the 
cultivation of the mind; to diverfify the materials of common reading, and to open frefh fources. 
of wfeful inferuétion and innocent amufement, are ends which, though to attain be beyond his 
yowers, the honéft ambition of the editer is fomething gratified by the attempt alone. 


ROBERT ANDERSON, 


EpinsBunrou, i 
November 25. 1795- 
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In the beginning of the eleventh century, our vernacular poetry received from the Normans, the 
Sudiments of that cultivation which it has preferved to the prefent times. “ 

In the two fucceeding centuries, the principal efforts of our yet untutored verfifiers, were rhyming 
chronictes and metrical romances, the ftyle of which was rough, and the harmony of the numbere 
wery defective. 

In the reign of Edward 1, the chara@er of sur nosticai compofition was confiderably changed, by 
‘the introdudtion and increafe of the tales of clivairy, and the popular fables of the troubadours of 
Provence. 

Fictitious adventures were then fubftituted by the qninftrels in the place of hiftorical and tradi« 
tionary faéts, and a tafle for ornamental and exotic expreffion gradually prevailed over the rude fime 
plicity of the native Englith phrafeology. . 

Thefe fabulous narratives, afterwards enlarged by kindred fancies, derived from the crufades, 
and entiched by the marvellous machinery of the Italian poets, formed the tafte, and awaleened 
the imagination of Grorrxey Cuaucaa, the illuftrious ornament of the reign of Edward U1. and of 
his (ucceffor Richard IL, the father of the Englith heroic verfe, and the firit Englith verfifier who 
wrote poctically, 

Of the great poet, with whofe compofitions this colle@ion of claffical Englih poetry commences, 
the curiofity which his reputation mutt excite, will require more ample information than can now 
be given, His ‘tontemporaries, who reverenced his genius, recorded few particulars of his life 
and all who have fince written of him, relate nothing beyond what cafual mention, uncertain trae 
dition, and difcordane conjeCture, have fupplied. 

This meagre narration, therefore, fcarcely merits the title that is given to it; but the materials 
for a fuller account are not to be found, without fupplying the deficiency of facts by the comments 
and inventions of his biographers, which have nothing to recommend them to credit but the fingle 
circumttance of being often repeated, 

The birth of Chaucer, in 1328, has been fettted, from the infcription on his tomb-ftone, fignifying 
that he died in 1400, in the 7ad year of his age. 

OF the place of his nativity there is no memorial, any more than of his parents. Bale fays he wae 
a Berkfhireman; Pits would entitle Woodftock in Oxfordhhire to his birth; and Camden affirms that 
London was his bigth-place : “© Edmund Spenfer,” (ays he, “ a Londoner, was fo fmiled on by the 
Mufes at his birth, that he excelled all the Englith poets that went before him, if we except only hie 
fellow citizen Chaucer.” But Chaucer himfelf {eems to have determined the Point. In his Tefen 
sient of Leave, he calls himfelf a Londuncis or Londoner, and {peaks of the city of London as the 
place of his engenac™, 

His eefcent has been varioufly affigned, Leland fays that he was of a noble ftock > Pits, that he 
was the fan of knight; Speght, that his father was a vintner; and Hearne, that ba was a merchant. 

This differenceof opinion thews, that nothing car be faid with any tolerable affurance or big 
ily; but the patrorymic name feems to indicate, that it came originally from Normandy; and 


is fomewhat more probabitivy of his being the fon cf 3 gentleman rather than of a tredelmsn, 
az 
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His biographers are as much in the dark about the place of his education. They tell us that he 
reccived the rudiments of his education in Solere’s Hall, Cambridge, where he wrote his Court f 
Love; and afterwards completed hia fludies in Merton College, Oxford. 5 L 

In his Court of - ove, he fpeaks of himfelf under the name and character of “ PhiTogenct— 
of Cambridge, Clerk.” ‘This is by no means a decifive proof that he was really educated at Cam- 
bridge ; but it may be admitted as a ftrong argument, that he was not educated at Oxford, as Le~ 
Jand has fuppofed, without the fhadow of proof. The biographers, however, inflead of” weighing 
one of thefe accounts againil the other, have adopted both, and tell us very gravely that he was 
firft at Cambridge, and aftcrwards removed from thence to complete his education at Oxford. 

After he lett the univerfity, he is fuppofed to have added to his accomplifhments by travelling 
nto France and the Low Countries; but when he went abroad, or at what time he returned, are * 
circumftances not determined. 

His biographers agree, that on his return, he entered himfelf of the Inner Temple, and profecuted 
for fome time the ftudy of the law. Speght has given us a record in the Inner Temple (which he 
ays a Mr. Buckley had feen), where « Geoffrey Chaucer was fined two fhillings, for beating a Fran- 
cifcan friar in Fleeteftreet.” It were to be withed that he had given the date. Leland fays, ‘* Cole ~ 
degia Leguleiorum frequentavit, after his travels in France, and perhaps before.” Thefe travelsin France 
eft entirely on the authority of Leland, whofe account is full of inconfiftencies, - 

He appears to have been early converfant with the court, and particularly attached to the fervice 
‘of the king’s fon, John of Gaunt, Duke of Larcaftur, by whole favour he obtained in marriage 
Philippa, daughter of Sir Payne, or Pagan Rouet, a native of Hainault, and fifter of the famous 
Catherine Swynford, the duke’s mittrefs, and afterwards his wife. . 

As the credit of the Duke of Lancafter inereafed with his father, Chaucer's alfo rofe in a Ike 
Proportion ; and the livelinefs of his parts, and the native gaiety of his difpofition, rendered him a 
wwery popular and acceptable character in the Englith court, at that time the moft gay and fplendid 
in Europe. i : 

‘That he had diftinguithed himfelf before this time by his poetical performances, i3 almoft certain 3 
and there is a tradition fupported by fome paffages in his Dream, and Cukoo and Nightingale, that 
when he attended the court at Woodftock, he refided at'a fquare ftone-houfe near the park ftile, 
which fill retains his name. a: 

The firft authentic memorial of Chaucer, is the patent in Rymer, 4x. Edward Ii, by which the 
king grants to him an annuity of 20 marks, by the title of Valettus noffer. He was then in the 39th 
tyear of hisage. How long he had-ferved the king in that or any other ftation, and what particular: 
amerits were rewarded by this royal bounty, are points equally unknown. There is, however, no 
ground for fuppofing that this mark of his Majefty’s favour was a reward of Chaucer’s poetical 
merits. If it is confidered that a few ycars after (48. Edward HI), the king appoiated him 
Cemptroiier of the Wool, &c. in the port of London, with the following injunction in the patent = 


- “* So that the faid Geoffrey write with his own hand his rolls, touching the faid office, and continually 


refide there, aud do aud execute all things pertaining to the faid office in his own proper perfon, 
and not by his fubftitute;-—it fhould feem that Edward, though adorned with many royal and heroic 
‘virtues, had not the gift of difcerning ond patronizing a great poet : a gift which, like that of genuine. 
poetry, is only beftowed on the chofen few, by the peculiar favour of Heaven; 





neque enim, nifi carus ab ortu 
_Diis fuperis, poterit magno fuiffe poeta. 
Mixr. Mansus, 


From this time Chaucer is frequently mentioned in various public inftrump..~ In the 46. Eds 
ward Ill, [Ryser] the king appoiats him Envoy (with two others) to Genoa, by thectitle of Scutifer 
ifr, This embally might probably have afforded him an oppoi unity of vilitifig Petrarch at 
Paéea, where he tells us, in the prologue to the Clerées Tale, he learned from hiv? the ftory of Gri- 
feldis. But it is uncertain whether he e.er went upon the embaily ; and the biographers of Petrarch, 
who died the year following (3374), have not recorded the. reverential vifit of the Englith ‘envoy. 
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& Some write, fays Speght, “ that he, with Petrarke, was prefent at tlie marrlage of Lionel! Duke 

of Clarence, with Violante, daughter of Galeafius Due of Millain; yet Pantus Jovius nanacth wot! 
Chaucer, hut Petrarke, he fayethy, was there.” It appears from an inftroment in Rymer [42, Bdwatd: 
HL}, that the Ruke of Clarence paffed from Dover to Calais in his way to Milan, in the fpring- o£ 
1638, with a retinue of 47 men and 1280 ‘That Chaucer might have attended the-Dulie! 
upon this occafion, is not impeffible; but his n@ine does not appear among the Grandi Sigil’ 
Baroni Inghilefe”’ who were “ Com. Meffere Lionell in compagnia” (/Muratori). th the 48. Bas: 
ward ill., he has a grant for life of a pitcher of wine daily [Rymer}. lathe 49-Edward If. the king” 
grants to him the wardfhip of Sir Edmond Staplegate’s heir { Rymer], for whith he received ¥0415 
and, in the next year, fome forfeited wool, to the value of 711. 48. 6d. {Urn Life of C.J. In the 

latt year of Edward If. he was fent to France with Sir Guichard D’Angle and“Richaté-Stan (or 

Sturry}, to treat of a marriage between Richard Prince of Wales, and a daughter of the French king 

{Froifart]. ae a 

Inthe next year, r. Richard I, his annaity of 20 marks was granted to him in liew of the pitcher 
of wine daily. In his Teflament of 1 ove, he alludes to the misfortunes brought upon him by hioweddiing 
in the difturbances which happened in London in the 7. Richard Hf. What the real defigns of Joon 
Comberton, commonly called John of Northampton, and his party, were, and how a trifling city-riot 
came to de treated as a rebellion, are points of great obfcurity. There is good ground to believe thae 
Comberton, in his endeavours to reform the city, according to the advice given by Wicklifft, war 
countenanced by the Duke of Laneafter, which may account for Chancer’s engagement with, 
that party. When Chaucer fled to Holland, to avoid being examined’ in relation to thefe dif= 
turbances (as he fays, Te. of Love) he was probably fuperfeded in his office of Comptroller. It. 

is probable, too, that he was confirmed in it on his return, though the inftrument hag not been prow 
duced. Inthe 11. Richard If.,he had the king’s licenfe to furrender his two grants of 20 marks, im 
favour of John Scalby. This furrender was probably occafioned by his diftreffed circumftances, In 
the 13, Richard II.,he appears to have been Clerk of the works at Weftminfter, &c., and in the fole 
lowing year at Windfor. In the 17. Richard Il. the king granted bim 2 new annuity of 20h 
[Rymer.] If he was ever poffeffed of Dunnington Caftie in Berkshire (as his biographers fuppofe), he 
muft have purchafed it about this time; for it appears to have been im the poffeflion of Sir Richard 
Adderbury, in the £7. Richard Il, [AMonaft. Ang. ii. 474], But there is no proof of any fuch pur- 
chafe; and the fituation of his affairs makes it highly improbable. ‘The tradition of an oak in Dune 
nington park, called Chaucer’s oak, may be fufficiently accounted for, without fuppofing that it was” 
planted by Chaucer himfelf, as the caftle was undoubtedly in the poffeffion of Thomas Chaucer, whe 
is fuppofed to be his fon, for many years. 

In the 24. Richard IL. the king granted him his protection for two years [Rymer]; and in 22, a 
pipe of wine annuaily [iid]. In the next year, the x. Henry lV., his two grants of the annuity of 
20, and of the pipe of wine, were confirmed to him [Rymer}; and at the fame time, he had an ad~ 
ditional grant of 40 marks, [iid]. !t appears that he received an annuity of 10 marks on account 
of his wife. He died, according to the infcription on his tombftong, in the 2. Henry 1V., on the 
25th of Oober 1400, and was buried in Weftminfter Abbey. A monument was ereded to his 
memory in 1556, by Mr. Nicholas Brigham of Oxford, upon which he caufed his picture to be 
painted, from the original of Occleve, in the illuminated manufeript of his treatife De rezimine 
Princi;is, together with the following infeription, which ftill remains. 7 


MS. 
Qui fecit Angloram vates nofter maximus olim. 
Gaxraipu: Craucer conditur hoc tumulo ; 
sAggum fi quras Domini, & tempora vite, 
Ecce notz {ubfunt que tibi cuncta notunt. 
25 Oftobris 1400. 
- JErumnarum requics mors. 
NN. Lrizham hos fecit Mufarum nomine fumptus. 
55560 i 
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"Thefe are the principal faéts in Chaucer's life, which are attefted by authentic evidences. . In his 
Treatife on ibe Afr olabe, be informs us that he had a fon called Lewis, who was ten years of age in 
2391. There is no account in what ftation he lived, or when he died. The relation ef Thomas 
Chaucer to him has not been afcertained. Speght fays, * that fome held opinion, that Thomas 
Chaucer was not the fon of Geollrey;” and there are certainly many circumftances which rendet 
that opinion probable. He married Maude, datighter of Sir John Burgherthc, refided chiefly et 
Ewelm in Oxfordhire, paffed through feveral public ftations, and died on the 28th of April 1434. 

The poetical compofitions of Chaucer, particularly his Canterbury Tales, obtained him the higheft 
place of diftinétion among his contemporaries. ‘The tales, it is probable, were compofed at differ- 
ent periods of his life. He connected them together in that admirable dramatic ftrudture in which 
they are at prefent, about the yeat 1383. They were fift printed by our meritorious countryman 
‘William Caxton, the firft Englith printer, as Ames fuppofes, about 1475 or 1476, and again in r49r. 
Subfequent editions were printed by Wynken de Worde, in 1495, and by Pynfon in 1491, and 1526, 
which was the firtt that included his mifccllaneous pieces. The next edition was printed by Godfrey 
$n 1532, with Mr. William Thynne’s dedication to Henry VIIL., and a great number of pieces never 
‘pefore publithed. This edition was many times reprinted, as the ftandard edition of Chaucer's 
works, till the appearance of the editions of Stowe and Speght in 1561, 1597, and 1602; and of 
the edition undertaken by Urry, which was publithed fome years after his death, in 1725, with a 
preface by Mr, Timothy Thomas, An edition of the Canterbury Tales was publithed by Thomas 
‘Tyrwhitt, Efq., in 4 vols. 8vo, 1775, to which was added, in 1778, a fifth volume, containing an 
™ Effay on the Language and Veriification of Chaucer,” “ an Introdu@ory Difcourfe to the Caxter« 
bury Tales, and “ a Gloffary.” 

The prefent edition of the Canterbury Tales is printed from Tyrwhitt’s incomparable edition, 
and his learned and valuable Gloffary is copied with little variation, except in the omiffion of the 
nomerical references. The Plowoman's Tale, Tale of Gamelyn, Adventure of Pardoner and Tapefery 
and the Merchant's fecond Tale, omitted by Tyrwhitt, have been retained, though all evidence, 
Jnternal and external, is againft the fuppofition of theit being the production of Chaucer. 

The genuine mifcellaneous pieces of Chaucer are printed from Urry’s edition, exclufive of thofe 
pieces which are known to be the production of other authors, and the anonymous compofitions, 
which, from time to time, have been added to Chaucer’s, in the feveral editions, without any evi+ 
dence whatever, Befides thefe more confiderable works, it appears that he had compofed many 
\Balades, Roundels, Virelays, and that he had rade many a Lay and mumy a Thing. A few pieces of 
this fort are ftill extant, and inferted here as they ftand in the editions. 

"The works of Chaucer in profe are, a tranflation of Boethivs de confolatione Philefopbie, which 
he has mentioned himfelf in the Legende of Goode Women, A Treatij: on the Aftrolabe, addreffed 
to his fon Lewis in 1391, and tle Teflament of Leve, which is evidently an imitation of Bocthius de 
Lonfolatiore Philofophia. . 

‘The private character of Chaucer appears to have becn as refpe@able as his literary character 
was truly illuftrious, In his manners he was mild and gentle; in his difpofition he was open and 

ingenuous, He was a fine gentlemen, an agreeable companion, and a learned writer, Fis con- 
temporaries and difciples, Gower, Occleve, and Lydgate, are lavifh in his praife. With Wickliffe, the 
Sather of the Reformation, he concurred in fentiments of religion, and co-cperated in his moft va- 
Juable defigns ; fo natural is the connection between genius and the love of liberty. 

On the literary chara@er of Chaucer it is the lefs neceflary to enlarge, as ic has within thefe few 
years been fo accurately and amply difplayed by Mr, Warton, the learned hiftorian of the Englifh 
poetry, whofe death is an irreparable lofs to English literature, and Mr, Tyrwhitt, whofe edition of 
the Canterbury Tales is the mutt curious, erudite, and valuable publication that has yet appeared in this 
country. 

Chaucer is ufually charadterifed as the Reformer of the Englifh language, andthe father of Eag- 
Lith poetry. He undoubtedly critically cultivated his native congue, that he might reform its irre 


guiarities, and eftablifh an Englith Qyle; and he was certainly the firft perfon in England to whom 


the appellation cf a poct, in its genuine lufire, could be applied. He has attempted every fpe- 
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cies of peetry, from an epigram to an epic poem, and has fuceceded in all. ¥f, however he appears 
pre-emirgnt in any one poetical department, it is im the defcriptive. The Casterbuny Valery 

this greatett produdtion, exhibit a wonderful variety of talents; for they abound with the fubline.and 
the pathetic, with, admirable fatire, genuine humour, and an uncommon knowledge of life. Theyé 
‘were probably compofed in imitation of the * Decameron” of Boccace, though upon a different and 
dmproved plan. The general plan may be learned from the prologue he has prefixed to them. He 
Suppofes there, that a company of pilgrims going to Canterbury, aflembie at an inn in Southwark, 
and agree, that for their common amufement on the road, each of them fhall tell at leaft one tale 
‘in going to Canterbury, and another in coming back from thence; and that he whe fhall tell the 
beft tales, fhall be treated by the reft with a fupper, upon their return to the fame inn, * It appears 
alfo that he defigned to defcribe their journey, aud alf the remenant of their pilgrimage, including 
probably their adventures at Canterbury, ag well as upon the road; but this excenfive and difficult 
undertaking has been left imperfeé& ; and more than one half of the tales he intended to give 
is wanting ‘The characters of the pilgrims are as various as at that time could be found in the de« 
partments of middle life; and the ftories are exatly fuited to their charatters, and clearly evince, that: 
Chaucer, notwithftanding the aids he derived from his acquaintance with Italian ‘Titerature, wae 
poffeifed of a noble invention, and a fruitful imagination. 

The Knight's Tale, The Wefe of Bath's Tale, Tale of the Nun's Pricft, Flower and the Lefe, and Tha 
Charadter of a Good Parfon, have been thought worthy of imitation and revival by Dryden, whof®, 
paraphrafes, particularly of the Knight's Tale, and of the Flower and the Leaf, are the moft animated’ 
and harmonious pieces of verfification in the Englifh language. Pope has imitated the Merchant's 

* Tale, The Wife of Bath's Prologue, and The Houfe of Fame, with his ufual elegance of dition and 
harmony of verfification. Mr. Betterton has tranflated the Reve's Tale and the Charaéfers of the Pile 
grime; anda collection of ‘ The Canterbury Tales Modernized,” was publithed by Mr. Ogle, in, 
3 vol. 8vo, 174r. 

The Sguier’s Tale is confidered by Mr. Warton as Chaucer's capital poem ; and he has admirably 
explained the origin of the fi@ions with which it abounds. With like ingenuity and learning he 
illuftrates the various poems of Chaucer; and with regard to thofe which had a foreign original, 
Shews how far the produétions which gave rife to them have been copied, altered, and improved, 
The comparifon turns out in many refpedts to the advantage of the Englifh poet. 

“ Chaucer,” fays he, “*wasa man of the world; and from this circumftance we are to account, 
in a great meafure, for the many new embellifhments conferred on our poetry. The defcriptions 
of {plendid proceffions and gallant caroufals, with which his works abound, are a proof that he was 
converfant with the practice and diverfions of polite Jife. His travels likewife enabled him to cule 
tivate the Italian and Provencal poetry with the greateft fuecefs, and induced him to polith the af- 
perity, and enrich the fterility of his native verfification, with fofter cadences, and a more copious 
and variegated phrafeology.”” 

Concerning the licentious paffages that are to be met with in Chaucer's poems, the fame ingenious 
and learned wrher obferves, that they are in a great meafure to be imputed to the age in which 
they were written. ‘“ We are apt,” fays he, “ to form romantic and exaggerated notions about 
the moral innocence of our anceftors, Ages of ignorance and iimplicity are thought to be ages of 
parity. The dire& contrary } believe is the cafe. Rude periods have that groffnefs of manners, 
which is not lefs friendly to virtue than luxury itfelf. In the middle ages, not only the moft flagrant 
violations of modefty avere frequently practifed and permitted, but the moft infamous vices. Men 
are lefs afhamed as they are Jefs polifhed. Great refinement multiplies criminal pleafures, but at the 
fame time prevents the actual commiffion of many enormities, at Jeaft it preferves public decency, 
and {uppreffes public licentioufnefs.”* : 

In delineating Chauo~’s talent for humour, Mr. Warton agrees with Dr. Hurd, who, in his 
Letters on Chivalry,” fuppofes that the Rime of Sir Thopa:, was intended to expofe the leading 
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from Lambrar, Libeavs Deftonus, and other romances, in the fame ftyle, which are ftill exta Nts and 
therefore the tale may juftly be called x prelude to Don’ Quixotte. # 

From Mr. Warton’s furvey of the pocms of Chaucer, thefe conclufons are deduced*concerning 
him:—That in cultivation and elegance. in harmony tnd perfpicuity of verfificatian, hefurpaffes his 
predeceffurs in an infinite proportion; that his genius was univerfal, and adapted to themes of un- 
bounded variety ; that his merit was not lefs ‘n painting familiar mannere with humour and proprie~ 
ty, than in moving the paffions,. and in reprefenting the beaviful, or the grand ubjects of hature, 
with grace and fublimity ; ard that he appeared with all the Inftre of a true poet, in an age which 

“gompelled him to ftruggle with a barbsrous language, and a national want of tafte; and wien tq 
write verfes at all was a fingular qualification, 
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THE PROLOGUE. 


Waanne that April with his fhoures fote 
The droughte of March hath perced to the rote, 
And bathed every veine in fwiche licour, 
Of whiche vertue engendred is the flour 3} 
Whan Zephirus eke with his fote brethe 
Enfpired hath in every holt and hethe 
The tendre croppes, and the yonge fonne 
Hath in the P.am his halfe cours yronné, 
And finale foules maken melodie, 
"That flepen aile night with open cye, 
So priketh hem neture in hir corages, 
‘Than longen folk to gon on pilgrimages, 
And palmeres for to feken ftrange ftrondes, 
‘To ferve halwes couthe in fondry londes ; 
And fpecially from every fhire’s ende 
Of Englelond to Canterbury they wende, 
The holy blifsful martyr for to feke 
"That hem hath holpen whan that they were feke. 
Betelle that in that fefon on a day, 
In Southwerk at the Tabard as I lay, 
«Redy to wenden on my pilgrimage 
‘To Canterbury with devoute courage; 
At night was come into that hoftelrie 
‘Wel nine-and-twenty in a compagnie 
Of fondry folk, by aventure yfalle 
In fclawfhip, an@pilgrimes were they alle 
“That toward Canterbury wolden ride. ° * 
‘The chambres and the ftables weren wide; 
And wel we weren efed atte befte. 

‘And fhortly when the fonne was gon to refte, 
So hagde ( fpoken With hem everich on, 
"That ¥ way of hir felawfhip anon, 

And made iofword erly for to rife, 
‘To take oure way ther, asT you devite. 
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But niatheles while I have time and fpace, 

Or that I forther in this tale pace, 

Me thinketh it accordant to refon 

‘To tellen you alle the condition 

Of eche of hem, fo as it femed me; 

And whiche they weren, and of what degre, 
And eke in what araie that they were inne; 
And at 4 knight than wol I firfte beginne. 

A Knight thet was; and thatja worthy man, 

‘Thit fro the time that he firfte began. 

To riden out, he loved chivalrie, 

‘Trouthe and honour, fredom and curtefie. 
Ful worthy was he in his lordes werre, 
And thetto hadde he ridden, no man ferre 
‘As weil in Criftendom as in Hetheneffe, 
And ever honoured for his worthineffe. 

At Alifandte he was whan it was wonn 
Ful oftén time he hadde the bord begonne + 
Aboven alle nations in Pruce + 
In Lettowe hadde he reyfed and in Ruce, 
No Criften man fo ofte of his degre : 

In Gernade at the fiege eke hadde.he be 
OF Algefir, and ridden in Belmarie +: 
At Leyes was hejand at Satalie, 
Whan they were wonne; and in the Grete Seg 
At many a noble armee hadde he be. 
At mortal batailles hadde he ben fiftene, 
And foughten for our faith at Tramiffene- 
In liftes thries, and ay flain his fo. 
This ilke worthy Knight hadde ben alfo 


* Alexandria in Fevpt way wan ‘and immediately after 
abandoned} in 1365 by Pierre de Lufignan King of Cy- 


prus. 
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Some time with the Lofd of Palatie* 
Agen another Hethen in Turkic, 
‘And evegmore he hadde a fovereine pris, 
Ang thotigh that he was worthy, he was wifes 
‘And of his port. as meke as is a mayde. 
He never yet no vilanie ne fayde 
In alle his lif unto no niancre wight ¢ 
He was a veray parfic gentil Knight. 
But for to tellen you of his araic, 
His hors was good, but he ne was not gaie, 
Of fattian he wered 2 gipon 
Alle befmetred with his habergeon, 
For he was late yeome fro his viagey 
And wente for to don his pilgrimage. 
‘With him ther was his fone, a yonge Squier, 
A lover anda lufty bacheler, 
With lockes crull as they were laide in preffe 5 
Of twenty yereo ge he was, I geile. 
“Of his ature he was of even lengthe, 
‘Aud wonderly deliver, and grete of ftrengthe 5 
‘Ardhe hadde be fometime in chevachie 
In Flaunders, in Artois, and in Picardic, 
‘And borne him wel, as of fo litel fpace, 
In hope to ftonden in his ladies grace. 
Embrouded was he, as it were a mede 
Alle full of fresthe floares white and rede 
Singing he was or floyting alle the day : 
He wasas-fresthe as is the monech of May: 
Short was his goune, with fleves long and wides 
Wel coude he fitte on hors, and fayre ride + 
He coude fong. s make, and wel endite. 











Jute and eke dance, and wel pourtraic and write: 


Se hote he loved, that by nightertale 
He flep no more than doth the nightingale + 

Curteis he was, lowly and fervilablc, 
And caf before his fader at the table. 

AYeman hadde he, and fervantes no mo 
At that time, for him Juite to ride fo, 

‘And he was cladde in cote and hode of grene; 
‘A thefc of peacock arwes bright and kene 
Under his belt he bare full thriftily : 

Wel coude he dreffe his takel yemanly : 

His arwes drouped not with fetheres lowe, 
And in his hond he bare a mighty bowe. 

‘A not-hed hadde he, with a broune vifage 
O! woodecraft coude he wel alle the ufage + 
Upon his arme he bare a gaic bracer, 

And by his fide a fwerd anda bokeler, 

‘And on that other fide a gaie daggere, 
Harneifed wel, and tharp as point of fpere? 

‘A Criitofre‘on his breft of filver fhene. . 

“An horne he bare, the baadrik was of grene? 
‘A forfter was he foti.cly, as f geffe. 

‘iher was alfo a Nonne,a Priorefe, 

"That of hire fmiling was ful fimple and coy, 
Hire groteft othe n’as but by Seint Eloy, 
nd the-was cleped Madam Eglentine ; 

Ful wel the fange the fervice devine, 
Entuned in hire nofe ful fwetely ; 

“And Frenche fhe {pake ful fayre and fetifly, 
After the fcole of Stratford atte Bowe, 

¥or [renche of Paris was to hire unknowe 
‘At moze was fhe wel Gtaughte withalle, 
She letterno mox-el from hure lippes fale, 
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Ne wetic hire fingres in hire fauce depe's 
Wel coude fhe caric a morfel, and wel kepe, 


‘Thatte no drope ne fell upon hire breft = 


In curtefie was fette ful moche hire left 
Hire over Jippe wiped fhe fo clene, 
That in hire cuppe was no ferthing fene 
Of grefe when fhe dronken hadde hire draught ¢_ 
Full femely after hire mete fhe raught ¢ 
‘And fikerly fhe was of grete difport, 
And ful pleafaat and amiable of port, 
And peined hire to contrefetanchere 
Of gourt and ben eftatelich of manere, 
And to ben holden digne of reverence. 
But for to fpeken of hire confcicnce, 
She was fo charitable and*fo pitous 
She wolde wepe if that fhe faw a mous 
Caughte in a trappe if it were ded or bleddg, 
Of {male houndes hadde fhe, that the fedde 
With rotted flcth, and milk, and waftel brede, . 
But fore wept the if on of hem were dede, 
Or if men fmote it with a yerde fmerts 
And all was confcience and tendre hertes 

Ful femely hire wimple ypinehed was, 
Hire nofe trctis, hire eyen grey as gles; 
Hirc mouth full ‘male, and therto foft and red ¢ 
But fikerly fhe hadde a fayre forehed ¢ 
It was almoft a fpanne brode I trowe, 

For hardily the was not undergrowe. 

Ful fecife was hire cloke, as} was ware, 
Of male corall aboute hire arm fhe bare 
A pair of bedes gauded all with grene, 

‘And thereon heng a broche of gold ful fhene 
On whiche was firft ywritten a crouned A, 
And after Amor vincit omnia, 

Another Nonne alfo with hire hadde fhe 
That was hire chapelleine, and Precfles thre. 

A Monk ther was, a fayre for the maiftrie, 
An out-rider that !sved venerie 5 
A manly man to ben an abbot able 5 
Ful many a deinte hors hadde he in ftable, 

And whan he rode, men mighte his bride} here 
Gingeling in a whiftling wind, as clere 

And cke as loude as doth the chapel! belle 
Ther as this Jord was keper of the celle. 

The rcule of Seint Maure and of Seint Beneity 
Becaufe that it was olde and fomdcle ftreit, 
‘This ilke monk lutte olde thinges pace, 

And helde after the newe world the trace. 

He yave not of the text a pulled hen 

That faith that hunters ben not holy men, 

Ne that a monk whan he is rekkeles 

Is like to a fith that is waterless 

This is to fay, a mork out of his cloiftres 

"This ilke text held -he not worth an oiftre ¢ 
And 1 fay his opinion was good, 

‘What! fhuldc he ftudie and make himfelven wood s 
Upon a book in cloiftre alway to pore, * 

Or fwinken h his hondes, and laboure, 

‘As Auftin bit? hov: fhal the weild be ferved? 
Let Auftin have his fwink to referved : 
Therfore he wasa pritkafoure a right. * 
Greihoundes he hadde as {wift as fopl of flight. 
Of pricking and of hunting for the hare ; 
‘Wasall his luft; for no coft wolf he fpare. 

T faw his fleves purfiled at the hond 
‘With gris, and that the finch of the londs 
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THE PROLOGUE 


-Anc for to faften his hood under his chinne 
Ge Eydde of gold ywreught a curious pine; 
A Ise knotte in the greter endc ther was: 
His hed was balled, and fhone as any glas; 
And eke tis fage, as it hadde ben anoint; 
He was a Jord ful fat, and in good point: 
His eyen ftepe, and rolling in his hed, 
"Yhat femed as a forncis of a led; 
Hig bootes fouple, his hors in gret eftat ; 
Now certainly he was a fayre preiat + 
He Wirnet pale as a forpincd goft ; 
A fat fwan loved he beft of any ro: 
His palfrey was as brounc as is a bery. 
A Frere thor was, a wanton and amery, 
A limitour, a ful folempne man ; 
In all the ordres foure is non that can 
“So moshe of daliance and fayre langage. 
He hadde ymade ful many a mariage 
Of yonge wimmen at his owen coft; 
Uatil his ordre he was a noble poft. 
Ful wel beloved and familier was he- 
‘With frankeleins over all in his contree, 
And eKe-with worthy winner Of the Toun, 
For he had power of cunfetlion, 
As fuide hinfelfe, more than a curat, 
For of his ordre he was a licenciat. 
Ful fwetely herde he confefiion, 
And plefant was his abfolution. 
He was an efy man to give penance 
‘Ther as he witte to han-a good pitance, 
For unto a poure ordre for to give 
Is figne that a man is wel yfhrive; 
For if he gave he dorfte maks avant 
He witte fhe a man was repentant; 
For many a man fo hard is of his herte, 
He may not wepe although him fore {merte; 
Therfore in fede of weping and praicres 
Men mote give filver te the poure freres, 
wu fed ful of knives 
And pinnes for to given fayre wives ¢ 
Aad certainly he hadde a mery note; 
plaien on a rote. 
~ly the pris ; 
His nekke wes whit the fiour de lis; 
"Vherto he ftrong was as a champicun, 
And knew wel the tavernes in every toun, 
And every hofteler and gay tapftere, 
Better than a lazar or a beggere ; 
For unto fwiche a worthy man as he 
Accordesh nought, ~s by his facnite 
To haven with fike lazars acquaintance : 
It is net honeft, it may not avance, | 
As for to delen with no fwiche pouraille, 
But ull with riche and fellers of vitaille. 
And over all, th@ as profit thuid arife 
Curtcishe was, andloewly of fervife : 
‘Vher n’us no man no wher fo vertuous; 























BY a 
Non of his bretheren tame in his haunt : 
For though a wklewe hadde but a foe, 
(So plefant-was his Ja grincipio) 





__® This word, being ict uadertood, bas been changed 
in tome copies into tedinges anu weddivess. It pr -bably 
ner 2kiad of fong, trom the Saxon geadign or giddian, 
w ding. « 








| Yet wold he have a ferthing or he went; 


His pourchas was wel better than his tent ¢ 
And rage he coude asit hadde ben a whelp 
Iu lovedayes ther coude be mochel help 5: 
For ther was he nat like a cloift-rére, 

With thredbare cope, as is a poure feolere, 
But he was like a’maifter or a pope : e 
OF double worfted was his femicope, 


That round was asa belle out of the preffe_ 


Sémwhat he lifped for his wantonnefle 

‘To make his Englifh fwete upon his tonge ; 

And in his harping, whan that he hadde fong: 

His.eyen twinkeled in his hed afight 

As don the fterres in a frofty night. 

This worthy limitour was cleped Huberd, 
A Merchant was ther witha forked berd 5 

In mottelee, and highe on hors he fat, 

And on his hed a Faundrifh bever hat. 

His bootes clapfed fayre and fetifly ; 

His refons fpake he ful (clempnely, 

Souning alway the encrefe of his winning = 

He wold the fee were kept * for any thing; 

Betwixen Middelburgh and Orewell. 

Wel coud he in efchanges theldes-fefle. 

‘Tis worthy. man ful wel his wit ‘héfetee’s 

Ther wifte no wight that he wasin dette, 

So ftedefaftly didde’ he his governance 

With his baryeines and with his chevifance. 

Forfothe he was a worthy man withalle, 

But foth to fayn I n’ot how men him calle.” 
A Clerk ther was of Oxenford alfo, 

That unto logike hadde long ygo. 

As lene was his hors as isa rake, 

And he was not right fat I undertake, 

But loke@ holwe, and therto foberly, 

Ful thredbare was his overeft courtepy, 

For he hadde geten him yet no benefice, 

Ne was nought worldly to have an office ; 

For him was lever han at his beddes hed. 

‘Twenty bokes clothed in blake or red 

Of Ariftotle and nis philofophie 

Then robes riche, or fidel or fautrie: 

But all be that he was a philofophre 

Yet hadde he but litel goid in cofre, 

But all that he might of his frendes hente 

Qn bokes and on lerning he it fpente, 

Aud befily gan for the foules praie 

Of hem that yave him wherwith to {colaie, 

Of ftudie tuke he mofte cure and hede ; 

Not a word fpake he more than was nede, 

And that wasfaid in forme and reverence, 

And short end quike, and ful of high fentence + 

Scunitig in moral v-rtue was his fpeche, 


And gladly wolde he Jerne and gladly teche.« 


A Sergeant of tke Lawe ware and wife, 
The: often hadde yben at the paruis, 
‘Ther was alfo, ful riche of excellence ; 
Diferete he was, and of grete reverence $ 
He femed fwiche, his words were fo wile 5 
Juitice he was ful often in alfife 
By patent and by pleine commiffioun : 
For his {cience and for his hig renoun 
i. Fy fi wr pesndapa 
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4 THE PROLOGUE. 


Of fees and robes had he many on: 
Bo gretc a pourchefour was no wher nor : 
All was fee fimple to him in effea, 
His pourchafing might not ben in fufped : 
So wher fo befy a man as he'ther n’as, 

ud yet he femed befier than he was. 

a termes hadue he cas and domes alle 

‘That fro the tims of King Will, weren {alle ; 
Therto he coude endite and make a thin 
Ther coude no wight pinche at 
And every flatute coude he plaine by rote. 
He #ode but homely in a mediee cote 
Girt with a feint of filk with barres fmale. 
Of his apray telf Ino ienger tale. 

A Frankelcin was in this compagnie 5 
Whité was his berd as is the dayefie + 
Of his complexion ke was fanguin ; 
Wel loved he by the morwe a fop in. win : 
"Yo liven in delit was ever his wone, 
For he was Epicure's owen fore, 
That fcld opinion that plein delit 
Was veraily felicite parfite. 
And houfholder, and that a grete was he; 
Seint Julian he was in his contree. 
His brede, his ale, wae-dlway after on ; 
A better enyyned man was no wher non. 
Wirhouten bake mete never was his hous 
Of fith and fleth, and that fo plenteaus 
Tt {newed in his houfe of mete and drinke 
Of alle deintees that men coud of thinke, 
After the fondry fefons of the yere 
So changed he bis mete and his foupere. 
Ful many 4 fat patrich hadde he in mewe, 
And many a breme, and many a luce in Wewe. 
‘Wo was his coke but if his fauce were 
Poinant and tharpe, and redy allhis gere. 
His tale dormant in his halle alway 
Stod, y covered alle the longe day. 

At felfions there was he Jord and fire ; 
Full often time he was knight of the fhire. 
An anelace and a gipciere all of filk 
Heng at h’s girdel white as morwe milk. 
A fhereve hadde he ben and a countour; 
‘Was na wher fwiche a worthy vavafour *. 

An Haberdafoer, and a Carpenter, 
A. Webie, a Deyer, and a Tapifer, 
‘Were alle yclothed ino Livere 
Of a tulempne and grete fraternite. 
Ful frefne and newe hir gore ypiked was3 
i ychaped. not with bre 
But all with Glver wrought ful ciene and wel, 
Hir girdeles and hir pouches every de 
Wel fumed eche of hem a fayre bu 
To fitten in a gild halle on the deis: 
E ifdon: that he qan 
‘Was fhapclich for to ben an 
For catel hadden they ynous 
hir wives wolde it wel 
aind cifes 














































® The precife import of this word ig oftea as ob{cure as 
jte original. See Du Cange inv. In this place it thould per- 
haps be underRood to mean the whele clafs of middling 
Jandholuctsy, 





And for to gon to vigiles ali before, 
And have a mantel reallich ybore. ee 


‘A Cide they hadden with hem for thesonegg. 
‘Fo boile the chikenes and the marie boy es, 


And poudre marchant, tart and galingaie. 


'Wel coude he knowe a draught of London alé, 


He coude rofte, and fethe, and broile, and frie, 
Maken mortrewes, and wel bake a pic ; 


«But gret harm was it, as it thonghte me, 


That on his fhinne a mormal hadde he.__ 
For blanc manger that made he with the bet. 
A Shipman was thee woned fer by wel 5 
For cught I wote he was of Dertemouth ; 
He rove upon a rouacie, as lie’ couthe, 
All in a goune of falding to the knec. 
‘A dagger hanging by a las hadde hee 
‘About his nekke under his arm. adoun; 
The hote fommer hadde made his hewe all broun : 
And certainly he wax 2 good felaw ; 
Ful many a draught of win he hadde draw 
From Burdeux ward while that the chapmen flepe: 
OF nice confcience toke he no kepe. - 
If that he faught and hadde the higher hand, 
By water he fent hem home to every land. 
But Of his craft to rcken wel his tides, 
His ftrcmes and his ftrandes him befides, 
His lierberwe, his mone, and his lodemanage, 
Ther was non fwiche from Hull unto Cartage, 
Hardy he was, and wife, I undertake ;, 
With many a tempeft hadde his berd be fhake ¢ 
He knew wel alle the havens as they were 
Fro Gotland to the Cape de Finiftere, a 
And every creke int Beétagne and in Spaine ; 
His barge ycleped was the Magdelaine. 
With us ther was 2 Dofour of Phifike 5 
{n all this world ac was ther non him like 
‘To fpeke of phifike and of furgeric, 
For he was grounded ia aftronomie. 
He kept his patient a ful gret del 
In houres by his magike naturel : 
Wet conde he fortunen the afcendent 
Of his images for his patient. 
He knew the caufe of cvery maladie, 
Were it of cold, or hote, or moift, or driex 
And wher engendred, and of what humour ¢ 
He was a veray parfite practifour. 
The caufe yknowe, and ef his harnt the rotey 
Anon he gave to the fike man his bote. 
Fal redy hadde he hisapothecaries 
‘To fend him dragges and his lettuaries, 
Per eche of hem made other for to winne + 
Hir frendfaip n’us not newe te beginne, 
Wel knew he the old Efeulapins, 
And Diofcorides and cke Rufss, 
Old Hippocras, Hali, and Gallien, 
ion, Refis,and Avicen, 
rrois, Damafcene, and Conftantin, 
d, and Gatifden, and Cilbertin 
diete mefurable wache ; 
twas of no fuperfluitec, _ 
Bet of gret nowrifhing and digeible + 
His fludie was but litel un the Bible. 
In fangain and in perfe he clad was alle 


Lined with taffata and with fendalle, 






























THE PROLGGUE 


And cet he was but efy of difpence ; 
He keate that he wan mm the peftilence; 
For gole\in phifike is afcordial, 
Therfore “¢ loved gold in fpecial. 
A good Wif was ther of befide Bathe, 
But fhe was fom de} defe, and that was fcathe. 
‘Gfcloth making fhe hadde fwiche an haunt, 
Ske paffed hem of Ipres and of Gaunt. 
In all the parifh wif ne was ther non 
‘That_to the offring before hire thulde gon, 
"And Boptmecciin fo wroth was fe. 
‘That the was out of alle charitec, 
Hire coverchiefs weren ful fine of ground ;+ 
I dorfte {were they weyeden a pound 
That on the Sunday were upon hire hede : 
Hire hofen weren of fine fcarlet rede, 
Ful fire yteyed, and hoon ful moift and newe ; 
Bold was hire face, and fayre and rede of hew. 
She was a worthy woman all hire live ; 
Houfbondes at the chirche dore had fhe had five, 
Withouten other compagnie in youthe, 
But thegof nedeth not to fpekc as nouthe ; 
And thries hadde fhe ben at Jerufaleme ; 
She hadde paffed many a ftrange ftreme : 
At Rome fhe hadde ben, and at Boloine, 
In Galice at Seint James, and at Coloine : 
She coude moche of wandring by the way ; 
‘Gat-tothed was fhe, fothly for to fay; 
{Span an ambler efily fhe fat, 
Ywimpled wel, and on hire hede an hat 
As brode as ie a bakeler or a targe, 
A {otc mantel about hire hippes large, 
And on hire fete a pair ef Sporres fiarpe. 
In felawihip wel coude the laughe and carpe; 
OF remedies of love fhe knew parchance, 
Vor of that arte fhe coude the olde dance. 
- A good man ther was of religioun 
“hae was apenre Porfife of a toun, 
But riche he was of bely thought and werk s 
He was alfo alerted n a Clerk, 
“Vhat Criftes gofpel trewely wolde preche ; 
His parifhens devoutly wolde he teche; 
Benigne he was, and wender diligent, 
Aud in adverfite ful patient, 
And fwiche he was ypreved often fithes; 
Fel loth were him to curfen for his tithes, 
But rather wokte he yeven ont of doute 
Unto his powre pariihens aheute 
i nd eke of his ful 
Tthing have i 
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‘That if goid rafte, what finid iron do 
Fr Preeft Bp foule on whom we tru! 
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‘Wel ought a preeft enfample for to yeve 
By his cleneneffe how his thepe fhulde live. 
He fetté not his benefice to hire, : 
And lette his fhepe accombred: in the mire, 
And ran unto London unto Seint Poules 
To feken him a chanterie for foules, 
Or with a bretherhede to be withold, 
But dwelt.at home and kepte wel his fold, 
Sothat the wolf ne made it not mifcarie : 
He was a Shepherd and no mercenaric 5 
And though he holy were and-vertnoua 
He was to finful men not difpitous, 
Ne of his fpeche dangerous ne digne, 
But in his teching difcrete and benigne. 
To drawen folk to heven with faireneffe , 
By good enfample, was his befineffe ; 
But it were any perfone obftinat, 
What fo he were of highe or low eftat, 
Him wolde he fnibben jharply for the nones + 
A better preeft I trowe that no wher non is, 
He waited after no pompe ne reverenge, 
Ne maked him no tices confcience 
But Criftes lore, and his epoftles twelve 
He taught, but firft he folwed it hjimfelve. nt 
‘With him ther was a Plowman, was his brother, 
‘That hadde ylaid of dong ful many a fother 5 
A true fwinker and a good was he, 
Living in pees and parfite charitee g 
God loved he befte with alle his herte 
Atalle times, were it gain or fmerte, 
And than his neighebour right as himfelve. 
He wolde threth, and therto dike and delve, 
For Criftes fake, for every poure wight 
Withouten hire, if it layin his might. . 
His tithes paied he ful fayre and wed 
Both of hig propre fwinke and his cate. , 
Ina tabard he rode npon a mere. 
‘Ther was alfo a Reve, and a Millere, 
A Sompuour, and a Pardoner alfo, 
A Manciple, and myfelf; thor n’ere no mo, 
The Mixer wasa ftout carl for the nones, 
Ful bigge he was cf braun and eke of bones, 
That proved wel, for over all ther he came, 
At wraftling he wolde bere away the ram, 
He was fhort fhuldered, brode, a thikke gnarre, 
Ther n‘as no dore that he n’olde heve of barre 
Or breke it at a renning with his hede ;- 
His berd as any fowe or fox was rede, 
And therto brode as though it were a {pade, 
Upon the cop right of his nofe he hade 
-A wert, and theron ftode a tufte of heres 
Rede as the brifilcs of a fowes eres: 
His nofe-thirles blacke were and wide » 
A fwerd and bokeler bare he by his fide ; 
His mouth as wide was asa forneis 
He was a jangler and a Goliardcis, 
And that was moft of finne and harlotries : 
Wel ceude he ftclen corne and tollen thriesy 
and yct he bad a thenub of gold parde, 
A white cote and a blew hode wered he: 
blowe aud fcune, 
ht @ cut of teuney 
was ther of a temple, > 
neghten take enfersple 
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z THE PROLOGUE. 


“For to ben wife in bying of vitaille, 

‘For whether that he paide or toke by taille 

SAlgate he waited fo in his achate 

@That he was ay before in good eltate : 

Now is not that of God a ful fayre grace 

“Phat {wiche a lewed mannes wit thal pace 

"The wifdom of an hepe of lered men? ~ 
Of maifters had he mo than thries ten 

‘What were of lawe expert and curious, 

"Of which ther was g dofein in that hous 

{Worthy to ben ftewardes of rent and lond 

@F any lord that is in Englelond, 

ao maken him live by his propre good 

%n honour detteles, but if he were wood, 

Or live as fcarfly as him lift defire, 

‘And able for to helpen all a fhire 

In any cas that mighte fallen or happe ; 

And yet this Manciple fette hir aller cappe. 

_, Fhe Reve was a flendre colerike man, 

‘His berd was fhave as neighe as ever he can: 

His here was by his eres round yfhorne ; 

His top was docked like a preeft beforne + 

‘Ful longe were his legges and ful lene, 

Yiike a ftaff; ther was no calf yfene ? 

‘Wel coude he kepe a garner and a binne; 

‘Ther was non auditour coude on him winne; 

‘Wel wifte he by the drought and by the rain 

‘The yelding of his feed and of his grain. 

His lordes thepe, his nete, and his deirie, 

His fwine, his hors, his ftore, art! his pultrie, 

‘Were holly in his Reves governing, 

And by his covenant yave he rekening, 

Sin that his lord was twenty yere of age; 

‘Ther conde noman bring him in arerage, 

‘Ther n’as bailiff, ne herde, ne other hine, 

sThat he ne ‘new his fleight and his covine ; 

‘They were adradde of him as of the deth. 

“His wonning was ful fayre upon an heth; 

With grene trees yfhadewed was his place ; 

"We coude better than his lord pourchace : 

‘Bol riche he was yltored privily : 

His Jord wel coude he plefen {ubtilly 

‘To yeve and lene him of his owen good, 

And have a thank and yet a cote and hood. 

In youthe he lerned hadde a good miftere; 

He was a wel good wright, a carpentere. 

‘This Reve fate upon a right good ftot 

That was all pomelee grey, and highte Scot : 

A long furcote of perfe upon he hade, 

Antd by hia fide he bare a rufty blade. 

Of Norfolk was this Reve of which I tell, 

Befide a toun men clepen Baldefwell. 

“lucked he was, asis a frere aboute, 

wAnd ever he rode the hindcreft of the route. 
A Sanijpneur was ther with us in that place 

‘That hadde a fireered cherubinnes face, 

For faufcfleme he was, with eyen narwe ; 

-As hote he was and likerous as a fparwe, 

‘With {called browes blake and pilled berd ; 

Of his vifage children were fore aferd. 

‘Ther nas quickfilver, litargc, ne brimfton, 

Boras, cerufe, ne oile of tartre non, 

Ne oinement, that wolde clenfe or bite, 

"That him might helpen of his whelkes white, 


Ne of the knobbes fitting on his chekes $ 
Wel loved he garlike, onions, and lekes, 
And for to drinke ftrong v:in as rede as kod, 
Than wolde he fpeke and crie as he wer: wood; 
And whan that he wel dronken had the win, 
Than wold he fpeken no word but Latin ; 
A fewe termes coude he, two. or three, 
That he had lerned out of fom decree ; 
No wonder is, he heard it all the day: 
And eke ye knowen wel how that ai 
Can clepen watte as wel as can the’pope : 
But who fa wolde in other thing him grope 
Than haéde he fpent al! his philofophie ; 
Ay Queflio quid juris ? wolde he crie. 

He was a gentil harlot * and a kind; 
A better felaw fhulde a man not find: 
He wolde fuffre for a quart of wine 
A good felaw to have his concubine 
A twelvemonth, and excufe him at the full : 
Ful prively a finch eke coude he pull; 
And if he found o where a good felawe 
He wolde techett-him to have non awe 
In fwiche acas ofthe archedckencs curfe, 
But if a mannes foule were in his purfe, 
For in his purfe he fhulde ypunifhed be ; 
Purfe is the archedekens helle, faid he, + 
But wel I wote he lied right in dede ; " 
Of curfing ought eche gilty man him drede, 
For curfe wol fle right as affoiling faveth, 
And alfo ware him of a /znifcavit, 

In danger hadde he at his owen gife 
‘The yonge girles of the diocife, 
Aud knew hir counfeil and was of hir rede. 
A gerlond hadde he fette upon his hede 
As gret as it were for an aleflake ; 
A bokeler hadde he made him of a cake, 

With him ther rode a gentil Pomdemyre  ~ 
Of Rouncevail, his ffend and his comperc, 
That ftreit was comen from the court of Rome; 
Ful loude he fung, Come hither love to me, 
‘This Sompnour bare to him a ftiff burdoun; 
Was never trompe of half fo gret a foun. 
This Pardoner had here as yelwe as wax. 
But {moth it heng as doth a ftrike of flax; 
By unces heng his lokkes that he hadde, 
And therwith he his thulders overfpradde 
Full thinne it lay, by culpons on andon, 
But hode for jolite ne wered he non. 
For it was truffed up in his wallet. 
Him thought he rode all of the newe get, 
Dithevele, fauf hi$ cappe, he rode all bare : 
Swiche glaririg eyen hadde he as an hare 
A vernicle hadde he fewed upon his cappe ; 
His wallet lay beforne him in-Nis Jape 
Bret-ful of pardon come from Rome al hote : 
A vois he hadde as fmale as hath a gote : 
No herd haddc he, ne never non fhulde have; 
As {mothe it was as it were newe have: + 
I trowe he were a gelding or a mare. 

But of his craft, fro Berwike unto Ware 

. e* 


* The name of harlot was anciently given to men, ag 
wellas women, , 
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Ne es thee fwiche 2p other Pardonere, 
For i his male he hagde a pilwebcre 
‘Which, he faide, was oure Ladies viel : 
He faide he badde a fobbet of the fey] 
‘Thatte Seint Reter had whan that he went 
{Upon the fee till Jefu Crift him hent : 
le had a crois of ton ful of ftones, 
Afid ina glas he hadde pigges bones. 
But with thefe relikes whanne that he fond 
‘pouraperfang dwelling up on lond, 
Upon a day he gat him more-moneie . 
‘Than that the perfone gat in monethe’s tweies 
And thus with fained flattering and japes 
He made the perfone and the peple his apes. 
But trewely to tellen atte lait, 
He wasin chirche a noble ecclefiuit 
‘Wel coude he rede a Jeffon or a ftorie, 
But alderbeft he fang an offertorie ; 
For wel he wifte whan that fong vas fonge 
He mufte preache and wel afile his tonge 
To winne filver, as he right wel coude, 
Therf6re he fang the merier and loude, 
Now have } told you fhortly ina claufe 
‘Th’ cftat, th’ araie, the nombre, and eke the caufe, 
Why that affembled was this compagnie 
In Southwerk at this gentil hoftelrie 
‘That highte The Tabard, fat by the Belle, 
But now is time to you for to telle 
How that we baren us that ilke night 
‘Whan we were in that hoftelrie alight ; 
And after. wok I tell of our visage, 
And all the remenant of our pilgrimage. 
Butfirfte I praie you of your curtedie 
‘That ye ne arette it not my vilanie, 
‘Though that I plainly fpeke in this matere, : 
‘To tcllen you hir wordes and hir chere, 
Ne thotigh Tipete hir-words proprely ; 
For this ye knowen al fo wel as I, 
Who fo thail telle a Tale after a man 
He mofte reherfe as neighe as ever he can 
Everich word, if it be in his charge, 
All ipcke he never fo rudely and fo large, 
Or ciles he mofte tellen his Tale untrewe, 
Or feinen thinges, or finden wovdes newe: 
He may not fpare although he were his brother; 
He mofte as wel fayn o word as an other. 
Crift {pake himfelf ful brode in holy writ, 
And wel ye wote no vilanie is it: 
Eke Plato fayeth, who fo can him rede, 
The wordes moft ben cofin to the dede. 
Alfo 1 praie you to forgive it me 
AL! have I not fette felk in hir degree 
Here in this Tale as that they fhulden ftonde: 
My wit is thort ymay weil underftonde. 
Gret chere made our Hofte us everich on, 
And to the fouper fette he us anon. 
And ferved us with vitaille of the befte; 
Strong was the win, and wel to drink us lefte, 
A femely man our Hofte was with alle 
For to han ben a marfhal in an halle ; 
A large man he'was, with eyen ftepe; 
A fairer burgeis ister none in Chepe? 
Bold of his {peche, aud wife, and wel 
he Be a oe 














- | Eke therto was he right a mery mam, 


And after fouper plai¢n he began, 
-And fpake of migthe anténges other thingies. 
Whan that we hadiden made our rekeninges, 
And faide thus; Now Lvordinges, trewelp 
Ye ben to me welcome right hertily, - 

For by my trouthe, if that I thal not lic, 

I faw nat this yere {wiche a compagnie 

At ones in this herberwe as is now; 
Fayn ‘wolde 1 do you mirthe and I-wifte hows 
And of a mirthe I am right now bethought , 
To don you efe, and it hall-cofte you nought, 
Ye gon to Canterbury ; God you f{pede, 
The blifsfal martyr quite you your mede; 
And wel I wot-as ye gon by the way 

Ye thapen you to talken and to play's 

For trewely comfort ne mirthe is'nowr 

To riden by the way dombe as the fton; 
And therfore wold I maken you difport, 

As [faid erft, and don you fome comfort, 
And if you liketh alle by on affent 

Now for to ftonden at my jugement, 

And for to werchen as I shal you fay 
‘To-morwe, whan ye riden on the way, 
Now by my faders foule that is ded 

But ye be mery, fmiteth of my hed : 

Hold up your hondes withouten more fpeche, 
Our counfeil was not Jong for to feches i 
Us thought it was not worth to make it wife, 

And granted him withouten more avife, 
And bad him fay his verdit as him lefte, _ ; 

Lordinges, (quod he) now herkeneth for the beftey 
But take it nat, J pray you, in difdain ; we; 
This is the point, to hee it plat and plain, 
That eche of you to fhorten with youre way 
In this viage thal tellen Tales tway, 

To Canterbury ward I mene it fo, _ 

And homeward he thai] tellen other two, 

Of aventures that whilom han befalle, 

And which of you that bereth him beft of alle, 
‘That is to fayn, that telleth in this cas 

Tales of beft fentence and moft folas, 

Shall have a fouper at youre aller coft 

Here in this place fitting by this poft, 

Whan that ye comen agen from Canterbury. | 
And for to maken you the more mery 

1 wol my felven gladly with you ride, — 
Right at min owen coft, and be your gide, 
And who that wol my jugement withfay, 
Shal pay for alle we fpenden by the way. 
And if ye vouchefanf that it be fo, 

Telle mc anon withouten wordes mo, 

And I wol erly. thapen me therfore, 

This thing was granted, and our othes fworg 
With ful glad herte, and praiden him alfo 
That he wold vouchefauf for to don fo, 

And that he wolde ben our governour, 
And of our Tales juge and reportour, 
And fette a fouper at a certain pris, 

And we wol reuled ben at his devite 

In highe and lowe* : and thusby on affent 
We ben accorded to his jugement ; 


* In, oF, De alto ct 61ffo, barb Lat. Haut et bas. Fe. wera 


And therupon the win was fette anon : 
We dronken, and to refte wenten eche on 
Withouten any lenger tarying. 
A morwe whan the day began to {pring 
Up rofe our Hefte, and was our aller cok, 
Aad gaderd us togeder in a flok, 
And forth we riden a litel more than pas 
Unto the watcring of Seint Thomas, 
And ther our Hofte began his hors areft, 
And faid, Lordes, herkeneth if you left : 
Ye wete your forword, and Lit record : 
¥f even fong and morwe fong accord, 
Let fe now who fhal telle the firft Tale : 
As ever mote I drinken win or ale 
Who fo is rebel to my jugement 
Shal pay for alle that by the way is fpent. 
Now draweth cutte or that ye forther twinne ; 
He which that hath the fhorteft fhal beginne. 
Sire Knight,(quod he) my maifter and my ford, 
Now draweth cutte, for that is min accord. 
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Cometh nere (quod he) my Lady Prior 

And ye fire Clerk; let Se your fhamefattnes! , 

Ne ftudieth nought : lay hzad to every mya. 
Anon to drawen every wight began, 

And fhortly for tellenasit ws, 7" 

Were it by aventure, or fort, cr cas 

The fothe is this, the cutte fell ya che Knight, 

Of which ful blith and glad was every wight ;, 

And tell he muft his Tale as was refon, 

By forword and by compofition, 

As ye han herd; what nedeth wartemc~ 

And whan this goodman faw chat it was fo, 

As he that wife was and obedient 

‘To kepe his forword by his free affent, 

He faide ; Sithen I fal begin this game, 

What, welcome be the cutte a Goddes name, 

Now let us ride, and hearkeneth what Ifa 
And with that word we riden forth cur 

‘And he began with a right mery chere 

His Tale anon, and faide as ye thal here. 
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Wraizom, 2s olde ftories tellen us, 

Ther was a duk thut highte Theicus ; 

OF Athenes he was lord and governour, 
Aad in Qis time fwiche a conquerour, 
That greter was ther non under the fonne; 
Ful many a riche contree had he wonne. 
What with his wifdom and his chevairie 
He conquerd all the regne of Feminic, 
‘Phar whilom was ycleped Scythia, 

And wedded the fresfhe quene Ipolita, 
And brought hire home with him to his contree 
With moche! glorie and great folempnitec, 
And cke hire yonge fufter Emelié. 

» And thus with victorie and with melodic 
Let [this worthy duk to Athenes ride, 
Aud all his host in armes him befide. 

And certes, if it n’ere to long to here, 

J wolde have told you fully the manere 
How wonnen was the regne of Feminie 
By Thefeus and by his chevalrie, - 
And of the grete bataille for the nones 
Kietwix Athenes and the Amafones, 

And how affeged was Ipolita, 

‘The faire hardy quene of Scythia, 

Ani of uheSehe that wagat hire wedding, 
“And of the temple at hire home coming ; 
But all this thing { mofte as now forbere : 
i have, God wot, a large feld to ere, 

«And weke ben the oxen in my plow : 

“Uhe remenent of my Tale is long ynow. 

J wil not letten cke non of this route ; 

Let every felaw telle his Tale aboute, 

And let fe now who fhal the fouper winne, 

» ‘Ther as left L will agen beginne. 

This duk, of whom I made mentioun, 
‘When he was comen almoft to the toun, 

In all his wele and in his mofte pride, 

Me was ware, as he caft his eye afide, 

Wher that ther kneled in the highe wey 

A compagnie of ladies twey and twey, 

Eche after other, clad in clothes blake ; 

But fwjche a crie and fwiche a wo they make, 
‘That in this world n’is creature living 

“that ever herd fwiche another waimenting ; 
And of this cric ne wolde the} never {tenten 
‘Till they the reines of his bridel henten. 

What folk be ye that et min heme coming 
Perturberf fo my fefhe with crying ? 
Quod 'Phefeus; have ye fo grete envie 
Of min honour, thatthus com 
“Or who hath you m: 

Potelle me, if thot it may be 





















And why ye be thus clothed all in blake ? 

‘The cldeft lady of hem all than fpake, 
Whan the had fwouned with a dedly chere, 
‘That it was reuthe for to fecn and here, 

She fayde, Lord, to whom Fortune hath yevén 
Vi&orie, and as a conqueror to liven, 

Nought greveth us your glorie and your honour, 
But we befeke you of mercie and focour : 

Have mercie on our woe and our diftreffe + 
Somic drope of pitee thurgh thy gentilleffe 
Upon us wretched wimmen let now falles 

For certes, Lord, ther n’is non of usalle 

‘That fhe mbath ben a ducheffe or a quene; 
Now be we caitives, as it is wel fene ; 
[ia be Fortane and hire falfe whele 
[That non efac enfureh to be wele. 

And certes, Lord, to abiden your prefence, 
Here in this temple of the goddeffe Ciemence, 
We han ben waiting all this fourtenight : 
Now heipe us, Lord, fin it lieth in thy might. 

I wretched wight, that wepe and waile thus, 
Was whilom wif to King Capaneus - $ 
That ftarfe at Thebes, curfed be that day ; 
And alle we that ben in this aray, 

And maken all this lamentation, 

We loften all our lufbondes at that toun, 
While that the fiege therabouten lay : 
And yet now the olde Creon, wala wa! 
‘That lord is now of Thebes the citee, 
Fulfilled of ire and of iniquittee, 

He for defpit, and fer his tyrannie, 

To don the ded bodies a vilanie, 

Of alle our lordes, which that ben yflawe, 
Hath alle the bodics on an hepe ydrawe, 
And will not fuffren hem by non affent 
Neyther to ben ybericd nc ybrent, 

But maketh houndes ete hem in defpite. 

And with that word, withouten more refpite, 
They fallen groff, and crien pitoufly, 

Have on us wretched wimmen fom mercy, 
And let our forwe finken in thin herte. 

This gentil duk doun from his courfer fterte 
With herte piteous whan he herd hem fpeke ; 
Him thoughte that his herte welde all to-breke 
When he faw hem fo pitous and fo mate 
That whilom weren of fo gret eftate, 

And in bis armes he bem all up hente, 

And hem comforted in fal good entente, 
And fwore his oth, as he was treye knight, 
He wolde don fo ferforthly his might 
Upon the tyrant Creon hem to wreke. 
That all the peple of Grece fhulde ipeke 
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How Creon was of Thefeus yferved, 

As he that hath his deth ful wel deferved. 
And right anon, withouten more abode, 

His banner he difplaide, and forth he rode 

‘To Thebes ward, and all his hoft befide : 

No ner Athenes n’olde he go ne ride, 

Ne take his efe fully half a day, 

But onward on his way that night he lay, 

And fent anon Ipolita the quene, 

And Emelie hire younge fifter thene, 

Unto the toun of Athenes for to dwell; 

And forth he rit; ther n’is no more to tell, 
‘The red ftatue of Mars, with fpere and targe, 

So fhineth in his white banner large, 

‘That all the feldes gliteren up and doun ; 

And by his banner borne is his penon 

Of gold ful riche, in which that ther was yhete 

‘The Minotaure which that he flew in Crete. 

‘Thus rit this duk, thus rit this conqueréur, 

And in his hoft of chevalrie the flour, 

‘Til that he came to Thebes, and alight 

Fayre ina feld, ther as he thought to fight. 

But fhortly for to fpeken of this thing, 

‘With Creon. which that was of Thebes king 

He fought, and flew him manly as a knight 

In plaine bataille, and put his folk to flight ; 

And by affaut he wan the citce after, 


And rent adoun bothe wall, and fparre, and rafter; 


And to the ladies he reftored again 
‘The bodies of hir houfbondes that were flain, 
‘To don the obfequies, as was tho the gife. 

But it were all to long for to devife 
‘The grete clamour and the waimenting 
‘Whiche that the ladies made at the brenning 
Of the bodies, and the gret honour 
"That 'Vhefeus, the noble conquerour, 

Doth to the ladies whan they from him wente; 
But thortly for to telle is min entente. 

Whan that this worthy duk, this 'Thefeus, 
Hath Creon ftain and wonnen ‘Thebes thus, 
Still in the feld he toke all night his refte ; 
And did with all the countrce as him lefte : 
‘To ranfake in the tas of bodies dede, 

Hem for to ftripe of harneis and of wede, 
‘The pillours dide hir befineffe and cure, 
After the bataille and difcomfiture ; 

And fo befell that in the tas they found, 
‘Thurgh girt with many a grevous blody wound, 
Two yonge knightes ligging by and by, 
Bothe in on armes wrought ful richely ; 
Of whiche two Arcita highte that on, 
And he that other highte Palamon. 

‘Not fully quik ne fully ded they were, 
But by hir cote armure and by hir gere 
‘The heraudes knew him wel in fpecial, 
AAs tho that weren of the blod real 

Of Thebcs and of fuftren two yborne. 
Out of the tas the pilours han hem torne, 
And han hem carried foft unto the tente 
PF Thefeus, and he ful fone hem fente 
Wo Athenes, forgo dwcllen in prifon 
Perpetuel, he n’olde no raunfon. 

And whan this worthy dak had thus ydon, 
He toke his hoft, and home he rit anon, 


With laurel crouned as a gonqucrour, ie 

And ther he liveth in joye and in honour 

Terme of his lif; what nadeth wordes r10? 

Andina tour in anguith ond in wo 

Dwellen this Palamon and xke Aycite 

For everme, ther may ao gejdHiem quite, 
‘Thus paffeth yere by yere; and day by day 

Till it fell ones ina morwe of May pe 

That Emelie, that fayrer was to fene 


; Than is the litie upon his ftalke a» 


And fresther than the May-<vith Houres new, 

{For with the rofe colour $trof hire hewe 3 

I n’ot which was the finer of hem. two) 

Er it was day, as the was wont to do, 

She was arifen, and all redy dight, 

For May wol have no flogardie a night; + 

‘The fefon priketh every gentil herte, 

And maketh him out of his flepe to fterte, 

And fayth, Arifc, and do thin obfervance, 
This maketh Emelie han remembrance 

To don honour to May, and for to rife ; te 

Yclothed was fhe fresfhe for to devife, 

Hire yelwe here was broided in a treffe 

Behind hire back, a yerde long I geffe ; 

And in the gardin at the fonne uprift 

She walketh up and doun wher as hire lift : 

She gathercth floures, partie white and red, 

To make a fote! gerlond for hire hed ; 

And as an angel hevenlich fhe fong, 

‘Tie grete tour that was fo thikke and ftrong, 

lich of the caftel was the chef dongeon, 

(Wher as thefe knightes weren in prifon, 

Of which I tolde you, and tellen thal) * 

Was even joinant to the gardin wall, 

‘Ther as this Emelie had hire playing. [ing 
Bright was the fonne and clere that morwen- 

on, this wofwh pi. iforety7 

As was his wone, by leve of his gayler 

Was rifen, and romed in a chambre on high, 

In which he all the noble citee figh, _ 

And cke the gardin, ful of branches grenc, 

Ther as this fresthe Emelia the fhene 

Was in hire walk, and romed up and doun, 
This forwefu) prifoner, this Palamon, 

Goth in his chambre roming to and fro, 

And to himfelfe complaining of his wo : 

‘That he was borne ful oft he fayd Alas! 
And fo befell, by aventure or cas, 

‘That thurgh a window thikke of many a barre 

Of yren gret, and fquare as any fparre, 

He catt his eyen upon Emelia, 

And therwithal he blent * and cried A! 

As though he ftongen were unto the herte: 
And with that crie ArciteéGnon up ftertc, 

And faide, Cofin min, what eyleth the 

‘That art fo pale and dedly for to fee ? 

Why crideft'thou? who hath thee don offence ? 

For Goddes Jove take all in patience 








* This word hag various fenfes ingChaucer, asit is de- 
rived from blinnan, cefare; blindan. ce.are; or blendan, 
mijcere, It feems here tbe uleg in a fourth fente, the 
fame in which Shakefpeare ufes te verb te blench, i. ¢. to” 
fhriak or fart afide. Fobrfou's Did in y, Bleach, See Git, 
inv. Blend, part. of Bleaghe Pars 
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pe prifon, for it may nan other be; 
“ortunc hath yeven us this adverfite : 
Som wikke afpe& or difpolition 
Of Saturne, by fom con“ellation, 
h veven us tilis, although we had it fworn : 
‘ood the hevé: whan that we were born : 
mofte endure; tis is the fhort and plain, 
{Sis Palamon anfwerde, and fayde again, 
Cofin, forfoth of this opinion 
“Thgpebaft 2 yaine imagination : 
‘This prifon cantewse not for to crie, 
But {was burt right now thurghout min eye 
Into min herte, that wol my bane be: 
"Phe fayrneffle of a lady that I fe 
Yond in the gardin roming to and fro 
Is caufe of all my erying and my wo: 
fhe be woman or goddel%, 
sit fothly as I gefle. 
H 1 on knees adoun he fill, 
And fayde; Venus, | your will 
You in this gurdin thus to transfigure, 
Betorn nee forweful wretched creature, 
Out of this prifon helpe thet we may feape; 
And if fo be our de‘tine be shape 
By eterne word to dien in prifon, 
Of our lignage have fume compaffion, 
‘That is fo low ybrought by tyrapnic. 
And with that word Arcita gan efpic 
Wher xs this lady romed to and fro, 
And with that fight hire beaute hert kim fo, 
That if that Palamon were wounded fore 
Arcite is hurt as moche as he er more + 
And with a figh he fayde pioufy, 
"The fresthe beaute fleth me fodenly 
Of hire that rometh in the yonder place 5 
And but] have hire mercie and hire grace, 
That | nyax-foan hire gt the lefte way, 
Th’am but ded; ther n’is no more to fay. 
‘This Palamon, whan he thefe wordes hurd, 
Difpitouly he loked, end anfwerd, 
Whethor fayeft thou this in erneft or in play? 
Nay, quod Arcite, in erneft by my fay ; 
God helpe me fo, me lust full yvel play. 
‘This Palamon gan knit his brow: 
Tt were, quod he, to thee po ¢ 
For to be falie, ne for to be 
‘To me, that am thy cofin thy brother 
Yfworne ful depe, and ecke of us to other, 
‘That never for to dien in the peine 
‘Ti} that the deth departen {hal us tweine, 
Neyther of us in love to hindre other, 
Ne in non other cas, my Jeve brother ; 
But that thou fhuldeft trewely forther me 
In every cas as I thulgforther thee. 
"his was thin oth, and min alfo certain; 
J wot it wel thou darft it not withfain > 
‘Sus art thou of my confeil out of doute, 
And new thou woldett falfly ben aboute 
To love my tady whom I love and ferve, 
Aad ever fhal til that min herte fterve. 
Now certes, falf Arcite, thou fhalt not fo ; 
I loved hire firtte, and tolde thee my wo. 
cAs to my confeil, and my brcther fworne 
‘To forther my as I have told beforne, 






























For which thou art ybounden as a knight 
To helpen me, if it lie in thy might, 
Or elles art thou falfe T dare wel fain. 

‘This Arcita full proudly fpake again. 
‘Thou fhalt, quod he, he rather falfe than T, 
And thou art falfe, I tell thee utterly ; 

For par amour I loved Hire firft or thou, - 

What wolt thou fayn? thou wifteft nat right now 
Whether fhe were a woman or a goddeffe 

‘Thin is affection of holineffe, : 

‘And min is love as toa creature, 

For which J tolde thee min aventure, 

As to my cofin and my brother fworne, 

I pofe that thou lovedeft hire beforne z 
Wott thou not wel the olde clerkes fawe t 
That who fhall give a Jover any lawe? 

Love is a greter lawe by my pan 

‘Then maybe yeven of any erthly man ; 
And therfore pofitif lawe and fwiche decree 
Is broken all day for love in eche degree. ; 
‘A man mofte nedes love maugre his hed; 
He may not fleenit though he fhuld be ded, 
All be fhe maid, or widewe, or elles wif, 

And cke it is not likely all thy lif 
To ftonden in hire grace, no more fhal 1; 
For wel thou woft thy felven veraily 
‘Yhat thou and I be damned to’prifon 
Perpetuel ; us gaineth no raunfon. 

We ftrive as did the houndes for the bone, 
‘They fought all day, and yet hir part was none + 
Ther came a kyte, while that they were fo wrothe, 
And bare away the bone betwix hem bothe, 
And therfore at the kingy-s court, my brother, 
Eche man for himfelf, ther is non other. 

Love if thee luft, for I love, and ay thal ; 
And fothly, leve brother, this'is.al, 

Here in this prifon moften we endure, 
And everich of us take his aventure, + 

Gret was the ftrif, and long betwix him tw 
If that J hadde leifer for to fey: 

But to th’ cffle@. It happed on a day, 
(To tell it you as fhortly as 1 may) 

A worthy duk that highte Perithous, 
‘That felaw was to this duk Thefeus 

Sin thilke day that they were children lite, 


-Was come tc Athenes his felaw to vifite, 


Ard for to play as he was wont to do, 
For in this world he Jovéd no man fo, 
And he loved him as tendrely again : 
So wel they loved, as olde bokes fain, 
"That whan that on was dede, fothly to tell, 
His felaw wente and fought him doun in hell: 
But of that ftorie lift me not to write. 
Duk Perithous loved wel Arcite, 
And had him knowe at Thebes yere by yere 3 
And finally, at requeft and praiere 
Of Perithous, withouten any raunfon, 
Duk Thefeus him let out of prifon, 


t The olde clerk is Roethins, from whofe baok De Confo- 
datione, Chauccr has borrowed largely i@many places. ‘the 
paflage alluded to isin L, ii, met. 12. 3 

Quis legem det amantibus? 
Major lex amer eft Ob} 
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Frely to gon wher that him lift over all, 
in fwiche a gife as I you tellen fhall, 
This was the forword, plainly for to endite, 
Betwixen Thefens and him Arcite; 
‘That if fo were that Arcite were yfound 
Ever in his lif, by day or night, o found 
In any countree of this Thefeus, 
And he were caught, it was accorded thus, 
‘That with a fwerd he thulde lefe his hed; 
"Ther was non other remedie ne rede ; 
But taketh his leve,and homeward he him fpedde; 
Let him beware, his nekke licth to wedde. 
How gret a forwe fuffereth now Arcite? 
‘The deth he feleth thurgh his herte {mite ; 
He wepeth, waileth, cricth pitoufly, 
‘To fleen himfelf he waiteth prively. 
He faid, Alas the day that 1 was borne! 
Now is my prifon werfe than beforne ; 
Now is me fhape eternally to dwelle 
Not only in purgatorie but in helle. 
agit Ake ever I knew Perithous, 
Tor efles had! dwelt with Thefcus, 
Yfetered in his prifon evermo; 
Than bad Eben in bliffe and not in wo: 
‘Only the fight of hire whom that I ferve, 
‘Though that 1 never hire grace may deferte, 
‘Wold have fufficed right ynough for me. 
O dere cofin Palanion, quod he, 
‘Thin is the victorie of this aventure ; 
¥ul blisful in prifon maicf thou endure t 
in prifon? certes nay, but in pgradife. 
Wel hath Fortune yturned thee the difc, 
‘That haft the fight of hire and 1 th’ abfence, 
For poffible is, fin thou haft hive prefuuce, 
And arta knight, a worthy and an able, 
“Lhat by fome cas, fin Fortune is changeable, 
‘Thou maief tothy defir fomtime atteine : 
But that Tam exiled, and barreine 
Ofalle grace, md in fo gret defpaire, 
‘Yhat ther n’is erthe, water, fire, ne aire, 
Ne creature, that of hem maked is, 
‘That may me hele or don comfort in this, 
Wel ought I fterve in wanhope and diftrefle, 
¥arewel my Jif, my luft, and my gladneffe. 
Alas! why plainen men fo in commune 
Of purveiance of God or of Fortune, 
‘That yeveth hem ful oft in many a gife 
‘Wel better than they can hemfelf devife ? 
Som man defireth for to have tichefle, 
‘That caufe is of his murdre or gret fikneffe ; 
And fom man wold out of his prifon fayn, 
‘That in his houfe is of his meynie flain, 
Infinite harmes ben in this matere : 
‘We wote not what thing that we praien here. 
We faren as he that dronke is as a mous: 
A dronken man wot wel he hath an hous, 
Bat he ne wot which is the right way thider, 
And to a drouken man the way is fier, 
And certes in this world fo faren we. 










sen alle, and namely f, 
had a gret opinicn, 
‘apen frp price 
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Than { had ben in joye and parfitc hete, 
‘Vher now I am exiled fro ‘ny wele, 
Sin that I may not feen yu Emelie 
Tn’am but ded; ther n’is bo remedie. 

Upon that ether fide Palamon,* = 
Whan that he wilt Arcita Yas apn, 
Swiche forwe he maketh, thd he grete tour 
Refouned of his yelling and ciamour. 
The pure fetters on his thinnes grete 
Were of his bitter falte teres wete. 

Alas! quod ke, Arcita, cofi ~ 
Of all our ftrif, God wot, ¢ s thin, 
‘Thou walkett now in Thefks at thy large, 
And of my wo thou yevett litel charge. 
‘Thou maift, fith thou haf wifdom and manhede, 
Affembien all the folk of our kinrede, 
And make a w erre fo tharpe on this contre, 
‘That by fom aventure or fom tretee 
‘Thou maiit havc hire to lady and to wif 
For whom that I muft nedes lefe my lif. 
For as by way of poffibilitce, 
Sith thou art at thy large of prifon free, 
And art a lord, gret is thin avantage, 
More than is min, that flerve here in a cage: 
For I may wepe and waile while that I live, 
With all the wo that prifon may me yeve, 
And cke with peine that love me yeveth alfo, 
That Coublth alk my tourment and my wo. 

‘Therwith the fire of jaloufie up fterte 
Within his breft, and hent him by the herte 
So wooly, that he like was to behold 
“fhe box-tree, or the afhen ded and cold. 
‘Then faid he ; O cruel Goddes ! that governe 
This world with binding of your word eterne, 
And writes: in the table of athemant 
Your porlement and your Y 
Whet is mankind more nto 
‘Than is the fhepe that roGRee a the Toa? 
For fein is man right as another beeft, 
And dwelleth eke in prifon and arreft, 
4nd hath fikneffe and gret adverfite, 
And often times gilteles parde. 

What governance is in this prefeience 
‘That giltelefs turmenteth innocence ? 
And yet encrefeth this all my penance, 
That men is beanden to his obfervance 
For Goddes fake to leten of his will, 
‘Ther as a beelt may ell hisluft fulfill, 
And when a beeft is ded he hath no peine; 
But man after his deth mote wepe and pleing, 
‘Thorgh in this werld he have care and wo: 
Withouten doute it maye flonden fo. 

The anfwer of this lete I to divines, 
But wel I wote that in this world gret pine is. 
Alae! 1 fee a ferpent or a thate, 7 
That many a trewe man hath do mefchefe, 
Gon at his large, and wher him Iuft may turn. 
But I mofte ben in prifon thurgh Saturn, 

cke thurgh Juno, jaleus and cke woed 

Thet Lath wel nye defiruicd all the blood 
Of Thebes, with his waite walls wide. 
And Venus fleeth me on that other fide 
Yor jsloufz, and fere of him*Arcite, 

Now wol 1 Rent of Palamon a Hite 
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pond leten him in his prifon ftill dwelle, 
"And of Arcita forth [ wal you telle. 

‘The fommer paffeth, and the nightes long 
Encrefen double wife th? peines ftrong 
Both of the Jovér and ¢f the prifoner ; 

J .Yot which hath the, wofuller miftere 
Fe thortly for to fa); this Palamon 
Peapttuelly is damned to prifon, 

In chaines and in fetters to ben ded 
Angaccite is exiled on his hed 

For evermore ae it contreey 
‘Ne never more he fhal “kis lady fee. 

You lovers axe I now this queftion, 

Who hath the werfe, Arcite or Palamon ? 
That on my fe his lady day by day, 

But in prifen mofte he dwellen alway : 
‘That other wher him luft may ride or go, 
But fen his lady fhal he never mo. 

Now demeth as you lifte, ye that can, 
For I wil tell you forth as T began. 

When that Arcite to Thebes comen was, 

Ful oft axday he fwelt and faid Alas.! 

For fen his lady fhal he never mo. 

And fhortly to concluden all bis wo, 

So mochel forwe hadde never creature 

“Fhat is or flral be while the world may dure. 
His flepe, his mete, his drinke, is him byrafe, 
“Phat Jene he wex, and drie as is a fhaft. 

His eyen holwe, and grifly to behold, 

His hewe falwe, and pale as afhen cold, 

And folitary he was, and ever alone, 

And wailing all the night, making his mone ; 
And ifthe herde fong or inftrument, 

‘Than would he wepe, he mighte not be ftent. 
So icble were his fpirites, and fo low, 

Aud changed fo, that no man coude know 
His {peghe.n-. his xaisthough men it herd. 
And in his gere, for all the world he ferd 
Nought only like the lovers maladie, 

Of Ereos, but rather ylike manie, 
Engendeed of humours melancolike, 

Beforne his hed in his celle fantaftike. 

And fhortly turned was all up fo doun 

Both habit and eke difpofitioun 

Of him, this woful lover Dan Arcite, 

What fhuld fall day of his wo endite ? 

Whan he endured had a yere or two 

‘This cruel corment, and this peine and wo,. 

At Thebes, in his contree, as I faid, 

Upon a night in flepe as he him laid, 

Him thought how that the winged god Mercury 
Beforne him ftoad, and bad him tg be mery. 
His flepy yerde in hond he bare upright ; 

d upgn his heres bright : 
his god (as he toke kep 
3 whan that Argus toke his fepe, 
And faid him thus; Fo Athenes fhals thou wende ; 
Ther is thee fhapen of thy wo an endc. 

And with that word Arcite awoke 
Now trewely how { 
Quod he, to Athe 
Ne for no drede 
To fe my lady, thet Plove 
Uy hire prefence I rekke net to & 

































And with that word he caught a gret mirrour, 
And faw that changed was all his colour, 
And faw his vifage all in another kind : 
And right anon it ran him in his mind, 
‘Yhat fith his face was fo disfigured 
Of maladie the which he had endured, 
He mighte wel, if that he bare him lowe, 
Live in Athenes evermore unknowe, 
‘And fen his lady wel nigh day by day. 
And right anon he changed his aray, 
And clad him as a povre lab Te 
And all alone, fave only a fquier, 
‘That knew his privite and all his cas, 
Which was difguifed pourely as he was, 
To Athenes is he gone the nexte way. 
And to the court he went upon a day, 
And at the gate he proffered his fervice, 
To drugge and draw what fo men wold devifer 
And fhortly of this matere for to fayn, 
He fell in office with a chamberlsin,, 
The which that dwelling was with Emelie,, 
For he was wife, and coude fone efpie 
Of every fervent which that ferved hire: 
Wel coude he hewen wood, and water bere, 
For he was yonge and mighty fer the nones, 
And therto he was ftrong and big of bones 
To don that any wight can him devife. 

A yere or two he was in this fervice, 
Page of the chambre of Emelic the bright, 
And Philoftrate he fayde that he hight. 
But half fo wel beloved a man as he 
Ne was ther never in court of his degre. 
He was fo gentil of conditioun, : 
"hat thurghout all the court was his renoun, 
‘They fayden that it were a charite 
"that Thefeu#wold enhaunfe his degre, 
And putten him in worfhipful fervice, 
‘Ther as he might his vertues exercife.- 
And thus within a while his name is fpronge 
Both of his dedes and of his good tunge, 
‘That Thefeus had taken him fo ner 
‘That of his chambre he made‘him a fquier, 
And gave him gold to mainteine his degre ; 
And eke men brought hi.-. out of his contre 
Fro yere to yere ful prively his rent ; 
But honeftly and fteighly ke it fpent, 
‘That no man wondred how that ke it hadde. 
And thre yere in this wife his lif he ladde, _ 
And bare him foin pecs and eke in werre 
‘Ther n’as nd man that Thefens hath derre. 
And in this blifle let I now Arcite, 
And {peke I wol of Palzmon a lite. 

In derkeneffe and horrible and ftrong prifon, 
This feven yere hath fitten Palamon, 
rpined, what for fove and for diftreffe, 
feleth double forwe and hevinefle 
But Palamon? that love dittraineth fo, 
That wood out of his wit he goth for wo, 
And cke therto he is a prifonere 
Perpetuell, not only for 2 yere. 

Who coude time in Engtifh proprely 
His martirdom ? for 
‘Therfore I pafle as lightly as I may. 
mr az ig the ieventh yere, in May 
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‘The thridde night, (as olde bokes fayn, 

"That all this ftorie tellen more plain) 

Were it by aventure or deftinee, 

(As when a thing is fhapen it fhal be) 

‘That fone after the midnight Palamon, 

By helping of a frend, brake his prifon, 

And fieeth the cite fafte as he may go, 

For he had yeven drinke his gayler fo, 

Ofa-clarre made of a certain wine, 

With narcotikes and opie of Thebes fine, [thake, 
‘That all the night though that men wold him 
The gailer flept, he mighte not awake : 

And thus he fleeth as falte as ever he may. 

"Phe'night was fhort, and fafte by the day, 

‘That nedes coft he moite himfelven hide; 
And to a grove faite ther befide 
‘With dredful foot than ftatketh Palamon : 
For fhortly this was his opinion, 

_ ‘That in that grove he wold him hile all day, 
And in the night than wold he take his way 
‘To Thebes ward, his frendes for to preie 
On Thefens to helpen him werreic ; 

And fhortly, eyther he wold Jefe his lif 
Or winnen Emelie unto his wif. 
‘This is the effect, and his entente plein. 

Now wol I turnen to Arcite agein, 
‘That litel wift how neighe was his care, 
‘Till that Fortune had brought him in the fnare. 
‘The befy larke, the meffager of day, 
Salewith in hire fong the morwe gray, 
And firy Phebus rifeth up fo bright, 
‘That all the oricnt laughethi of the fight, 
And with his ftremes dricth in the greves 
‘The filver dropes hanging on the leves. 
And Arcite, that is in the court real 
With Thefeus the fquier principal, , 

As rifen, and loketh on the mery day ; 
And for to don his obfervance to May, 
Remembring on the point of his detire, 
He on his courfer, fterting as the firc, 

Is ridden to the feldes him té pley, 

Out of the court, were it a mile or twey ; 
And to the grove of which that,I you told 
By aventure his way he gan to hold, 

‘To maken him a gerlond of the greves, 
‘Were it of woodbind or of hauthorn leves, 
And Joud he fong agen the fonne fhene. 

Maye, with all thy flours and thy grene, 
Right welcome be thou faire frefhe May, 
Thope that I fome grene here getten may. 
And from his courfer with a lufty herte 
Into the grove ful haftily he fterte, 

And in a path he romed up and doun, 

‘Ther as by aventure this Palaman 

Was in a buth, that no man might him fe, 

For fore afered of his deth was he. 
Nothing ne knew he that it was Arcite: 
God wot he wold have trowed it ful it 
But foth is faid, gon fithen are many yeres, 
‘That feld hath cyen, and the wood hath ercs, 
It is ful faire a man to bere him even 

For al day meteP men at unfet fteven. 

Ful littl wote Arcite of his felaw, 

That was fo neigh to herken of his Law, 








For in the buth he fittcth now ful Hitt, 
Whan that Arcite had romed all his fill, 
And fongen all the rounde! luftily, 
Into a ftudie he fell fodesly, 
As don thefe lovers in hir-queinte geres, 
Now in the crop, and now own in the breres, 
Now up, now doun, as boket je a well. 
Right as the Friday, fothly for to tell, 
Now fhineth it, and now it raineth faft; 
Right fo can gery Venus overcaft 
‘The hertes of hire folk, pie day 
Is gerfull, right fo changer ihe a 
selde is the Friday all thavecke ylik 
When Arcite hadde yfonge, he gun to fike, 
And fet him doun withouten any more ; 
“Alas ! (quod he) the day that I was bere ! 
How longe, Juno, thurgh thy crueltee © 
Wilt thou werrcien Thebes the citec ? 
Alas! ybrought is to confufion 
The blood real of Codme and Amphion : 
Of Cadmus, which that was the firfte man 
That Thebes built, or fire the toun began, 
And of the citee firfte was crouned king, 
Of his linage am I, and his ofspring 
By veray line, as-of the ftok real; 
And now I am fo caitif and fo thral, 
That he that is my mortal enemy 
I ferve him as his fquier pourely. 
And yet doth Juno me wel more fhame, 
For I dare not beknowe min owen name, 
But ther as I was wont to highte Arcite, 
Now highte I Ahilofrat not worth a mite, 
Alas ! thou fell Mars, alas! thou Juno, 
‘Thus hath your ire our linage all fordo, 
Save only me and wretched Palamon, 
‘That Theieus martireth in prifon. 
And over all this, to flen me utterly, 
Love hath his firy dart &STeihie ty 
Yftiked thurgh my trewe careful hert, 
‘That thapen was my deth erft than my fhert, 
Yc flen me with your-eyen Emelie ; 
Ye ben the caufe wherfore that I die. 
Of all tite remenant of min other care 
Ne fet I not the mountance of a tare, 
So that I coud don ought to your pleance. 
And with that word he fell doun in a trance 
A longe time, and afterward up fterte. 
‘This Palamon, that thought thurghout his herte 
He felt a colde {werd fodenly glide ; 
For ire he quoke, no lenger wolde he hide: 
And whan that he had herd Arcites tale, 
As he were wood, with face ded and pale, 
He fterte him ap out of the bufhes thikke 
and fayde ; Falfe Arcite, falfe traitour wicke, 
Now art thou hent, that lovelt my lady fu; 
For whom that I have ali this peine and wo, 
And art my blood, and to my confeil fworn, 
As I fui oft have told thee herebefurn, 
And haft beiaped here Duk Thefeus, 
And falfely changed haft thy name thys; 
1 wol be ded, or elles thou fhale die: 
Thou fhalt not love my lady Emelic, 
But Iwol Jove hire only andno mo, 
For Iam Palamon thy mortal fe. 
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“40. though that no wepen have in this place, 
Tynt put ef prifon am aitert by grace, 
* deede nought that eythef thou fhalt die 
Or thou ne fhalt nat loven Emelie ; 
iChefe which thou wolt, for thou shalt not afterte. 
“his Arcite, tho. with {ul difpitous herte, 
wry he him knew, ard had his tale herd, 
As ‘as a leon pulled out a fwerd, 
And hide thus; By God that fitteth above, 
N'ere it that thou art fike aud wood for love, 
Andabethat thor no wepen haft in this place, 
‘Thou fhulde® never Surf this grove pace, 
‘That thou ne fhuldeft dien’of min hond; 
For I defic the furetee and the bond 
Which that thon fait that 1 have made to thee. 
What ! veray fool, thinke wel that love is free, 
And I wol lave hire maugre all thy might. 
Bu: for thou art a worthy gentil kpight, 
And wilnedt to darraine hire by bataille, 
Have here my trouth, to morwe I will not faille, 
Withouten weting of any other wight, 
That bere I wol be founden as a knight, 
And bringeh harneis right ynough for thee, 
And chefe the befte, and leve the werfte for me. 
And mete and drinke this night wol I bring 
Ynough for thee, and cloathes for thy bedding ; 
nd if fo be that thou my lady win, 
Aud fle me in this wode, ther I am in, 
‘Thou maift wel have thy lady as for me. 
‘This Palamon anfwered, I grant it thee : 
And thus they ben departed till a morwe. 
When eche of hem hath laid his faith to borwe. 
© Cupide ! out of alle charitce, 
O regne! that wolt no felaw have with thee, 
Ful {oth is fayde, that love ne lordfhip 
Wol nat his thankes have no felawfhip, 
Wel finden that Arcite and Palamon, 
Axrcite iseidden anvicente the toun, 
And on the morwe, or it were day light, 
Fal prively two harncis hath he dight, 
Both fuflifant and mete to darrcine 
‘The batuill in the field betwix hem tweine; 
on his hors, alone as he was borne, 

He caricth alt harneis him beforne ; 

A-d the grove, at time and place yfette, 

This Arcite and this Palamon ben mette. 
‘Tho changen gan the colour in hir face, 
Right as the hunter in the regne of Trace 
‘That fondeth at a gappe with a fpere, 

Whain hunted is the Jion or the bere, 

And hereth him come rufhing in the greves, 
And breking bothe the boughes and the leves. 
And thinketh here cometh my mortal enemy, 
“Withouten faile he muft be ded or I: 
yther I mote flain Hm at the gappe, 
sOr he mote flen me if that me miihappe. 

So ferden they in changing of hir hewe, 
A¥fer as eyther of hem other knewe. 

‘Ther n’ as na good day, ne no faluing, 

Bat fireit withouten wordgs reherfing 

E h of hem h: toarmen other 
endly us he were Mis owen brother 

And after that with tharpefperes ftrong 

they foineden eche at other wonder long. 
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; Thou mighteft wenen that this Palamon 


Tn his fighting were as wood leon, 
And asa cruel tigre was Arcite : 
As wilde bores gan they togeder fmite, 
‘That frothen white as fome for ire wood; 
Up to the ancle foughte they in hir blood; 
And in this wife {let hem fighting dwelley 
And forth T wol of 'Thefeus you telle, 

‘The deftinee, miniftre general, 
‘That executeth in the world over al 
The purveiance that God hath fen beforne, 
Se 2rong it is, that though the world hath fworne. 
‘The contrary of a thing by ya or nay, 
Yet fomtime it fhall fallen on a day . 
That falleth nat efte in a thoufand yere 
For certainly our appetites here, 
Be it of werre, or pees, or hate, or lowe, 
All is this ruled by the fight above. 
This mene I now by mighty Thefens, 
That for to hunter is fo defirous, 
And namely at the grete hart in May, 
‘That in his bed ther daweth him no day 
That he n’is clad, and redy for to ride 
With hunte and horne, and houndes him befides 
For in his hunting hath he fwiche delite, ~ 
‘That itis all his joye and appetite 
‘fo ben himfelf the grete harts bane ; 
For alter Mars he ferveth now Diane. 

Clere was the day, as I have told or this, 
And Thefcus, with alle joye and blis, 
With his Ipolitia, the fayre quene, 
And Emelie, yclothed all in grene, 
On hunting ben thy ridden.really : 
And to the grove, that ftood ther faite by, 
In which ther was an hart as men him told, 
Duk Thefeus the ftreite way hath hold, . 
And to the launde he rideth him ful right, 
‘Ther was the hart ywont to have his flighe,, 
And over a brooke, and fo forth on his wey. 
‘This duk wol have a cours at him or twey 
With houndes, fwiche as him luft to commanndg. 
And when this duk was comen to the launde, 
Under the fonne he loked, and anon 
He was ware of Arcite and Palamon, 
‘That foughten breme, as it were bolles two r 
‘The brighte fwerdes wenten to and fro 
So hidoufiy that with the lefte ftroke 
It femed that it wolde felle an oke, 
But what they weren nothing he ne wote: 
This duk his courfer with his fporres fmote, 
And at a ftert he was betwix hem two, 
And pulled out a fwerd and cried, Ho! 
No more, up. peine of Iefing of your hed; 
By mighty Mars he fhall anon be ded 
‘That finiteth any ftroke that I may fen! 
But telleth me what miftere men ye ben, 
That ben fo hardy for to fighten here 
Withouten any juge or other officere, 
As though it were in liftes really. 

This Palamon anfwered haitily 
Aud faide; Sire, what nedeth wordes mo? 
We have the deth deferved bothe tw 
‘Two wofal wretches ben we, two caitives, 
That ben accombred of our owen lives, 
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And as thou art a rightful lord and juge 
‘Ne yeve us neyther mercie ne refuge; 
‘Add fle me firlt for feinte charitee, 
But fle my felaw eke as wel as me; 
Or fie him firft, for though thou know it lite, 
‘This is thy mortal fo, this is Arcite, 
“That fro thy lond is banifhed on his hed, 
For which he hath deferved to be ded; 
For this is he that came unto thy gate 
And fayde that he highte Philoftrate. 
"Thus hath he japed thee ful many 2 yere, 
And thou haf maked him thy chief fquicre, 
‘And this is he that loveth Emelic. 
For fith the day is come that I {hal dic 
Tmake plainly my confeffion, 
"That Iam thilke woful Palamon 
That hath tly prifon broken wilfully : 
Yam thy mortal fo, and it am I 
"That loveth fo hot Emclie the bright. 
"That I wold dicn prefent in hire fight, 
‘Therfore 1 axe deth arid my iewilc, 
But fle my felaw in the fame wife, 
For both we have deferved to be flain. 
"This worthy duk anfwerd anon again, 
And fayd, This isa fhort conclufion ; 
‘Your owen mouth, by your confeffion, 
Hath damned yéu, and wol it recorde 5 
Yt nedeth not to pine you with the corde: 
Ye shul be ded by mighty Mars the Rede. 
‘The quene anon for veray womanhede 
Gan for to wepe, and fo did Emelie, 
‘And all the ladies in the compagnie. 
Gret pite was it, as it thought hem alle, 
“That ever fwiche a chance fhulde befalle, 
For gentilmen they were of gret eftat, 
And notning but fer love was this debat ; 
‘And fawe hir blody woundes wide and fore, 
‘And alfe criden bothe leffe and more, 
Have mercie Lord upon us wimmen alle, 
‘And on hir bare knees adoun they fulle, 
‘And wald have kift his feet ther as he ftood, 
"Till at the laft aflaked was his mood} 
(For pitce renneth fone in gentil herte) 
And though he firft for ire quoke and iterte, 
‘He had confidered thortly in a claufe 
‘The trefpas of hem both, and eke the caus ; 
‘And although that his ire hir gilt accufed, 
Yet in his refon he hem both excufed ; 
‘As thus ; he thoaghte wel that every man- 
‘Wol helpe himfelf in love if that he can, 
And eke deliver himfelf out of prifon ; 
‘And eke his herte had compaftion 
Qf wimmen, for they wepten ever inon, - 
And in his gentil herte he thoughte anon, 
‘And foft unto hifnfelf he fayed, Fie 
Upon a lord'thut wol have ro mercie, 
But be a lcow both in word and dede, 
To hem that be in repe! ce and drede, 
‘As wel as to a proud difpitous man 
inieinen that the firft began. 














He gan to loken up with eyen light, 
‘And fpake thefe fame wordes all on hight. 
‘The god of Love, a benedicite # 
How mighty and how grete lord is he? 
Again his might ther gainen non obftacles, 
He may be cleped a God for his miracles; 
For he can maken at his owen gife 
Ofeverich herte as that him lift devife. 
JLo here this Arcite, and this Palamon, 
"That quitely weren out of my prifon, 
‘And might have lived in Thebes really, 
‘Avid wetcn Lam hir moat enemy 
‘And that hir deth lith #2 my might alfo, 
And yet hath iove, maugre hir eyen two, 
Ybrought hem hither both for to die 5 
Now loketh, is not this an heigh folic ? 
Who may ben a fool, but if that be love? 
Behold for Goddes fake that fitteth above, 
So how they blede! be they not wel araicd? 
"Yhas hath hit lord, the god af Love, hem paied 
Hir wages, and hir fees for hir fervice, 
‘And yet they wenen for to be ful wife 
"Phat ferven Love for ought that may befalle. 
And yet is this the befte game of alle, 
‘That fe for whom thcy have this jolite 
Con hem therfore as mochel thank as me., 
She wot no more of alle this hote fare, 
By God, than wot a cuckow or an hare. 
Eat all mote ben aflaied hote or cold ; 
‘A man mote ben a fool other yonge oF old; 
{ wot myfelf ful yore agon, 
For in my time a-fervant was lon; 
‘And therefore fith 1 know of loves peine, 
‘And wot how fore it can a man deftreine, 
“As he that oft hath been caught in his las, 
1 you foryeve alt holly this trefpas, 
At requeit of the quene that kneleth here, 
And cke of Emelie, mity Tufter dere, ~ 
And ye ful both anon unto me {were 
That never mo ye fhul my contree dere, 
Ne maken werre upon me night ne day, 
But ben my frendes in alle that ye may- 
T you foryeve this trefpas every del. 
And they him fware his axing fayr and wel, 
And him of lordthip and of mercie praid, 
‘And he hem granted grace, and thus he faid = 
‘To fpcke of real linage and richeffe, 
Though that fhe were a quene oF 2 princeffe, 
Eche of you bothe is worthy douteles 
Po wedden whan time is, but matheles, 
I fpeke as for my fufter Emelie, — 
For whom ye have this ftrif and jaloufie, 
Ye wot yourfelf fhe may not wedden two 
At oncs, though ye fighten evermo; 
But on of you, al be hit loth or lefes 
He mot gon pipen in an ivy lefe 
"This is to fay, fhe miay not have you bothe, 
Al he ye never fo jalous ne fo wrothe, 
‘And forthy ¥ you put in this degree, 
"Phat eche of you fhall have his deftinee 
‘As him is shape, and herkneth in what wife ; 
Lo here ydur ende of that f dral devite. 
My will is this for plat conclufion 
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.f_ that you liketh, take it for the befte, 
Chat everich of you thal gon wher hii lefte 
Freely withouten raunfon or dangere. 
chnd this day fifty wekes, ferre ne nere; 
Everich of you fhal bring an hundred knightes; 
4rmed for lites up at alle rightes, 
‘ile redy to darrein hire by bataille.® 
And, this behete I you withouten faille 
Upon my trouth, and asl am a knight, 
‘That whether of you bothe hath that might, 
this is to fayn, ot whether he or thou 
May with his hundrés', as I {pake of now, 
Sle his contrary, or out of liftes drive, 
Him hall I yeven Emelie to wive 
‘To whom that Fortune yeveth fo fayr 2 grace. 
The liftes fhal 1 maken in this place, 
And God fo wifly on my foule rewe, 
As1 thal even juge ben and trewe. 
Ye ibal non other ende with me maken 
'Yhat on of you ne fhall be ded or. taken; 
And if you thinketh this is wel yfaid, 
Saith your avis, and holdeth you apaid : 
This is your ende and your concl.fion, 

Who loketh lightly now but Palzmon ? 

Who fpringeth up for joye but Arcite ? 

‘Who coud it tell, or who coud it endite, 

"The joye that is maked in the place 

Whan Thefeus hath don fo fayre a grace? 
But doun on knees went every manere wight, 
And thanked him with ali hir hertes might, 
And namely thefe Thebanes often fith. 

And thus with good hope and with herte blith 
‘hey taken hir leve, and homeward gan they ride 
'To Thebes, with his olde walles wide. 

Itrowe men wolde deme it negligence 
‘4 I foryete to tellen the difpence 
Of Thefens, that goth fo befily 

“Co maken up the liftes really, 

"That {wiche a noble theatre as it was 

I dare wel fayn in all his world ther n’as + 
"The greuite a mile was aboute 

Wailed of itone, and diched all withoute; 
Round was the fhape, in manere of a compas 
Ful of degrees, the hight of fixty pas, 

‘That whan a man was fet on o degree 

He letted not his felaw for to fee. 

Stward ther ftood a gate of marbel white, 
Weftward right {wiche another in th’ oppofite; 
And fhortly to concluden, fwiche a place 
\Wese.pever in erthe in fo litel a fpace, 

For in tie lond ther n’as no craftes man 
‘Than geometrie or arfemetrike can, 

Nc portreiour, ne kerver of images, 

‘That Thefeus ne ygf him mete and wages 
‘The théatre for to maken and devife. 

And for to don his rite and facrifice 

He cftward hath upon the gate ahove, 

In worthip of Venus goddefle of Love, 

Don make an auter and an oratorie, 

And weftward, in the minde and in memorie 
Of Mars he maked hath right fwiche another, 
‘That cofte largely of gold a fother : 

.-And northward, it a touret on the wall, 

Of alabaftre white and red coral! 
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‘An oratorie riche for to fee, 
In wotthip of Diane of chaftitee, 
Hath Thefeus don wrought in noble Wifes - 

But yet had I féryetten to devife 
‘The ndble kerving and the portreitures, 

‘The fhape, the contenance, of the figures 
‘That weren in thefe oratories three. 

Firft in the temple of Vettus maift thou {ge 
‘Wrought on the wall, ful pitous to beholde, 
The broken flepts, and the fies colle, 

The facred teres, and the waimentinges, 
The firy trokes of the deGringes, 

That Loves fervantes in this if enduren, 
The othes that hig covenants affuren. 
Plefance and Hope, Defirt, Foolhardineffe, 
Beaute and Youthe, Baudrie and Richeflt, 
Charmes and Force, Lefinges and Flaterie, 
Difpence, Befineffe, and Jaloufie, 

That wered of yelwe goldes a gerlond, 
And hadde a cuckow fitting on hire hond, 
Feftes, inftruments, and caroles and dances, 
Luft and array, and all the cireumftances 
Of Love, which that I reken and. reken fhealt, 
By ordre weren peinted on thé wall, R 
And mo than I can make of mention : 

For fothly all the mount of Citheron, 

‘Ther Venus hath hire principal dwelling, 
‘Was fhewed on the wall in purtreying, 
With all the gardin, and the loftinefle : 
Nought was foryetten the porter IdéIneffe, 
Ne Narciffus the fayre of yore agon, 

Ne yet the folie of King Salomon, 

Ne yct the grete ftrengthe of Heréules, 
Tl’ enchantment of Medea and Citces, 

Ne of Turnus the hardy fiers corage, 

‘The riche Crefus caitif in fervage. 

"Thus may ye feen that wifdorn he ticheffe, 
Beaute ne fleighte, ftrengthe ne handinefle, 
Ne may with Venus holden chtampartie, 

For as hire lifte the world may fhe gic, 

Lo, all thefe folk fo caught were im hire laa: 
‘Tilthey for wo ful often faid Alas! 
Sufficeth here enfamples on of two, 

And yet I coude reken a thoufand mo. 
The ftatue of Venns, glorious for to fee; 
‘Was naked fleting in the large fee, 

And fro the navel doun all covered wat 
With wawes grene, and bright as any ghia, 
A citole in hire right hand hadde the, 

And on hire hed, fal femely for to f€¢, 

A rofe geriond frefh and wel fmelling, 
Above hire hed hire doves flecketing : 
Before hire ftood hire fone Cupids, 

Upon his fhoulders winges had he two, 
And blind he was, asit is often fene ; 

A bow he bare and arwes bright and kenge. « 

Why finilde Enot as wel eke tell you alf 
‘The purtreiture that was upon the walk 
Within the temple of mighty Mars thé Rede # 
All peinted was the wall in length and brede 
Like to the eftres of the grifly place 
That highte the gret temple & Mars in Trace, 

1 In thilke colde ard frofty region, rs 
| ‘Ther as Mars hath hig fvercing seuictogyes* 
: 
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_ Firft on the wall was peinted a foreft, 
Yn which ther wonneth neyther man ne beft, 
‘With knotty, knarry barrein trees old 
Of ftubbes iharpe and hidous te behold, 
In which ther ran a romble and 2 fwough, 
ads though a ftorme fhuld breften every bough; 
And dounward from an hill under a bent 
‘Ther ftood the temple of Mars Amvipotent, 
‘Wrought all of burned ftele, of which th’ entree 
‘Was longe and ftreite, and ghattly for to fee 5 
And thereout came a rage and {wiche a vile 
‘That it made all the gates for to rife. 
‘The northern light in at the dore fhone, 
For window on the wall ne was,ther none 
"Thurgh which men mighten any light difcerne : 
The dore was all of athamant eternc, 
Yelenched overthwart and endelong 
With yren tough, and for to make it ftrong, 
Ever piler the temple to fuftene 
‘Was toyne-gret, of yren bright and fhene, 
‘Ther few J firft the derke imagining 
Of Felonie, and alle the compafling ; 
‘The, cruel ise, red as any glede, 
: The pikepurfe, and eke the pale drede, 
The filer with the knif under the cloke, 
‘The thepen brening with the blake fmoke, 
"The trefon of the mordring m the bedde, 
‘The open werre, with woundes all bebledde ; 
Conteke with blody knif and fharp manace : 
All full of chirking was that forry place. 
‘The leer of himfelf yet faw I there, 
-His herte blood hath bathed all his here ; 
‘The naile ydriven in the thode on hight, 
‘The cold deth, with mouth gaping upright. 
Amiddes of the temple fate Mifchance, 
‘With difcomfort and forry contenance ; 
Yet faw | Woodneife laughing in his rage, 
Armed Complaint, Outhees, and fires Outrage 
"The carraine in the bufh, with throte ycorven ; 
A thoufund flain, and not of qualme yftorven ; 
‘The tirant, with the prey by force yraft ; 
‘The toun deftroied, ther was nothing laft + 
‘Yet faw I brent the thippes hoppeiteresy 
‘The hunte yftrangled with the wilde beres ; 
‘The fow freting the child right in the crade}, 
“The coke yfcalled for afl his Jong ladel : 
Nought was foryete by th’ infortune of Marte 
‘he carter overridden with his carte ; 
Under the wheel ful low he lay adoun, 
Ther were alfo of Martes divifion 
Th’ armerer and the bowyer, and the fmith, 
‘That forgeth sharp fwerdes on his itith ; 
And all above depeinted in a tour 
Saw La Conqueft, fitting in gret honour, 
‘With thilke tharp {werd over his hed 
‘Yhanging by a fubtil twined thred. 
Depeinted was the flaughter of Julius, 
OF gret Nero and of Antonius: 
All be that thilke time they were unborney 
Yet was hir deth depeinted ther heforne, 
By menacing of Mars, right by figure, 
So was it fnewed i> that purtreiture 
AS is teh in the cercles above, 
Whe je Daine or elles ded for lovey 








Sufficeth on enfample in ftories ofde 3 
Emay not reken hem alle though I wolde. 
‘The ftatue of Mars upon a carte. itood 
Armed, and loked grim as he were wood, 
Ansover his hed ther fhinen two figures 
Of fterres that ben cleped in feriptires, 
‘That on Puella, that other Rubeus, 
This god of Armes was araied thus 5 
A wolf ther ftood beforne hint at his fete 
With eyen red, and of a man he ete = 
‘With fabtil penfil peinted wagshis ftorie, 
In redovting of Mars and of his glorie. 
Now to the temple of Diane the chafte. 
‘As thortly as I can I wol me halte, 
To tellen you of the defcriptioun, 
Depeinted by the walles up and doun, 
Of hunting and of fhamefait chattitee. 
"Ther faw I how woful Califtope, 
Whan that Diane agreved was with here, 
Was turned froma woman tila bere, 
And after was the made the lodeftérre: 
‘Thus was it peinted, I can fay no ferre> 
Hire fone is eke a fterre as men may fee. 
Ther faw I Dane yturned tila tree, 


“I mene not hire the goddefic Diane, 


But Penens daughter, which that highte Dane. 

Ther faw I Atteon an hart ymaked, 4 

For vengeance that he faw Diane all naked : 

I faw how that his houndes have him caught, 

And freten him, for that they knew him naught. 

Yet peinted was a litel forthermore 

How Athalante hunted the wilde bore, 

And Meleagre, and many another mo, 

For which Diane wroughte hem care and wo, 

‘Ther faw I many another wonder ftorie, 

The which me lifte not drawen to memorie. 
This goddeffe on an hart ful heye fete, 

With fale houndes all abdut hire fete, 

And undernethe hire feet fhe hadde a mone, 

Wexing it was, and fhulde wanen fone. 

In gaudy grene hire Ratue clothed was, 

With bow in hond, and arwes in a cas. 

Hire eyen cafte fhe ful low adoun, 

‘Pher Pluto hath his derke regioun. 

A woman travailling was hire beforne, 

But for hire childe fo longe was unborne 

Ful pitoufly Lucina gan the call, 

And fayed; Helpe, for thou mayeft befte of alls 

Wel coude he péintentifly that it wrought, 

With many a florein he the hewes bought. — 
Now ben thefe liftes made, and Theb<is 

That at his grete coft arraied thus 

The temples, and the theatre everidel, 

Whan it was don him liked wonder wel. 

But ftint I wol of ‘Thefeus a lite, . 

And fpeke of Palamon and of Arcite. 
The day approcheth of hir returning, 

That everich fhruld an hundred knightes bring, 

That bataille to derreine, as I you told ; 

And til Athenes hir covenant for to hold, 

Hath everich of hem brought an hundred knightet 

Wel armed for the werre at alle rightes, 

And fikeriy ther trowcd many a man 

‘That never fithen that the world began, 
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\As for to fpeke of knighthood of hir hond, 

pfs ter as God hath meked fee and lond, 

Pas of fo fewe fo noble a compagnie 5 

For every wight that loved chevalric, 

Aid wold his thankes han a paffant name, 

Hath praied that he might ben of that game, 

jAnd wel was him that therto chofen was, 

For if ther fell to-morwe fuch a cas, 

fe knowen wel that every lufty knight 

par amour, and hath his inight, 

it in Englelond or € 

wold hir chan’ 

‘To iight for a lady, « 
twere a litty fixhte for to fe. 

Aud right fu ferden they with Palamon. 
‘With him ther wenten knightes many on; 

Som ol ben armed in an habergeon, 

“And ina bret plate, and in a gipon ; 

And fom wol have a pair of plates large, 
Aid fom wol, have a Pruce theld or a targe 5 
Som wol ben armed ott his legges wele, 
And gave an axe, and fame a mace of ftele. 
‘Ther n’is no newe guife that it n’as old. 
Armud they weren as I have you told, 
Everich after his opinion. 

"Pher maift thou fe coming with Palamon 
Licurge himfclf, the grete King of Trace; 
Blake was his berd, and manly was his face ; 
‘The cerclés of ‘his eyen in his hed 
They gloweden betwixen yelwe and red, 

And like a griffon loked he about, 

With kemped heres on his browes ftout; 

His fimmes gret, his braunes hard und ftronge, 
His fhouldres brode, his armes round and longe ; 
And as the guife was in his contree, 

Ful lighe upon a char of gold ftood he. 

With foure white bolles in the trais. 

Inft&de of cote armure on his harnais, 

‘With nayles yelwe, and bright as any gold, 
He hadde a beres ikin, cole-blake for old, 

His Jonge here was kempt behind his bak, 
Afany ravenes fether it fhone for blake. 

A wreth of gold armegret, of huge weight, 
Upon his hed fate ful of ftones bright, 

OF fine tubins and of diamants. 

About his char ther wenten white alauns, 
“Twenty and mo, as egret as any ftere, 

‘To hunten at the leon or the dere, 

And folwed him, with mofel fait ybound, 
Calered with gold, and torettes filed round. 
An htxdred lordes had he in his route 

Armed full wel, with hertes fterne and ftoute. 

With Arcita, in ftories as men find, 

‘The gret Emetrius the King of Inde, 

Uport a ftede bay, trapped in ftele, 

Covered with cloth of gold diapred wele, 
Came riding like the god of armes Mars; 

His cote armure was of a cloth of Tars, 
Couched with perles white, and round, and grete; 
His fadel was of brent gold new yhete ; 





illen to be ther. 
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His nofe was high, his eyen bright citring 
His lippes round, his colour was fanguin, 

‘A fewe fraknes in his face yfpreint, 
Betwixen yelwe and blake fomdel ymeint, 
And asa leon he his Joking cafe, i 
Of five-and-twenty yere his age I cafte; + 
His berd was wel begonnen for to {pring, 
His vois was as a trompe thondcring 
Upon his hede he wered of laurer grene, 
A gerlond fresfhe and luity for to fene; 
Upon his hond he bare for his deduit 

Aun egle tame, as any lily whit ; 

An hundred lordes had he with him there, 
All armed fave hir hedes in all hir gere, 
Ful richely in alle manere thinges ; 

¥or trufteth wel that erles, dukes, kinges, 
Were gathered in this noble compagnie, 
For love and for eticrefe of chevalrie, 
About this king ther ran on every part 

Ful many atame leon and leopart. 

And in this wife thefe lordes all and {me 
Ben on the Sonday to the citee come 
Abouten prime, and in the toun alight. 

This Thefeus, this duk, this worthy knight, 
Whan he had brought hem into his cite, . 
And inned hem everich at his degree, 

He fefteth hem, and doth fo gret labour 

‘To efen hem, and don hem all honour, 

‘That yet men wenen that no mannes wit 

Of non cftut ne coud amenden it. 

‘The minftralcie, the fervice at the fefte, 

‘The ‘grete yeftes to the moft and lefte, 

‘The riche array of Thefcus paleis, 

Ne who fate firft ne Jaf upon the deis, 

What ladies fayreft ben or beft dancing, 

Or which of hem can carole bef or fing, 

Ne who moft felingly fpeketh of love, 

What haukts fitten on the perche akove, 
What houndes liggen on the floor adoun, 

Of all this now make I no mentioun. 

But of the effeét, that thinketh me the befte ; 
Now cometh the point, and herkeneth if you lefteg 

‘The Sonday nighte or day began to fpring, |. 
Whan Palamon the larke herde fing, 
Although it n’ere not day by houres two, 
Yet fang the larke, and Patamon right tho 
With holy herte, and with an high corage 
He rofe, to wenden on his pilgrimage 
Unto thc blifsful Citherea benigne, 

I mene Venus, honourable and digne. 

And in hire houre he walketh forth a pas 
Unto the liftes, ther hire temple was, 

And doun he kneleth, and with humble cher 
And herte fore he fayde as ye fhul here = 

Fayreft of fayre, o lady min Venus, 
Daughter to Jove, and fpoufe of Vulcanys, 
Thou glader of the Mount of Citheron! 
For thilke love thou haddeft to Adon, 

Have pitee on my bitter teres fmert, 
And take myn humble prair at thin herte, 

Alas! Ine have no langagetotell . 

‘The effedte ne the torment of min hell ; 
Min herte may min harmes not bewrey 3 
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do 

But mercy, lady bright ! that knoweft wele 

My thonght, and feeft what harmes that I fele : 

Confider all this, and ruc upon my fore, 

As willy as I fhal for evermore 

Emforth my might thy trewe fervant be, 

And holden, werre alway with chaftite ; 

That make ¥ min avow fo ye me helpe, 

T kepe nought of armes for to yelpe, 

Ne axe | wat to-morwe to have vidlorie, 

Ne renoun in this cas, ne vaine glorie 

OF pris of avmes, blowen up end dows, 

But I wold have fully poffeffioun 

Of Emelie, and die in her fervife ; 

Find thou the manere how, and in what wife. 

Urekke not but it may better be 

‘Yo have victorie of hem, or they of me 

€o that [have my lady in min armes; 

For though fo be that Mars is god of Armes, 

Your vertue is fo grete in heven above, 

‘That if yex lifte T thal wel have my love. 

‘Thy temple wol I worthip evermo, 

And on thin auter, wher I ride or go, 

I wol don facrifice, and fires bete. 

And if ye wol not fo, my lady fwete! 

‘Than pray f you to-morwe with a fpere 

‘That Arcita me thurgh the herte bere ; 

‘Than rckke Tnot when I have lof. my lif 

‘Though that Arcita win hire to his wif. 

‘This is the cffedte and end« of my praicre, 

Yeve me my love thou blififul lady dere! 
When the orifon wasdon of Palamom 

His facriticc he did, and that anon, 

Ful pitouily, with alle circumftances, 

All tell T not as now his obfervances, 

But at the laf the ftatue of Venus thoke, 

And made a figne whereby that he toke 

‘Phat his praiere accepted was that day ; 

For though the Ggne thewed a delay, 

Yet wift he wel that granted wes his hone, 











And with glad herte he went Lim how ful fone. 


_ The thridde hour inequal thet Palamon 
Began to Venus temple for to gon. 
Wp rofe the fonne, and up rofe 
And to the temple of Diuie gan hic. 
Hire maydens that fhe thider with hire ledde 
Ful redily with hem the fire they hadde, 
Th’ encenfe, the clothes, and the remenant aff, 
That to the facrifice longen fhall, 
The hornes ful of mede, 29 was the ¢ 
Ther lakked nought to don hire faerifife. 
Smoking the-temple, ful of clothes fayre, 
This Emeke with herte dchonaire 
Hire body wesfhe water of a well, 
But how fhe I dare net wl, 
But it be any thing 8 general, 
And yet it were a game to heren all; 
‘To him that meneth wel it n’ere wo charge ; 
But it is good a man to ben at large. 
Hire bright here kembed was, untreffed al}; 
A corovite of a grene oke cerial 
pon hire hed was fet ful fayre and mete z 
‘wo fires on the autef gan fhe bete, 
nd did hire thinges as men may beholdt 
In Stace of “Phebus, and thefe bokes old. 
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Whan kindled was the fire, with pitous cheré 
Unto Diane fhe fpoke as ye may here: 
O chafte goddeffe of the wodes grenc, 
‘To whom both heven, and erthe, and fee,isfene, 
Quene of the fegne of Pluto derke and jowe, 
Goddeffe of maydens, that min herte haft knowe 
Ful many a yere, and woit what I defire, 
As kepe me fro thy vengeance and thin ire, 
That Attcon aboughte cruelly ! 
Chatt goddeffe! wel wot 
Defire to ben a mayden ali my Ji 
Nenever wol Ebe no leve : 
Fam (thou weft) yet of thy compagnie, 
A e, and love hunting and veneric, 
And tor to walken in the wedes wilde, 
And not to ben a wif and be with childes 
Neught wel { knowen compagnie of man; 
Now helpe me, Lady, u may und can, 
For thorgh three formes that thou hait in thee : 
d Pulamon that hath fwiche love to me, 
Aad eke Arcite, that loveth me fo fore, 
‘This grace I praic thee withouten more, 
s fende love and pees betwix cm two, 
‘© me torne away hir hertes te, | 
‘Vhat ail bir hote love ond hir defire, 
And all bir befy torment and hir fire 
Be qucinte, or torned in another place. 
And if fo be thou wolt not do me grave, 
Or if my deftince be thapen fo 
‘hat 1 that nedes have on of hem twe, 
As fende me him that moft defireth me. 
Beholdé, goddeffe of clene Chattity, 
The bitter teres that on my chekes ful! : 
Sin thou art mayde, and keper of us ali, 
My maydenhede thou kepe and well conferyg, 
And while I live a mayde I wel thee ferve, 
‘The fires brenne upon the auter clere 
While Emelie was thus in hire praicre, 
Bur fodenly the faw a fighte queinte; 
For right anon on of the fires quiente 
And quiked again, and after that aaga 
‘That other fire was queinte and all agen, 
And as it queinte it m whiteling 
As don thefe brondes wet in hir brenning’; 
And et the brondes ende otitran anon 
As it were blody dropes many on; 
For which fo fore aga was Entclic, 
“That the was wel neigh mad, and gan to crie, 
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And there g 
With bowe in hond, right a3 an by ntere Te, 
And fayde, Doughter, ftint thin hey: 
Among the goddes Righe i 
And by eterae werd written and confermed, 
Thou helt be wedded unto on of ths 
‘That han for thee fo mochel care and wo, 
But unto which of hem I may not tell. 
Farewel, for here I may no longer dwell; 
‘The fires which that on min brenne 
Shal thee dcclaren er that thou gg henne 
‘Thin aventure of love asia 
And with thot werd thea: 





nis cas, 
sii the cay 
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1 the goddeffe clatteron faft and ring, 
d forth the went and made a vanishing, 
‘or which this Emelie aftonied was, 
‘And fayde, What amounteth this, alas! 
1 putte me in thy proteaion 
Diane, and in thy difpolition. 
And home fhe goth ation the nexte way- 
‘This is the effecte 5 th 
‘Vhe nexte houre o 
Ascite unto the ten 
QF fierce Mars, to don his facriff: 
‘With all the rites of his payen wife. 








er n’isno more to 
fars folwing this 












ith pitous herte and high devotion 
ight thus to Mars he fayde his or: 





nt 

O itronge God, that in the regnes cold 

KOF Trace honoured art, and lord yhold, 

“And haft in every regne and every lond 

{OF armes all the bridel in thin hond, 

And hem fortuneft as thee lift devife, 

Accept of me my pitous facrifife! 

If fo be that my youthe may deferve, 

And that my might be worthy fer to ferve 

‘Thy godhed, that I may_ ben on of thine, 

‘Than peaie I thee to rewe upon my pine, 

For thilke peine and thilke hote fire 

in which thor whitom brendeft for defire 

Whanne that thou ufedeit the beautee 

Of fayre yonge Venus frefhe and free, 

And haddeft hire in armes at thy wille; 

Although the oncs on a time misfille, 

When Vulcanus had caught thee in his las, 

And fond thee ligging by dis wif, alas! 

For thilke forwe that wus tho in thin herte 

Have reuthe as wel upon my peines fmerte. 
{am yonge and unkonning as thou woft, 

And, as J trow, with love offended moft 

‘That ever was ony lives creature 5 

For fhe that doth me all this wo endure 

Ne recceth never whether I finke or flete; 

And wel I wot or fhe me mercy hete 

Lantite with ftrengthe win hire in the places 

/\nd wel | wot withouten belpe or grace 

Of thee ne may my itrengthe not availle; 

‘Than helpe me, Lord, to-morwe in my bataille, 

For thilke fire that whilom brenned thee, 

As wel as that this fire now brenneth me, 

And do, that I to-morwe may han wideri 

Min be the travaille and thin be the glori. 

‘eraine temple wol I moft honouren 

OF OM. place, and alway moft labouren 

In thy plcfance and in thy craftes ftrong 5 

And in thy temple I wol my baner hong, 

And all the armes of my compagnie, 

And evermore urttil that day I die 

Eterne fire J wol beforne thee find; 

AAnd eke to this avow I wol be bind. 

My berd, my here that hangeth long adoun, 

‘That never yet felt non offenfioun 

Of rafour ne of there Twol thee yeve, 

And ben thy trewe fervant while I live. 

New, Lord, hifve reuthe upon my forwes fore; 

¥Yeve me the vidterie; axe thee no more. 
‘The praier tint of Arcita the ftronge, 

The ringes on the temple dore that honge, 

And che the deres, clatterden ful faft, 

@{ which Arcita fomwhat him agalt, 














‘The fires brent upen the auter bright 

‘Vhat it gan sll the temple for to light ; 
| A fwese fimell anen the ground up yaf, 
| And Arcita anon hishond up haf, 

And more enfcenfe into the firc he caft, 
rites mo, and at the Jaft 
Mars began his hauberke ring, 
x oun he herd 2 murmuring 
Ful low din:, that faid thus, Viorie ; 
Fer w! yaf to Mars honour and gloric. 

And thus with joye and hope wel to fare 
Arcite anen unto his inne is fare 
As fayn as foul is of the brighte fonne. 

And right anon {wiche ftrif ther is begonng 
For thilke granting in the heven above 
Betwixen Venus the goddeffe of Love, 

And Mars the fterne god Armipotent, 

That Jupiter was befy it to fent, 

‘Til that the pale Saturnus the Colde, 

That knew fo many of aventures olde, 

Fond in his olde experience and art 

‘That he ful fone hath plefed every part. 

As footh is fayd, clde hath gret avantages _ 
In elde is both wifdom and ufage : 

Mcn may the old out-renne but not out-redg, 

Saturne anon, to ftenten fizif and drede, 
Albeit that it is again his kind, 

Of all this ftrif he gan a remedy find. 

My dere doughtere Venus! quod Saturne, 
My cours that hath fo. wide for to turne 
Hath more power than wot any man. 

Min is the drenching in the fee fo wan, 
Min is the prifon in the derke cote, 

Min is the itrang:] and hanging by the throte, 
The murmure, and the cherles rebelling, 
‘The groyaing, and the prive empoyfoning. 
I do vengeance and pleine correétion 
While 1 dwell in the figne of the Leon. 
Min is the rnine of the highe halles, 

‘The falling of the toures and of the wallog 
Upon the minour or the carpenter 5 

I flew Samfon in fhaking the piler. 

Min ben affo the maladies colde, 

‘The derke trefons and the caftes olde : 

My loking is the fader of Peftilence, 

Now wepe no more, I thal do diligence 
‘That Palamon, that is thin owen knight, 
Shal have his lady, as thou haf him hight, 
‘Thogh Mars thal help his knight yet ratheles, 
Betwixen you ther mot femetime be pees: 
All be ye not of o complexion 

That caufeth all day fwiche divifion, 

Tam thin ayel, redy at thy will; 

Wepe now no more, I fhail thy Inft fuléill, 

Now wolI ftenten of the goddes above, 

Of Mars and of Venus goddeffe of Love, 
And tellen you as piainly as I can 
‘The gret efteét for which that I began. 

Gret was the fefte in Athenes thilke cay, 
And cke the lufty fefon of that May 
‘Made every wight to ben in fisiche plefance, 
‘That elf that Monday juften they and dance. 
And fpenden it in Venus bighe fervife ; 

But by the caufe that they fhulden rife 
i B ii 
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Erly a-morwe for to feen the fight, 

‘Unto hir rete wenten they at night. 

And on the morwe whan the day gan {pring 
Of horsand harneis noife and clattering 
‘Ther wasin the hoftelries al aboute, 

And to the paleis rode ther many.a route 

Of lordes upon ftedes and palfreis. 

‘Ther mayeft thou fee devifing of harncis 
Souncouth and fo riche, and wrought fo wele 
Of goldimithry, of brouding and of fele 3 
‘The fheldcs brighte, teeres, and trappures, 
Gold-hewen helmes, hauberkes, cote armures; 
Lordesin parementes on hir courferes, 
Konightes of retenue, and cke fquieres, 
Nailing the {pwres, and helmes bokeling, 
Guiding of fheldes, with lainers lacing ; 
‘Ther as nede is they weren ncthing idel : 
‘The fomy ftcdes on the golden bride] 

* Gnawing, and faft the armures alfo 
‘With file and hammer priking to and fro; 
‘Yemen on foot, and communes many on 
‘With fhorte ftaves, thicke as they may gon; 
Pipes, trompes, nakeres, and clariounes, 
“Phat in the battailie blowen blody founes ; 
‘The paleis ful of peple up and doun, 
Mere thrce, ther ten, holding hir queftioun, 
Devining of thefe Theban knightes two, 
Som fayden thus, fom fayde it thal] be fo ; 
Som helden with him with the blacke berd, 
Som with the balled, fom with the thick herd ; 
Som faide he loked grim, and wolde fighte ; 
‘He hath a fparth of twenty pound of wighte. 

‘Thus was the halle full of devining 
Long after that the fonne gan up fpring. 
The gret Thefeus that of his flepe is waked 
‘With minftralcic and noife that was maked, 
‘Held yet the chambre of his paleis riche, 
‘Tilthat the Theban knightes bothe yliche 
Honoured were, and to the pateis fette, 

Duk Thefeus is at a window fette. 

Araied right ashe were a god in trone: 
‘The peple prefita thiderward ful fone, 

Him for to feen and don high reverence, 
And cke to-herkeg his hefte and his fentence. 

An heraud on a fcaffold made an O, 
"Tilzhat the noife of the peple was ydo, 

And whan be faw the peple of noife al {till 
‘Thus thewed he the mighty dukes will. 

‘The lord hath of his high difcretion 
Confidered that it were deftrucion 
‘To gentil blood to fighten in the gife 
Of mortal bataille now in this emprife ; 
‘Wherefore to fhapen that they fhuinot die, 
He wol his firfte purpos modifie. 

No man therefore, up peine of loffe of lif, 
No maner fhot ne pollax ne fhort knif 
Into the liftes fend or thider bring, 

Ne fhort {werd for to ftike with point biting, 
No man ge draw ne bere it by his fide ; 

Ne no man fhal unto pis felaw ride 

But o cours, with o fharpe ygrounden fpere ; 
Foin if him lift on foot, himfelf to were : 

And he that is at mefchief thal be take, 

And not faine. but be broucht unto the fake 


‘That thal ben ordeincd on eyther fides 
Thider he fhal by force, and ther abide: 
Andif fo fall the chevetain be take 
On eyther fide, or elles fleth his make, 
No longer fhal the tourncying ylaft: 
God {pede you; goth forth and Jay on fait: 
With longe fwerd and with male fighteth your fill 
Goth now your way ; this is the lordes will. 
‘The vois of the peple touched to the heven, 
Sc loude crieden they with mery fteven, 
God fave fwiche a lord that is fo good, 
He wilneth no deftru@icn of blood. 
Up gon the trompes and the melodie, 
And to the liftes rit the compagnie 
By ordinance, thurghout the cite large, 
Hanged with cloth of gold and not with farge. 
Ful Like a lord this noble duk gan ride, 
And thefe two ‘Thebans upon eyther fide, 
And after rode the quene and Emelie, 
And after that another compagnie’ 
Of on and other after hir degree ; 
And thus they paffen thurghout the citee, 
And to the liftes comen they be time: 
It n’as nat of the day yet fully prime. 
Whan fet was ’Thefeus ful riche and hie, 
Tpolita the quenc, and Emclie, 
And other ladies in degrees aboute, 
Unto the fetes prefcth all the route. 
And weftward thurgh the gates under Mart 
Arcite, and eke the hundred of his part, 
With baner red, is entred right anon ; 
And in the felve moment Palamon 
Is, under Venus, eftward in the place, 
With baner white, and hardy chere and facc, 
In all] the world to feken up and deun, 
So even without variatioun \ 
Yher n’ere fwiche compagnies never twey 3 
For ther was non fo wife that coude fey 
‘That any hadde of other avantage 
Of worthineffe, ne of eftat ne age, 
So cyen were they chofen for to geffe : 
And in two renges fayre they hem dreffe. 
Whan that hir names red were everich on, 
‘That in her nombre gile were ther non, 
‘Tho were the gates fhettc, and cried was loude,_ 
Do now your devoir, yong« knightes proude. 
‘The heraudes left hir priking up and doun, 
Now ringin trompes loud and clarioun. 
‘Ther is no more to fay, but eft and weft 
In gon the fperes fadly in the reft 
In goth the fharpe {pore into the fide : 
Ther fce men who can jufte and who can ride 
‘Ther fuiveren fhaftes upon fheldes thicke ; . 
He feleth thurgh the herte fpohe the pricke : 
Up fpringen fperes twenty foot on highte ; 
Out gon the {werdes as the filver brighte : 
‘The helmes they to-hewen and to-fhrede; 
Out breft the blod with fterne ftremes rede 
With mighty maces the bones they to-brefte ; 
He thurgh the thickeft of the throng gan threite 
Ther ftomblen ftedes ftrong, and doun goth all; 
He rolleth undér foot as doth < ball : 
He foineth on his foo with a tronchoun, 
Angd he him hartleth with hic hors adonn « 
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®'e thurgh the body is hurt, and fith ytake | 
“Myoerc his hed, and brought unto the ftake, 

38 forword was, right ther he muft abide; 
*Zinother Jad is on that othe; fide : 

And fomtime doth hem Thefeus to reft, 

Hem to refrefh and drinken if hem left. 

¥ Ful oft a day han thilke Thebanes two 

‘ogeder met and wrought eche other wo: 

Unhorfed hath eche other of hem twey. 
Ther s'as no tigre in the vale ef Galaphey, 
‘Whan that hire whelpe is ftole whan it is lite, 
Sovruel on the hunt as is Arcite 
Fo. jalous herte upon this Palamon; 

-W in Belmarie ther n’is fo fell leon 
>’¢hat hunted is, or for his hunger wood, 
Ne of bis prey defireth fo the blood, 

As Palamon to fleen his foo Arcite : 

“ithe jalous ftrokes on hir helmes bite; 
Out renneth blood on both her fides rede. 

Somtime an ende ther is of every dede; 
For er the fonne unto the refte went 
The ftrong King Emetrius gan hent 
“This Palamon, as he fought with Arcite, 
And made his fwerd depe in his fieth to bite; 
And by the force of twenty is he take 
Unyolden, and ydrawen to the ftake : 

And in the refcous of this Palamon 
‘The ftronge King Licurge is horne adoun; 

And King Emetrius for all his ftrengthe 
Ts borne out of his fadel a fwerdes lengthe, 

So hitte him Palamon or he were take : 

But all for nought, he was brought to the ftake: 

His hardy herte ou a him helpen naught ; 

He mofte abiden-whan that he was caught 

By force and eke by compofition, 

Who forweth now but woful Palamon, 
‘That mofte no more gon again to fight ? 
And whan that Thefeus had feen that fight 
Unto the folk that foughten thus eche on 
He cried, Ho! no more, for it is don. 

1 yol be trewe juge and not partie, 
varcite of Thebes fhal have Emelie, 

"Phat by his fortune hath hire fayre ywonne. 

Anon ther is a noife of peple begonne 
For joye of this fo loud and high withall 

“Ft feemed that the liftes fhulden fall. 

What can now fayre Venus done above ? 
What faith fhe now? what doth this quene of Love 
But wepeth fo for wanting of hire will 

‘“Pitshat hire teres TM the liftes fill : 
She. fepte 1am athamed doutelees. 

Saturnus fayde, Daughter, hold thy pees: 
Mars hath his will, his knight hath all his bone, 
And hy min hed shou fhalt ben efed fone, 

‘The trompoures with the leud minftralcie, 
‘The heraudes, that fo loude yell and cric, 
Ben in hir joye for wele of Dan arcite. 

But herkeneth me, and ftenteth noife a lite, 
Whiche a miracle ther befell anon. 

This fierce Arcite hath of his helme ydon, 
And ona courfr for to fhew his face 
He priketh endelong the large place, 

Loking upward upon this Emelie, 
And he again him caft a frendlich eye, 


(For women, as to .,.ken in commune, 
‘They folwen all the favour of Fortune} © 
And was alf his in chere as his in herte. 
Onur of the ground a Fury infernal ferte, 
From Pluto fent, at requefte of Saturne, 
For which his hors for fere gan to turne, 
And lepte afide, and foundred as he lepe; 
And er that Arcite may take any kepe 
He pight him on the pomel of his hed, 
‘That in the place he jay as he were det, 
His breft to-broften with his fadel bow ; 
As blake he lay as any cole or crow, 
So was the blood yronnen in his face. 
Anon he was yborne out of the place, 
With herte fore, to Thefeus paleis 2 
Tho was he corven out of his harneis, 
And in a beg ybrought ful fayre and blive, 
For he was yet in memorie and live, 
And alway crying after Emcelie. 
Duk Thefeus with all his compagnie 
Is comen home to Athens his citee 
With alle bliffe and gret folempnite, 
sl be it that this aventure was falle 
He n’olde not difcomforten hem alle, 
Men fayden eke that arcite thal not‘die, 
He thal ben heled of his maladie. 
And of snother thing they were as fayn, 
"That of hem alle was ther non yflain, 
Al were they fore yhurt, and namely on, 
That with a {pere was thirled his breft bones 
To other woundes and to broken armeés 
Som hadden falves and fome hadden charmess 
And fermacies of herbes, and eke fave 
They dronken, for they wold hir lives have t 
For which this noble duk, as he wel can, 
Comforteth and honoureth every many , 
And made revel all the longe night 
Unto the ttrange lordes, as was right. 
Ne ther n’as holden no difcomforting 
But as at juftes or a tourneying ; 
For fothly ther n’as no difcomfiture, 
For falling n’is not but an aventure + 
Ne to be lad by force unto a ftake 
Unyolden, and with twenty knightes take, 
O perfon all alone, withouten mo, . 
And haried forth by armes, foot, and too, 
And eke his ftede driven forth with ftaves, 
With footmen, bothe yemen and eke knaveg, 
It was aretted him no vilanie ; . 
‘Ther may no man clepen it cowardie. 
For which anon Duk Thefeus let crie, 
To flenten alle rancour and envie, 
The gree as wel of o fide as.of other, 
And eyther fide ylike, as others brother 5 
And yave hem giftes after hir degree, © 
And heide'a fefte futly dayes three ; 
And conveyed the kinges worthily 
Out of his toun @ journee largely ; 
And home went every man the righte way3 
Ther n’as no-more but Farewel, Have good day, 
Of this bataille 1 wol no more endite, 
But fpeke of Palamon and of Arcite. | 
Swelleth the breft of Arcite, and the fore 
Encrefeth at his-herte more and more, 
B it] 
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"The clotered blood for any leche-craft 
Corrumpeth, and ig in his bouke plafe, 
. That neyther veine-blood ne ventoufing, 
Ne drinke of herbes, may hen his helping, 
‘The vertue expul§f or animal, 
Frothilke vertye cleped natural, 
Ne may the yenime voidon ne expell ; 
‘The pipes of his longes gan to fwell, 
And every lacerte in his bref adoun 
As thent with venime and corruptioun, 
Him gaineth neyther for to get his lif 
Womit upward ne dounward laxatif : 
‘All is to-broften thilke region ; 
‘Nature hath now go domination : 
And certainly ther nature wol not werche. 
Farewel phyfike; gp bere the man to cherche. 
*Fhis is all and foni, that Arcite mofte dig; 
For which he fendeth after Rmelie, 
And Palamon, that was his cofim dere ; 
Than fayd he thns,as ye dhuln after here. 
Nought may the woful {pirit in myn herte 
Declare o point of all my forwes fmerte 
‘To you my lady, that 1 love moft, 
But I bequcthe the fervice of ny goft 
‘To you aboven cyery creature, 
Sin that my lif ne may go lenger dure, 
Alas the wo! alas the peines ftrong, 
‘That I for you hayg fuffered, and fo ionge | 
Alas the deth! alas min Emelie! : 
Alas departin,, of our compagnie ! 
Alas min hertes quene ! alas my wif! 
Min hertes ladie, ender of my lif! 
What is this world? what axea men to have? 
Now with his love, now in his colde grave 
Alone withouten any compagnie, 
Farewel my fivete, farewel min Emelie | 
And fofte take me in your armes twey 
For love of God, and herkeneth what I fey. 
Thave here wuth my cofin Palamon 
Had ftrif and rancour many a‘ day agon 
For love of you, and for my jaloutie; 
And Jupiter fo wig my foule gie, 
‘To fpeken of a fervant proprely, 
With alle circumnftances trewely, 
‘That is to fayn, tronth, honour, and knightkede, 
Wifdom, humbleffe, eftat, and high kinrede, 
Fredom, and all that lougeth to that art, 
Sp Jupiter have of my foule part, 
Asin this world right now ne know I non 
So warthy to be loved as. Palamon, 
‘That ferveth you, and wol don all his lif; 
And if that ever ye ful bea a wif, 
Foryete not Palamon, the gentil man. 
. And with that word his fpeche faille began ; 
"For from his feet up to his bref, was come 
The cold of deth, thap had him overnome 3 
And yet moreover. in his. armes two : 
The vital flrength: is loft and-ail ago; 
Only the intelle&, withouten more, 
"That dwelled in his herte fike-and iore, 
Gan faillen whan the herte fele deth ; 
Dutked his cyen twogand failled his breth : 
But on his ladie yet caft he his eye; : 
His laite word was, Mercy, Emelic ! 


His fpirit changed hous, and wenie ther 
AsI cam never I cannat tellen wher; 
Therfore I ftent, Lam no diviniftre ; 
Of foules find I not in this regiftre : 
Ne me lait nat th’ opinions to telle 
Of hem, though that they written wher they dwells. 
Arcite is cold, ther Mars his foule gie. 
Now wol I fpeken forth of Emelie. 
Shright Emelie, and houlcth Palamon, 
And Thefcus his fifter toke anon 
Svrouning, and bare her from the corps away. 
What helpeth it to tarien forth the day, 
To tellen how fhe wep both even and morwe? 
For in fiche cas wimmen have fwiche forwe, 
Whan that hir houfbonds ben fro hem ago, 
‘That for the more part they forwen fo, 
Or elles fallen in fwiche maladie, 
‘That atte lafte certainly they die. 
Infinite bep the forwes and the teres 
OF olde folk and folk of tendre yeres 
In all the toun for deth of this Theban ; 
For him ther wepeth bothe child and man 
So gret a weping was ther non certain 
Whan Heétor was ybrought all frefh yflain 
To Troy: alas! the pitee that was there; 
Cratching of chekes, rending eke of here. 
Why woldeft thou be ded? thife women crie, 
And haddcft gold ynangh and Emetie. 
No man might gladen this Duk Thefeus 
Saving his olde fader Egeus, 
That knew this worldes tranfmutation, 
As he had feen it chaungen up and doun, 
Joye after wo, and wo after gladneffe, 
And fhewed him enfample and likeneffe. 
Right as ther died never man (quod he} 
‘That he ne lived in erth in fom degree, 
Right fo ther lived never man (he feyd) 
In all this world that fomtime he ne deyd: 
This world n’is but a thurghfare ful of wo, 
And we ben pilgrimes pafling to and fro: 
Deth is an end of every worldes fore. 
And over all this yet faid he mochel more 
To this effect, ful wifely to enhort 
The peple that they fhuld hem recomfort. 
Duk ‘Thefeus with all his befy cure 
He cafteth now wher that the fepulture 
Of good Arcite may beft ymaked be, 
And cke moft honourable in his degree; 
And at the laft he toke conclufion 
‘Vhat ther as firft Arcite and Beamon 
Hadden for love the bataille hem betwert, 
‘That in that felve grove, fote and grene, 
Ther as he hadde his amorous defires, 
His complaint, and for love his hote fires, 
He wolde make a fire, in which the office 
Of funeral he might all accomplife ; 
And let anon commande to hack and hewe 
The okes old, and lay hem on a rew 
In culpons, wel araied for to brenne. 
His officers with fwifte feet they renne 
And ride anon at his commandement. 
Aud after this, this Thefeus hath fene 
After a bere, and it all overfpradde 
With cloth of gold the richeft that he hadde, 
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Ancof the fame fuit he cladde Arcite. 

\egs his hondes were his gloves white, 

\ his hed a croune of laurer grene, 
\aidin his hond a fwera ful bright and kene. 
He laid him bare the vifage on the bere, 
‘Therwith he wept that pitee was to here; 
"And for the peple fhulde feen him alle, 
‘Wofen it was day he brought him to the halle, 

at roreth of the crying and the foun. 

«_ Tho came this woful ‘heban Palamon 
‘W'th flotery berd and ruggy asfhy heres, 

In eisthes blake, ydropped all with teres, 
And (palfing over of weping Emelic) 

The ydufulleft of all che compagnie. 

‘Aad in as much as the fervice fhuld be 

Tix more noble and riche in his degrce, 

Dut, Theféus let forth three ftedes bring, 
Tha‘ trapped were in ftele all glittering, 
Andcovered with the armes of Dan Arcite $ 
And eke upan thefe fledes gret and white 
Ther faten folk, of Which on bare his theld, 
Another his fpere up in his hondes held ; 

The thridde bare with him his bow Turkcis, 
Of brent gold was the cas and the harneis ; 
and riden forth a pas with forweful chere 
‘Puward the grove, as ye fhal after here. 

The nobleit of the Grekes that ther were. 
Upon hir fhuldres carrieden the bere, 

With flacke pas, and eyen red and Wete, 
‘Thurghout the citee, by the maifter ftrete, 
‘That {prad was al] with black, and wonder hie 
Right of the fame is all the frete ywrie. 
Upon the right hand went olde Egeus, 

And on that other fide Duk Thefeus, 

With veffels in hir hond of gold ful fine, 
All ful of hony, milk, and Boca, and wine; 
#ke Palanon with ful gret compagnie, 

And after that came woful Emelie 

With fire in hond, as was that time the gife, 
‘lo don the office of funeral fervice. 

High labour and ful gret apparailling 
SMyordt the fervice of that fire making, 

That with his grene top the heaven raught, 
And twenty fadom of brede the armes ftraught; 
‘This is to fain, the boughes were fo brode. 

Qf thre firlt there wus laied many a lode. 

But how the fire was maked up on highte, 
And eke the names how the trees hightc, 
Asoke, fir, birch, afpe, aldge, holm, poplere, 
Ayton clin, plane, giteetew¥, cheftein, lind, laurere, 

le, eche, hafel, ew, whipultre, 

How they were feld, fhal not be rold for me; 
Ne how the goddes rannen up and doun 
Difherited of hir babigatioun, . 

In which they woneden in reft and pees, 
Nimphes, Faunes, and Amidriades; 

Ne how the beftes and the briddes alle 
‘Fledden for fere whan the wood gan fale; 
Ne how the grourd agaft was of the light, 
‘That was not wont to fee, the fonne bright ; 
‘Ne how the fire was couched firft with ftre, 
And then with drie ftickes cloven a-thre, 
‘Agd than with grene wood and fpicerie, 
And thanagith lath at opld and wane wore. 


Ard getlonds hanging with ful many a flour, 
‘The mirre, the encenle alfo with fwete odour; 
Ne how Arcita lay among all this, 

Ne what richeffe about his body is; 

Ne how that Emilie, as was the gife, 

Put in the fire of faneral fervice ; 

Nc how fhe {wouned whan fhe made the fire, 
Ne what the fpake, ne what was hire defire ; 
Ne what jewelles men in the fire cafte, 

Whan that the fire was gret and brente fafte i 
Ne how fom caft hir theld and fom hir {pere, 
And of hir veftimentes which they were, 
And cuppes full of wine, and mlk, and bloody 
Into the fire, that brent as it were wood; 

Ne how the Grekes with a huge route 

Three times riden all the fire aboute 

Upon the left hond, with a loud fhouting, . 
And thries with hir {peres clatering, 

And thries how the ladies gan to crie; 

Ne how that led was homeward Emelie 

Ne how Arcite is brent to afhen cold; 

Ne how the liche-wake * was yhold 

All thilke night ; ne how the Grekes play g 
The wake-plaies ne kepe J not to fay 
Whe wreftled beft naked, with oile enoint, 

Ne who that bare him beft in no disjoint : 

I woll not tellen eke how they all gon 

Home till Athenes whan the play is don, 

But fhortly to the point now wol I wende, 

And maken of my longe Tale an ende. 

By proceile and by lengthe of certain yeres 
All ftenten is the mourning and the teres 
Of Grekes by on general affent : 

‘Than femeth me ther was a parlement 
At Athenes upon certain points and cas; 
Amonges the which points yfpokcn wag 
‘To have with certain contrees alliance, 
And have of Thebanes fully obeifance : 
For which this noble ‘Thefeus anon 

Let fenden after gentil Palamon. 
Unwiit of him what was the caufe and why ¢- 
But in his blacke clothes forwefully 

He came at his commandment on hie ; 
Tho fente Thefeus for Emelie. 

Whan they were fet, and hufht was al the placey. 
And Thefcus abiden hath a fpace, . 
Or any word came from his wife breft 
His eyen fet he ther as was his left, 

And witha fad vifage he fiked fill, 
And after that right thus he fayd his will, 

The firfte Mover of the caufe above, 

Whan he firfte made the fayre chaine of loye, 
Gret was th’ effet, and high was his entent ; 
Well wift he why and what therof he ment; 
For with that fayre chaine of love he bond 
The fire, the air, the watre, and the ldnd, 
In certain bondes, that they may not flee : 
‘That fame prince and Mover-eke (quod he} 








* The cuflom of warching with dead bodies (Jee, Sax.) 
is probably very ancient in this country. Jt was abufed, 
as other wakes and vigils were, See Dy Cange in v. irs 
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Hath ftablifht, in this wretched world adoun, 
Certain of dayes and duration 

‘To all that are engendred in this place, 
Over the which day they ne mow not pace, 
Al mow they yet the dayes well abrege. 
‘Ther nedeth non autoritee allege, 

For it is preved by experience, 

But that me luft declaren my fentence. 
‘Than may men by this ordre wel difcerne 
‘That chilke Mover ftable is and eterne ; 
‘Wel may men knowen, but it be a foo), 
‘That every part deriveth from his hool ; 
For Nature hath not taken his beginning 

Of no partie ne cantel of a thing, 

But of a thing that parfit is and ftable, 
Defcending fo til it be corrumpable ; 

And therefore of his wife purveyance 

He hath fo wel befet his ordinance, 

‘That fpeccs of thinges and progreffions 
Shullen enduren by fucceffions, 

And not eterne, withouten any lie; 

‘This maieft thou underitand and feen at eye. 
Lo the ake, that hath fo long a norifhing 
Fro the time that it ginneth firtt to fpring, 
And hath fo long a lif, as ye may fee, 

‘Yet at the latte wafted is the tree. 
Confidereth eke how that the harde ftone 
Under our feet, on which we trede and gon, 
It wafteth as it lieth by the wey ; 

‘The brode river fometime wexcth drey ; 
‘The grete tounes fee we wane and wende ; 
"Than may ye fee that all thing hathe an ende. 
Of man and woman fee we wel alfo, 

*Phat nedes in on of the termes two, 

‘That is to fayn, in youthe or elles age, 

He mote be ded the king as thall a page 5 
Som in his bed, fom in the depe fee, 

Som in the large feld, as ye may fee : 

‘Ther helpeth nought, al] goth that ilke wey ; 
‘Than may | fayn that alle thing mote dey. 
What maketh this but Jupiter the King, 
The which is prince and caufe of aile thing, 
Converting alle unto his propre wille, 

‘From which it is derived, foth to telle? 
And here-againes no creature on live 

OF no degree availleth for to ftrive. 

‘Than is it wifdom, as it thinketh me, 

‘To maken vertue of neceflite, 

And take it wel that we may not efchewe, 
And namely that to us all is dewe ; 

And whofo grutcheth ought he doth folic, 
And rebel is to him that all may gie. 

And certainly a man hath moft honour 

To dign in his excellence and flour, 
. Whan ke is-fiker of his goode name ; 

Than hath he don his frend ne him no fhame ; 
And glader ought his frend ben of his deth, 
Whan with honour is yolden up his breth, 
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‘Than whan his name appalled is for age, 
For all foryetten is his vaflalage + 

Vhan is it belt as for a worthy fame, 

To dein whan a man is befVof name. 
The contrary of all this is wilfulneffe. 
Why grutchen we? why have we hevineffe, 
That good Arcite, of chivalry the flour, 
Departed is, with dutee and honour, 
Out of this foule prifon of this lif? 
Why grutchen here his cofin and his wif 
Of his welfare, that loven him fo wel? 


Can he hem thank? nay, God wot, never a/de, 


That both his foule and eke hemfelf offend, 

«And yet they mow her luftres not amend. 
What may I conclude of this longe ferie, 

But after forwe I rede us to be meric, 

And thanken Jupiter of all his grace; 

And er that we departen from this place, 

T rede that we make of forwes two 

O parfit joye lafting evermo : 

And loketh now wher moft forwe is herein, 

Ther wol { firfte amenden and begin. ~ 
Sifter, (quod he) this is my full affent, 

With all th’ avis here of my parlement, 

‘That gentil Palamon, your owen knight, 


. 


That ferveth you with will, and herte, and might, - ‘ 


And ever hath don fin you firft him knew, 

That ye thall of your grace upon him rew, 

And taken him for hufbond and for lord : 

Lene me your hand, for this is oure accord, 
Let fee now of your womanly pitee : 

He is a kinges brothers fome pardee ; 

And though he were a poure hachelere, 

Sin he hath ferved you fo many a yere, 

And had for you fo gret adveriite, 

It mofte ben confidered, leveth me, 

For gentil mercy oweth to paffen right. _ 
‘Than fayd he thus to Palamon the Knight ; ” 

I trow ther nedeth lite] fermoning 

To maken you affenten to this thing. 

Cometh ner, and take your lady by the homd, 
Betwixen hem was maked anon the bond 

That highte Matrimoine or Mariage, 

By all the confeil of the baronage ; 

And thus with alle bliffe and melodie 

Hath Palamon ywedded Emelie ; 


And God, that all this wide world hath wrought, 


Send him his love that hath it dere ybought. 
For now is Palamon Byalle wele, 
Living in bliffe, in richetie;amdei 
And Emilie him loveth fo tendrely, 
And he hire ferveth all fo gentilly, 
‘That never was ther no word hem betwene 
Of jaloufie, ne of non other gene. 

‘Thus endeth Palamon and Emelie, 
And God fave all this fayre compagnie, 

“3 


cle, 
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Wistay teat the Knight had thus his Tale told, 
In Zli the compagnie n’as ther young ne old 
Tha he ne faid it was a noble ftoric, 
‘worthy to be drawen to memorie, 
And ahmely the gentiles cverich on. 
Our ike Jough and {wore, So mote T gon 
‘This gotfl aright 5 unbokeled is the male ; 
Let fee now who fhall te} anocher ‘Tale 
Yor trewely this game is wel begonne + 
ANow telleth ye fire Monk, if that ye conne, 
’ Bomewhat to quiten with the Knightes Tale. 
"The Miller, that for-dronken was all pale, 
_ So that unuethes upon his hors he fat, 
He n’old avajen neither hood ne hat, 
Ne abiden no man for his curtctie, 
But in Pilates vois le gan to crie, 
And fwore by armes, and by blood, and bones, 
J anoble Tale for the noncs, 
‘With which 1 will now quite the Knightes Tale. 
. Our Holie faw that he was dronken of ale, 
Aud fayd, abide, Robin, my leve brother, 
“Some better mun fhall tell us firft another ; 
Abide, and Iet us werken thriftily, 
By Guddes foule (quod he) that wol not I, 
For I wol fpeke, or elles go my way. 
—Holte anfwered, ‘Tel! on a devil way 5 
Tou art a fool; thy wit is overcome, 
Now herkencth, quod the Millgr, all and fome : 
Bur firft I muke a proteftationn 
hat Lam dronke, I know it by my foun, 
‘And therefore if that I mifipeke or fay 
‘Witc it the ale of Southwerk 1 you pray 5 
For 1 woll tell legend and a lif 
Both of a carpenter and $f wif, 
“How tirat 2 oy Stet the wrightes cappe. 
~ Sao KEVE anfwerd and faide, Stint thy clappe 5 
Let be thy lewed dronken harlotrie. 
It is a inne and eke 2 gret folie 
‘To apeiren any mam, or him defame, 
And eke to bringen wives in fwiche a name 5 





? 


Thou mayft ynough of other thinges fain, 
This dronken Miller fake ful fone again, 

And fayde, Leve brother Ofewold, 

Who hath no wif he is no cokewold ; 

But I fay not therefore that thou art on; 

'Yher ben ful goode wives many on*, 

Why art thou angry with my Tale now ? 

1 have a wif parde as wel as thou, 

Yet n’olde I for the oxén in my plough 

‘Taken upon me more than ynough 

As demen of myfelf that Tam on; 

1 wol beleven wel that Iam non. 

An hufbond fhuld not be inquifitif 

Of Goddes privite ne of his wif : 

So he may finden Goddes foifon there 

Of the remenant nedeth not to enquere, 
‘What fhuld 1 more fay, but this Millere 

He n’olde his wordes for no man forbere, 

But toid his cherles Tale in his manere, 

Me thinketh that I fhal reherfe it here 5 

And therctore every gentil wight 1 pray, 

For Goddes love, as deme not that I fay 

Of evil entent, but that I mote rcherie 

Hir ales alle, al be they better or werfe, . 

Or elles falfen fom of my matere; 

And therefore who fo lift it not to here 

‘Turne over the leef, and chefe another Tale, 

For he fhal find ynow bothe grete and fmale, 

Of {torial thing that toucheth gentilleffe, 

And eke moralite and holineffe. 

Blameth not me if that ye chefe amis; 

‘The Miller is a cherl, ye know well this, 

So was the Reve, (and many other mo) 

And harlotrie they tolden bothe two. 

Avifeth you now, and put me out of blame s 

And cke men fhuld not make erneft of game, 


* After this verfe the two following are fund in fo mae 
ny naff. that perhaps they ought to have been inferted in 
tlie text, 

‘And ever a thoufand good ageins on badde, 
‘That knowett thou wel but if thou be madde, 
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“Wartom ther was dwelling in Oxenforde 
A riche gnof, that geftes helde to borde, 
And of his craft he was a carpenter. 
‘With him thet was dwelling a poor feoler, 
Hiad lerned art, but all his fantafie 
‘Was turned for to lerne altrologie, 
And coude a certain of conclutions 
‘To demen by interrogations, 
if that men atked him in certain houres 
‘Whan that men’ fhtilde have drought or elles 
Or if men afked him what thulde falle [hhoures; 
Of every thing, I may not reken alle, 
This clerk was cleped Hendy Nicholas; 
Of derne love he coude and o} folas 
And therto he was flie and ful prive, 
And like a maiden meke for to fe. 
A chambre had he in that hoftelrie 
Alone, jouten any compagnie, 
Ful fetifly ydight with herbes fore, 
And he himfelf was fwete as is the rote, 
Of licoris, or any fetewale. 
His almagefte, and bokes gret and fmale, 
His aftrelabre, longing for his art, 
His atigrim: ftones 4, layen faire apart 
On thelves couched at his beddes hed, 
His preffe ycovered with a falding red 5 
And all above ther lay a gay fautrie, 
“On which be made an nightes melodie 
So {wetely, that all the chambre rong, 
And Angelus ad Virginem he fong; 
And after that he fong the kinges note : 
Ful often bleffed was his mery throte, 
And thus this fwete clerk his time fpent 
After Riis frendes finding and his rent. 
This carpenter had wedded new a wif 
Which that he loved more than his lif : 
Of cightene yere the was I geffe of age. 
Jalous he was, and held hire narwe in cage, 
For fhe was wild and yonge, and he was old, 
And demed himfelf belike a cokewold. 
He know not Caton, for his wit was rude, 
‘That bade a man thudde wedde his fimilitude; 
Men fhulden wedden after hir eftate, 
For youthe and elde is often at debate ; 
But fithen he was fallen in the fnare 
He mott endure {as other folk) his care, 
Fayre was this yongue wif, and therwithal 
As any welel hire body gent and {mal. 
A feint the wered, barred all of filk, 
A barme-cloth eke as white asmorwe milk 
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Upon hire lendes, ful of many a gore; ” 
White was hire fmok, and brouded all before 
And cke behind on hire colere aboute 
OF cole-black filk within and cke withoute :. 
The tapes of hire white volupere 
Were of the fame fuit of hire colere ; 
Hire fillet brode of filk, and fet fuli hye ; 
And fikerly the had a likereus cye : 
Ful fmal ypulled were hire browes two, 
-And they were bent, and black as any fo : 
She was wel more blifsful for to fee 
Than is the newe pericnete tree, 
And fofter than the wollte is of a wether, _ 
And by hire girdel heng a purfe of lethér 
Taffeled with filk and peried with latounA 
In all this world to feken up and doun 
Ther m’is no man fo wife that coude thenche 
So gay a popclot or {wiche a wenche, 
Ful brighter was the thinmg of bire hewe 
‘Than in the ‘Tour the noble yforged newe ; 
But of hire fong, it was as loud and yerne 
«As any {walow fitting on a berne. 
‘Thereto fhe coude fkip and make a game 
Asany kid or calf folowing his dame. 
Hire mouth was fwete as braxet or the meth, 
Or hord of apples laid in hay or hech, 
Winfing fhe was as isa joly colt, 
Long asa maft, and upright asa bolt. 
A broche fhe bare upon hire low colere, 
As brode as is the boife of a bokelere. 
Hire fhoon were laced on hire legges hie = 
She was a primerole, a piggeinic, 
For any lord to liggen in his bedde, 
Or yet for any good yemen to wedde. 
Now fire, and eft fire, fo befell the cas, > 
That on a day this Hendy Nicholas 
Fel with this yonge wif to rage and pleye, 
While that hire hufbond was at Ofeney, 
As clerkes ben ful fubtil and ful queint, 
sind prively he caught hire by the queint, 
And fayde, Ywis but if E have my will 
4 For derne love of thge, lemman, I fpill ; 
And helde hire fafte ) anche bone: 
And fayde, Lemman, love me 
Or I wol dien, al fo God me fave. 
And the fprong as a colt doth in the trave 
And with hire hed fhe writued fafte away, 
And fayde, I wol not kiffe thee by my fay. 
Why, let be, (quod fhe) let be, Nicholas, 
Or wol crie cut Harow and Alas! 
Do way your hondes for your curtefie. 
‘This Nicholas gan mercy for to crie, 
| And fpake fo fuire, and profered him fo fait, 
‘That fhe hire love him granted at the lat, 
And fwore hire oth by Seint ‘Thomas of Kent, 
| That the wold ben at his commandement 
Whan that fhe may hire leifer wet efpi 
| Myn hufbond is is fo'ful of jaloufie - 








ont 





THE MILLER ES TALE. 
































‘that bat ye waiten wel and be prive And forth he goth jolif and emerous, 
1 asecight wel in’am but ded, quod thes Til he came to the carpenteres hous, 
ie ein be ful derne as in this cas. A litel after the cockes had ycrow, 
Ni} therof care-you not, qued: Nicholas : And dreffed him up by a fhot window 
A cic. k bach litherly befet his while ‘That was upon the carpenteres wal. 
Sut iu ae coude afarpenter begile. He fingeth in his vois gentil and fmal, 
Andghus they were acoorded and yfworne Now, dere Lady—if thy wille be, 
"Togwaite,a time, as1 hayedaid beforne. I pray you that ye—wol rewe on me; 
yo Nicholas had doi fs every del, Ful wel accordant to his giterning, 
ud thacked hire about tHe lendes wel, ‘This carpenter awoke, herd him fing, 
He hiffed hire fwete, apd taketh hig fautrie, And fpake unto his wif, and faid anon, 
And pfaieth faft, and maketh meladie: What, Alifon! heres thou not Abfolon, 
‘Than fell it thus, that to the parifh cherche ‘Yhat chanteth thus under our bonres wal? 
(Of Geiftes owen werkes for to werche) And the anfwerd hire hufbond therwithal, 
Spies dood wif went upon a ny day ; Yes, God wot, John, I here him every del. 
Hireloreheg fhone as bright asfany day, ‘This pafleth forth ; what wol ye bet than wel F: 
So wis it wafhen whan fhe Jete hire werk. Fro day to day this jaly Abfolon 
as ther of that chirche a parif& clerk So loveth hire that him is wo-begon ¢ 
. that was ycleped Abfolon. He waketh all the night, and all the day 
Crulle wWys his here, and as the gold it fhon, He kembeth his lockes brode, and made him gay.y 
st asa fanne large and brode 5 He woeth hire by menes and brocage, 
u day his joly thode : And fwore he wolde ben hire owen page : 
His rode was red, his eyen grey as goos, He fingeth brokking as a nightingale ; 
With Poules windowes corven on is fhoos > He fent her pinnes, methe, and fpiced ale, 
\gehofrn red he went ful fetifly : And wafres piping hot oat of the glede ; 
Malad he was ful final and proprely And for fhe was of toun he profered mede 5 
“All ina kirtel of alight waget * ; For fom folk wol be wonnen for richeffe, 
Ful faire and thicke ben the pointes fet 5 And fom for ftrokes, and fome with gentilleffe. 
“And therupon he had a gay furplife, Sometime to fhew his lightneffe and maiftrie |” 
As whi © blofme upon the rife. He plaieth Herode on a fkaffold hie. : : 
Am hilde he was, fo God me fave ; But what availcth him asin this cas? 
Wel coud he leren blod, and clippe and fhave, So loveth fhe this Hendy Nicholas, . 
And make a chartre of lond and a quitance : ‘That Abfelon may blow the buckes horne 5 
Ju twenty marere coud he trip and dance, He ne had fer his Jabour but a fcorne : 
the teole of Oxenforde tho) And thus fhe maketh Abfolon hire ape, 
his legges caffen to and fro 5 And ail his crneft tourneth to a jape. 
r i : Fol {oth is this proverbe, it is no lie; 
fomtinie aloud quinible + Men fay right thus alway, The neighe flic 
el coud he play on a giterne Maketh of time the fer leef to be lothe : 










toun Was brewhous ne ta 
vifited with his folas, 
any guillard tapttere was; 


For though that Abfolon be wood or wrothe, 
aufe that be fer was from hire fight, 
is ncighe Nicholas ftood in his light. 

Now bere thee wel, thou Hendy Nicholasy 
For Abfolon may waile and fing aks. 

oly was and g, And fo befeli that on a Saturday 
on the holy day, ‘This corpenter was goa to Ofenay, 
f the mite, & And Hendy Nicholas and Alifou 

ke he on hem caite, Accorded ben to this conclufion, 
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vlad punch wif; - “Yhat Nicholas fal fhapen him a wile 
./Vodofe on a mery lif; - ‘This fely jalous hufbond to begile 5 
M , and fete, and likerous, And if fo were the game went aright 
ia if fhe Lad beca a mous She fhuld flepe in his armes alle night, 
it, he wolde bi For this was hire defire and his_alfo, 











parifh cle And right anon, withoutcn woities mo, 
th in his h ich ~Phis Nicholas no denger wold taric, 
at of no wif toke he non offering ; But doth ful foft unt«chis chambre carie 
urtcfic, he fayd, he n’olde noa. * Both mete and drinke for a day or twey. 
Yhe moone at night ful clere ang brighte fhon, | “And to hire hufbond bad her for to fey, 
tern hathtske, If that he axed after Nicholas eae. 
‘Yor paramours he thoughté {? to wak She tholde fay fhe n’ifte not wher he was; 
Of all the day fhe faw him not with eye ; 




















ie ae Whe 7 
* Or Skinner expliins watcher to mean a | She trawed he was in fom maladie 
culeur, a +; butin ehis place eae “4 - 
Siepy bie Kiet bereits dee For for ne cr maiden coud kim calle, 
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Watcher in Somerfetthire a # feme | He n’olde an(wer for nothing 
|} _ Thus paffech forth all thil 
That Nicholas Sill in his chacb 
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And ete, and flept, and dide what him lift, 
‘Til Sonday that the fonne gothe to reit. 
This fely carpenter hath gret mervaile 
Of Nicholas, or what thing might him aile, 
And faid, lam adrad by Seint Thomas 
Tt ftondeth not aright with Nicholas ; 
God fhilde that he died fodenly ; 
‘This world is now ful tikel fikerly : 
«1 faw to-day a corps yborne to cherche 
"That now on Monday laft I faw him werche. 
Go up (quod he unto his knave) anon, 
Clepe at his dore, or knocke witha {ton ; 
Loke how it is, and telle me boldely. 
‘This knave got him up ful Qurdely, 
And at the chambre dore while’ that he flood 
He cried and knocked as that he were wood ; 
‘What? how? what do ye, Maifter Nichclay? 
How may ye flepen all the longe day ? : 
But all for nought, he herde not a word. 
‘An hole he fond fal low upon the bord, 
‘Ther as the cat was wont in for to crepe, 
And at that hole he loked in ful depe, 
“And at the Jaft he had of hint a fight. 
‘This Nicholas fut ever gaping upright, 
As he had kyked on the newe mone. 
Adoun he goth, and telleth his mailter fone 
In what array he faw this ilke man, 
This carpenter to bliffen him began, 
And faid, Now helpe us Seinte Fridefwide ! 
A sian wote litel what fhal him betide, 
‘This man is fallen with his aftronomic 
In fom woodneffe or in fom agonie. 
Y thought ay wel how that it fhulde be 5 
Men fhulde not knowe of Goddes privetee. 
Ya, bleffed be alway a lewed man, 
That nought but only his beleve can, 
So ferd another clerk with aftronomic ; 
He walked in the feldes for to pric 
Upon the fterres, what ther fhuld befulle, 
"Tilhe was in a marlepit yfalle. 
He {aw not that. But yet by Scint Thomas 
Me reweth fore of Hendy Nicholas; 
He thal be rated of his ftudy 
Uf that I may, by Jefus, hever ‘ 
Get me a ftaff, that | may underfpore 
While that thou, Robin, heveft of the dore : 
He thal out of his ftudying as I gefie. 
And to the chambre dore he gan him dreffe. 
His knave was a ftrong car] for the noncs, 
And by the haspe he haf it of at ones: 
Into the flore the dore fell anon, 
This Nicholas fat ay as ftille as fton, 
And ever he gaped upward into the cire. 
This carpenter gvond he were in defpeire, 
And hent him by the fhulders mightily, 
‘And thoke him hard, and cried fpitoully ; 
‘What, Nicholas? what, ho.> man? loke adoun ; 
Awake, and thinke on Criftes paffioun. 
I crouche thee from elves and from wightes. 
"Therwith the nightfpel faid he anon rightes 
On foure halves of the hous aboute 
And on the threfwold of the dore withoute : 
Jefu Crift and Seint Benedight 
Bliffe this hous from every wicked wight, 








Tro the nightes mare, the wite Pater-nofter? 
Wher woreft thou Seint Peters fufter ? 

And at the laft this Hendy Nicholas 
Gan for to fiken fore, and faid, alas! 

Shal all the world be loft eftfones now ? , 

This carpenter artfwered, What faieft thou? 
What? thinke on God, as we do, men that fwink&” 
"This Nicholus anfwered, Fetch me a dginké * 

And after wol I {peke in privetee 
Of certain thing that toucheth thee and me: 
T wol tell it non other mian certain. 

‘This carpenter goth doun and cometh ayfain, 

And brought of mighty ale a large quart; os 
And whan that eche of hem bad dronken Iq party 
‘Vhis Nicholas his dore faite thette, 
And doun the carpenter by him he fetge, 
‘And faide, John, min hofte lefe and dete, 
Thou halt upon thy trouthe fwere me here’ 
That to no wight thou fhalt my counfeil wrex, 
For it is Crifes counfeil that J fay, ‘ 
And i? thou tell it mamthou art forlore,’ 
For this vengeance thou fhalt have therore, 
‘That if thou wreye me thou hhalt be wood. 

Nay, Crift forbede it for his holy blood, 
Quod tho this *, man ; [am no labbe, 

Ne though I fay it Tn’am not lefe to gabbe. 
Say what thou wolt, I fhall it never telle 
‘Fo child ne wif, by him that harwed helle. 

Now, John, (quod Nicholas) I wol not lie, 

T have yfounde in min aftrologie, 

As E have joked in the moove bright; 

‘That now on Monday next, at quarter nights 
Shai fal a rain, and that fo wild and wood, 
‘That half fo gret wos never Novs flood : 

This world (he faid) in feffe than in an houre 
Shalt all be dreint, fo hidous is the fhoure = 
Vhus fhal mankinde drenche and lefe hir Jif. 

‘This carpenter anfwerd, Alas my wif! 
And fhal fhe drenche ? alas min Ahfoun! 

Vor forwe of this he fell almoft adoun, 
And faid, Isther no remedy in this cas? 

Why yes, for God, quod Hendy Nicholas} 

If thou wolt werken after lore and rede, 
Thou mait hot werken after thin owen hi 
For thus faith Salomon, that was ful trewe, 

i by confeil, and thou fhalt not rewes’ 
if thou werken wolt by gore confeil 
matt or dey), 
and thee and me, 





















, (quod this carpenter) ful yore ago. 
Hait thon not herd (quod Nicholas) allo 

The forwe of Noe with his felawthip, 

Or that he might gez his wif to 

Him had be lever, I dare wel undertake, 

At thilke time, than all his wethers blake, 

That fhe had had a fhip hire felf alone ; 

And therfore wolt thou what is beft to done? 

“Phis axeth hait, and of an haitif thing 

Men may not preche and maken tarying. 

Anon go get us fait into this in 

A kneding trough or elles a kemelya 


? 
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For bche of us; but loke that they ben large, So depe may impreffion be take. 
jn Phich we mowen fwimme as in 2 barge ; ‘This fely carpenter beginneth quakes 
Aoy have thirin vitaille faffifant Him thinketh veraily that he may fee 

utefir a day; fie on the remenant; Noes flood comen walwing as the fee 
‘The water fhull alake and gon away To drenchen Alifon, his honey dere : 
Asouten prime upon the nexte day. He wepeth, waileth, maketh fory chere ; 
“BuiRobin may not wete of this thy knave, He fiketh, with fal many a fory fwough. 
Nacke ghy mayden Gille may not fave = He goth and getcth him a kneding trough, 
fixe not why; for though thou axe me, And after a tubbe and a kemelim, 
Twol not tellen Goddes privetee. And prively he fent hem to his in, 
Sufficeth thee, but if thy wittes madde, And heng hem in the roof in privetee. 
To have as gret a grace as Noe hadde. His owen bond than made he ladders three}, 
Thy wif thal I wel faven out of doute. ‘Yo climben by the renges and the ftalkes 
Go gow thy way, and fpede thee hereaboute. Unto the tubbes honging in the balkes; 
™ But whan thou haft for hire, and thee, and me, | And hem vitailled, kemelin, trough, and tubbe, 
Yyoten ugthefe kneding tubbes thre, With bred and chefe, and good ale in a jubbe, 
Than fhalt thou hang hem in the roofe ful hie, Sufficing right ynow as for a day. | 
That no man of our purveyance efpie : But er that he had made all this array’ 







yvhan thou haft don thus as I have faid, He fent his knave, and eke his wenche alfo, 












ft our vitaille faire in hem ylaid, Upon his nede to London for to go. 
And ckQan axe to {mite the cord a-twa And on the Monday, whan it drew to night, 
Whan tite the water cometh, that we may go He thette his dore, withouten candel light, 
And breke an hole on high upon the gable And dreffed all thing as it fhulde bee; 
Unto the gardin ward, over the ftuble, And fhortly up they clomben alle three. 
Ahat we may frely paflen forth our way, They fitten ftille wel a furlong way. 
j Whan that the grete fhoure is gon away, Now, Pater-nofter, Clam, faid Nicholay, 
han fhak thou fwim as mery, U undertake, And Clum, quod John, and Clum, faid Alifon> 
As doth the white doke after hire drake ; This carpenter faid his devotion, 
‘Than wol I clepe, How, Alifon! how, John! And ftill he fit, and biddeth his praicre, _ 
Be mery, for the flood wol paffe anon. Awaiting on the rain, if he it here, 
And thou wolt fain, Haile! Maifter Nicholay, The dede flepe, for wery befineffe, 
Good morwe ! 1 {ee thee wel, for it is day. Fell on this carpenter, right as I geffe, 
And than fhall we be lordes all our lif Abouten curfew time, or litel more. 
Of all the world, as Noe and his wif. For travaille of his goft he groneth fore, 
But of o thing I warne thee ful right, And eft he routeth, for-his hed miflay. 
Be wel avifed on that ilke night, Doun of the ladder ftalketh Nicholay, 
That ye ben entred into thippes bord, And Alifon ful foft adoun hire fpedde, 
‘That non of us ne fpeke not o word, Withouten wordes mo they went to bedde, 
Ne clepe ne crie, but be in his praiere, Ther as the carpenter was wont to lie; 
Fort is Goddes owen hefte dere. Ther was the revel and the melodie. 
Thy wif and thou mofte hangen fer a-twinne, { And thus lith Alifon and Nicholas+ 
«Fer that betwixen you fhal be no finne, It befineffe of mirthe and in folas, 
No more in loking than ther hall in dede. Til that the bell of Jaudes gan to ring, 
‘This ordinance is faid; go, God thee fpede. And freres in the chancel. gon to fing. 
To morwe at night, whan men ben all aflepe, This parifh clerk, this amorous Abfolon, 
Mate our kneding tubbes wol we crepe, ‘That is for love alway fo wo-begon, 
And fitter ther, abiding Goddes grace. Upon the Monday was at Ofenay 
Go now thy way, [have no lenger fpace With compagnic, him to difport and play, 
‘To make of this, no lenger fafmioning + And afked upon cas a cloifterer : 
Men fain in pate fay nothing : Ful prively after John the carpenter ; 
Thou art fu t nedeth thee nought teche. And he drew him apart out of the chirche. 
Go, fave our lives, and that I thee befeche. He faid, I no’t, I faw him not here wirche 
‘This {ely carpenter goth forth his way, Sith Saturday ; I trow that he be went 
Foloft he fuid Alas! and Wala wa! For timbre ther our abbot hath him fent ; 
And to his wif he told his privatee, For he is wont for timbre for to go, 
And fhe was ware, und knew it bet than he And dwellen at the Grange a day or two; 
‘What all this queinte caft was for to fey 5 Or elles he is at his“hous certain : 
But natheles fhe ferde as fhe wold dey, Wher that he be I cannot fothly fain. 
And faid, Alas! go forth thy way anon; ‘This Abfolon ful joly was and light, 
Helpe us to feape, or we be ded eche on: And thoughte, now is time to wake al night, 
Jam thy trewe veray wedded wif; 
Go, dere fpoufe ! and helge to fave our Lif, t With hisown band. So Gower, Conf. Amant. fol. 76.0% 
elo, «hat a gret thing 1s affection | ‘The crafte Mynerve of wolle fende, 


Men may die of imagination, Aad madz cloth her even sande, 


33 THE 
For fikerly f fiw him nat ftiring 
About his dore fin day begun to fpring. 

So mote I thrive I fhal at cockes crow 

Ful prively go kuocke at his window, 
‘That itant full low upon his boures wall : 
‘To Alifon wol I now tellen all 

My love longing; for yet I shall not miffe 
"That at the lefte way I thal hire kiffe. 
Some maner comfort fhal I have parfay, 
My mouth hath itched al this longe day ; 
"Lhat isa figne of kiffing at the lefte : 

All night me mette eke I was at a fefte: 
‘Therfare I wol go flepe an houre or twey, 
And allthe night than wol I wake’and pley. 

‘Whan that the firfte cock hath crowe, anom 
Up rift this joly lover Abfolon, 

And him araycth gay, at poit devife 5 
Bat firft he cheweth grein and licerife, 

‘To imellen fote or he had fpoke with here. 
Under his tonge a trewe love he-bere, 

For therby wend he to ben gracious, 

He cometh to the carpenteres hous, 

And ftill he ftant under the fhot window; 
‘Unto his breft it raught, it was fo low; 
And foft he cougheth with a femifoun. 

What do ye, honycombe, fwete Alifoun, 
My faire bird, my fwete finamome ! 
Awaketh, lemman min, and fpeketh to me. 
Ful litel thinken ye upon my wo, 

‘That for your love I fwete ther as I go. 

No wonder is though that I fwelte and fwetes 
¥mourne as doth a lamb after the tete. 

Ywis, lemman, I have {wiche Jove longing 
‘That like a turtel trewe is my mourning. 

I may not ete no more than a maid, 

Go fro the window, jacke fool, the faid : 
‘As helpe me God it wol not be, compame. 
1 love another, or elles { were to blame, 
‘Wel bet than thee by Jefu, Abfolon. 

Go forth thy way, ot I wol caft a fton ; 
And let ine fleépe; a twenty divel way. 

Alas! (quod Abfolon) and wala we! 
‘That trewe love was ever fo yvel betette : 
‘Than kiffe me, fin that it may be no bette, 
For Jefus love, and for the love of me. 

‘Wilt thgu than go thy way therwith ? quod the. 
Ya certes, lemman, quod this Abfolon. 

‘Than make thee redy, {quod fhe) T come anon. 

This Abfclen doun fet him on his knees, 
And faide, I ama lord at all degrees ; 

For after this 1 hope ther cometh more ; 
Lemman, thy grace, and, fwete bird! thyn ore. 

‘The window fhe undoth, and that in hafte. 
Have don, (quod fhe) come of, and fpede thee fafte, 
Left that our neighboures thee efpie. 

This Abfolon gan wipe his mouth ful drie. 
Derke was the night as pitch or as the cole, 
And at the window fhe put out hire hole, 

And Abfolon him felle ne bet ne wers, 
But with his mouth he kift hire naked ers 
Ful fevorly, er he was ware of this. 

Abak he fterte, and thought it was amis, 
For wel he wift a woman hath no berd. 

He felt a thing all rowe, and long yLerly 


oe 
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And faide, Fy, alas! what have | do? 
Te he, qued fhe, and clapt the window tom 
And Abfolon goth forth a fory pas. 
A herd, a berd! faid Hendy Nicholas; 
By Geddes corpus this goth faire and wel. 
This fely Abfolon herd every del, 
And on his lippe he gan for anger bite, 
And to himfelf he faid I thal thee quite. - : 
Who rubbeth now, who froteth now his lippes « 
With duft, with fond, with ftraw, with cloth, with 
But Abfolon ? thst faith full oft Alas! (chippes, 
My foule betake I unto Sathanas 
But me were lever than all this toun (quod he) 
OF this defpit awroken for to be. 
Alas! alas! that I ne had yblent. 
His hote love is cold and all yqueint; « 
For fro that time that he had kift hire eré 
Of paramours ne raught he not 2 kers, 
For he was heled of his maladie ; 
Ful often paramoursthe gan defie, 
And wepe as doth @ child that is ybete. 
A {fofte pas he went him over the ftreté 
Until a {mith man callen Dan Gerveis, 
“bhat in his forge finithed plow-harneis ; 
He fharpeth fhare and cultre befily« 
This Abfolon knocketh all efily, 
And faid, Undo, Gerveis, and that anon. 
What, who art thon? It am 1 Abfolon. 
What, Abfolon? what, Chriftes fwete tre, 
Why rife ye fo rath? ey denedicite! 
What eileth you ? fome gay girle, God it wote, 
Hath brought-you thus upon the viretote : 
By Seint Neote ye wote wel what I mene. 
‘This Abfolon ne raughte not a bene 
Of all his play ; no word again he yaf: 
He hadde more tawe on his diftaf 
Than Gerveis knew, and faide, Frend fo dere. 
“That hote culter in the cheminee here 
As lene it me, F have therwith to don; 
I wol it bring again to thee ful fohe. 
Gerveis anfwered, Certes were it gold, 
Or in a poke nobles ail untold, 
Vhou fhuldeft it have, as Iam trewe fmith. 
Ey, Criftes foot, what wol ye don therwith ? 
Therof, quod Abfolon, be as be may, 
I thal wel tellen thee another day ; 
And canght the culter by the colde ftele. 
Ful foft out at the dore he gan to ftele, 








And went unto the Sxgpenteres wall ; 
He coughed firft, and knoe ithall 
Upon the window, right ashe did e+ 





This Alifon anfwered, Who is ther 
That knocketh fo? I warrant him a thefe. 
Nay, nay, (quod he) God wot, my fwete lefe, 
Iam thin Abfolon, thy dereling. 
Of gold (quod he) I have thee brought a ring; 
'y mother yave it me, fo God me fave, 
Ful fine it is, and therto wel ygrave ; 
‘This wol I yeven thee if thou me kiffe. 
This Nicholas was rifen for to piffe, 
And thought he wolde amenden all the jape, 
He fhulde kiffe his-ers ag that he feape ; 
‘And up the window did he haftily, 
And out his ers he putteth privily 
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ver the buttok, to the hanche bon; 
And therwith {poke this clerk, this Abfolon, 
Speke fwete bird, 1 n’ot not wher thou art. 
‘This Nicholas anon let ficen a fart 
As gret seit had been a thonder dint, 
That with the ftroke he was wel nie yblint ; 
And he was redy with his yren hote, 
“Ant Nicholas amid the ers he fmote. 
Off goth the fkinne an hondbrede al aboute. 
‘The hote culter brenned fo his toute, 
"That for the fmert he wened for to die; 
As he were wood for wo he gan to cri 
Heipe, water, water! help for Goddcs herte! 
. This carpenter out of his flumber fterte, 
And herd on crie Water as he were wood, 
Adod thought, alas! now cometh Noes flood. 
Ve im up withouten wordes mo, 
And with his axe he fmote the cord atwo, 
~Aad doun goth alt; he fond neyther to felle 
Ne“arced ne ale til ‘he came to the fylle, 
Uport the Hore, ‘and ther afwounc he lay, 
Up iterten Alifon and Nicholzy, 
Aud crieden, Out and harrow ! in the ftrete. 
‘The neighchoures bothe fmale and grete 
Jurannen for to gauren on this man, 
‘Ghat yet afwonne lay bothe pule aud wan, 











Vou. 


. For with the fall he broften hath his arm. 


But ftonden he muft unto his owen harm, 

For whan he fpake he was anon bore doun 

With Hendy Nicholas and Alifoun.. 

‘Vhey tolden every man that he was weod, 

He was agafte fo of Noes ficod 

‘Thurgh fantafic, that of his vanitee 

He had ybought him kneding tubbes three, 

And had hem: honged in the roof above, 

And that he praied hem for Goddes love 

Yo fitten in the roof par compagnie: 

‘The folk gan laughen at his fantafie, 

Into the roof they kyken and they gape, 

And terned all his harm into a jape. 

For what fo that this carpenter znfwerd 

It was for notight, no man his refon herds 

With othes gret he was fo {worne adoun - 

7 he was holden wood in all the toun, 

For everich clerk anon right hel with cthety 

‘They faid the man was wood, my leve brothery 
And every wight gan laughen at thir ftrif, 
Thus fwived was the carpenteres wif 

For all his keping and Hig jaloufie, 

And Abfojon hath kift hire nether eye, 

A icholas is fcalded in the toute. 

‘ale is don, and God fave all the route, 
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Wras folk han laughed at this nice cas 
Of-Abfolon and Hendy Nicholas, 

Diverfe folk diverfely they faide, 

But for the more part they lought and plaide ; 
Ne at this Vale ! faw no man greve 

But it were only Ofewold the Reve : 

Becaufe he was of carpenteres craft 

A litel ire is in hisherge ylaft ; 

‘He gan to grutch and blamen it a lite. 

Se the ik, quod he, ful wel coude I him quite 
‘With blering of a proude milleres eye, 

Tf that‘he hift to fpeke of ribaudrie. 

But ik am olde > me liftnot play for age 
Grag time is don, my foddre is now forage x 
‘This white top writeth mine old yeres ; 

Min herte is alfo moulded as min heres; 

But if I fare as doth an open ers, 

Phat ilke fruit is ever lenger the wers 

Til it be roten in mullok or in ftre, 

We olile men, I drede, fo faren we 5 
Til we be roten can we not be ripe ; 

‘We hoppe alway while that the world wol pipe; 
For in our will ther ftiketh ever a nayl, 

‘Yo have an hore hed and a grene tay], 

As hath a leke; for though our might be gon 
‘Our will defireth folly ever in on ; 

‘For whan we may not don than wol we f{peken, 
Yet in our afhen cold is fire yreken, 

Four gledes han we which I fhal devife, 
Avaunting, lying, anger, and covetile ; 
‘Thefe fourc fparkes longen unto elde ; 

Our olde Jimes mow wel ben wnwelde, 
But will ne fha!l not faillen that is fothe : 
_And yct have I alway a coltes tothe, 

As many a yere as it paffed henne 

Sin that my tappe of lif began to renne 








For fikerly whan ] was borne anon J 
Deth drow the tappe of lif and let it gon; 
And ever fith hath fo the tappe yronne, 
Til that almoft all empty is the tonne ; 
The ftreme of lif now droppeth on the chimbe$ 
The fely tonge may wel ringe and chimbe 
Of wretchedneffe that paffed is ful yore = 
With olde folk fave dotage is no more. 

Whan that our Hofte had herd this fermoning, 
He gan to fpeke as lordly as a king, 
And fayde, What amounteth all this wit ? 
What, fhali we fpeke ali day of holy writ? 
The devil made a Reve for to preche, 
Or of a fouter a fhipman or a leche. 

Say forth thy Tale, and tary not the time 5 
Lo Depeford, and it is half way prime : 
Lo Grenewich, ther many a fhrew is inne : 
It were al time thy Tale to beginne, 

Now, fires, quod this Ofewold the Reve; 
I pray you alle that ye not you greve 
Though I anfwere, and fomdel fet his howve, 
For leful is with force force off to fhowve. 

This dronken Miller hath ytold us here 
How that begiled was a carpentere, 
Paraventure in feorne, for 1 am on; 
And by your leve I hal him quite anon + 
Right in his cherles termes wol I {peke ; 
I pray to God his necke mote to breke. 
He can wel in min eye fcen a ftalk, 
But in his owen he cannot feen a balk. 


# Kime, Tent. means the prominency of tite flaves be- 
yond the head of the barrel. ‘The imagery is very xa 
and beautiful, 
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Av Trompington, not fer fro Cantebrigge, 
* Ther goth a brook; and over that a brigge, 

Upon the whiche brook ther ftont 2 melle ; 

And this is veray fothe thet I you telle. 
—sAmiller was ther dwelling many a day, 

As gny peacock he was proude and gay : 

Pip.n he coude, and fithe, and nettes bete, 

And turnen cuppes, and wraftlen wel and fhete. 

Ay by his bele he bare a long pavade, 

And of a {werd ful trenchant was the blade : 

A joly popper bare he in his pouche. 

Ther n’as no man fer peril dorft him touche. 

A Shefeld thwitel bare he in his hofe : 

Round was his face, aad camufe was his nple ; 

As pilled as an ape was his tkull : 

He wasa market-beter at the full. 

‘Ther dorfte no wight hond upon him legge, 

That he ne fwore he thuld anon abegge. 

A thefe he was forfoth of corne and mele, 

And thata flie, and ufant for to Mele : 

His name was hoten Deinous Simekin +. 

A wif he hadde comen of noble kin : 

aLbe perfon of the toun hire father was: 

‘With hire he yaf ful many a panne of bras 

For that Sisnkin fhuld in his blood allie : 

She was yfoftered in a nonnerie ; 

For Simkin wolde no wif, as he fayde, 

But the were wel ynourifhed and a mayde, 

‘To faven his eftat of yemanrie : 

And fhe was proud and pert as is a pie. 

A ful faire fight was it apon hem two. 

Oh holy dayes beforne hire wold he go 

‘With his tipet ybounde abont his hed, 

And the came after in a gite of red, 

And Simkin hadde hofen of the fame. 

‘Ther dorfte.ne-wight clepen her but Dame : 


* Denyfe Simkin, the miller of Trompington, deceiveth 
two clarkes of Solier’s hall in Cambridge if Realing their 
‘orn, but they fe manaye their mattere that they revenge 
the weang to the full. ‘This Tale is imitated from Baccace, 
Novel the 6th, Day the gth.---This you may pate over if 
you pleafe. Urry. 

+ itis name was Simon, of which Simekin is thedimi- 
nutive, and from his cifdainful infolent mant-rs he had 
acquired the (urname of Deinous, jull #6 Nickolas, in the 
former tale, was cleped Hendy trom the very oppofite be- 
haviour. A great number of our furnames liave been 
derived from qualitics of the mind, and it js reafonable 
fo fappote that at the beginning tey wete merely per- 
fonal, like what we cal) nicknames, It is probable that 
the ufe of hereditary furnames was no: even in Chaucer's 
tune fully eftablihed smong the lower claties of people, 


Was non fo hardy, that went by the way, 
That with hire dorfte rage or ones play, 
But if he wolde be flain of Simikin 
With pavade, or with knif or bodekin ; 
(For jalous folk ben perilous evermo, 
Algate they wold hir wives wenden fo.) 
And eke, for fhe was fomdel {motérlich, 
She was as digne as watet in a dich, 
And al fo ful of hoker and of bifmare,. 
Hire thoughte that a ladie fhuld hire fpire, 
What for hire kiarede and hire nortelrie 
That fhe had lerned in the nonnerie. 
A doughter hadden they betwix hem two 
Of twenty yere, withouten any mo, 
Saving a child that was of half yere age; 
In cradle it lay, and was a propre page, 
is wenche thicke and wel ygrowen was; 
With camufe nofe ahd'eyen grey a8 glass , 
With buttokes brode, and breftes round and. Rfty 
But right faire was hir here, I wol not lie: 
‘The perfon of the toun, for fle was faire; 
In purpos was to maken hire his haire 
Both of his catel and of his tnefuage, 
And ftrange he made it of hire mariage, 
His purpos was for to beftow hire hie 
Into fome worthy blood of anceftrie, 
For holy chirches good mote ben defpended 
On holy chirches blood that is defcended ; 
Therfore he wolde his holy blood honotre 
Though that he holy chirche fhuld devoure. 
Gret foken hath this miller out of doute 
With whete and malt of all the land aboute, 
And namely ther was a gret college 
Men clep the Soler hail at Cantebrege, 
‘Ther was hir whete and eke hir malte ygrouna, 
And on a day it happed in a ftonnd 
Sike lay the manciple on a maladie, 
Men werjen witly that he thulde dic ; 
For which this miller ftale both mele and corn 
An hundred times more than beforn, 
For therbeforn he ftale but curteifly, 
But now he was a thefe outrageoufly, 
For which the wardein chidde and made fare, 
But therof fet the miller not a tare ; 
He craked boft, and fwore it n’as not fo, 
Than were ther yonge poure {colores two 
That dwelten in the halle of which I fay; 


"Feftif they were, and luity for to play, 
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And only for hir mirth and revelrie 
“Upon the wardein befily they crie 
"Yo yeve hem Yeve but a little Round 
‘To gon to mille and feen hir corn yground ; 
And hardily they dorften lay hir necke 
‘The miller fhuld not ftele’ hem half a pecke 
Of corn‘by fleighte, ne by force him reve. 
And at the laft the wardein yave hem leve. 
Jokn highte that on, and Alein highte that other ; 
Of a toun were they born that highte Strother, 
Fer in the north, I cannot tellen where. 
This Alein maketh redy all his gere, 
Aud on a hors the fak ke caft anon : 
.Forth goth Alein the clerk, and alfo John, 
“With good {werd and with bokeler by hir fide. 
‘John knew the way, him neded not no guide, 
And at the mille the fak adoun he Jaith. 
Alein {pake firft; All haite, Simond, in faith, 
, Bow fares thy faire daughter and thy wif? 
Alein, welcome (quod Simkin), by my lif, 
And John alfo. How now, what do ye here ? 
By God, Simond (quod John), nede has no pere ; 
“Him behoves ferve himfelt that has na fwain, 
$Qr elles he is a fool, as elerkes faim, 
Our manciple } hope he wol be ded, 
Swawerkes ay the wanges in his hed ¢ 
And therfore is I come, and eke Alein, 
‘To grind our corn and cary it hame agein; 
TE pray you {pede us henew that ye may. 
“It thal be don (qued Simkin) by my fay. 
‘What wol ye den while that, it is in hand? 
“By God, right by the hopper wol T ftand, 
(Qued John) and feen how that the corn gas in 5 
‘Yet faw I never by my fader kin 
"How that the hopper wagges til and fra. 
Alein anfwered, John, and wolt thou fwa? 
Than woll be benethe by my croun, 
And fee how that the meje falles adoun 
In til the trogh; that fhal be my difport ; 
For, John, in faith } may ben of your fort : 
Tis as ill a miller as is ye. 
> This miller fmiled at hir nicetee, 
And thought all this n’is don but for a wile. 
“They wenen that no man may hem hegile, 
But by my thrift yet thal I blere hir cic 
For ail the fleighte in hir philofophie. 
‘fhe more queinte knakkes that they make, 
‘The more wol I ftele whan that I take. 
‘JA fede of four yet wol I yeve hemi bren. 
he yeretedt kes ben not the wifeft men, 
As whilem to the wolf thus fpake the mare : 
Of all hir art ne count I not a ture. 
Out at the dore ne geth ful prively 
AVhan that‘he faw his time foftely. 
We loketh up and doun, til he hath found 
‘The clerkes hors ther as he flood ybound 
Behind the mille under a levefcll, 
«And to the hors he goth him faire and well, 
‘And firipeth of the bridel right anon. 
> And whan the hors was aus he gan to gon 
Toward-the fen ther wilde mares renne, 
‘And fosth with wehee thurgh thick and thine. 
This miller goth azain, no word he faid, 
But doth his note, and with these clerkcs plaid, 
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‘Till that hir corn was faire and wel ygroand, 
And whan the mele is facked and ybound, 
This John goth out and fint his hors away, 
And gan to crie Harow and wala wa! 
‘Our hers is lot: Alein, for Goddes banes 
Step on thy feet; come of, man, al at ane: 
Alas! our wardcin has his palfrey torn, 
‘This Alein al forgat both mele and corn; 
AS was ent of his mind his hufbandrie + 
What, whilke way is he gon? he gan to ctic. 
‘The wif came Jeping inward at a renne ; 
She fayd, Alas! youre hors gota to the fenne 
With Wilde mares as faft as he may go. 
Unthank come on his hand that bond him fo, 
And he that better thuld have knit the rein. 
Alas! Jehn) Alein, for Criftes pei 
Lay doun thy fweord, and ¥ thal min alfwa; + 
Lis ful wight, God wate, as isa ra. A 
By Goddes faule he thal! not feape us bathe. 
Why ne kad thou put the capel in the lathe ? 
Aicin, by God thou is a fonme. 
fely clerkes han ful faft yronne 
‘Toward the fen, bothe Alcin and eke John; 
And whan the muller faw that they were gort 
He half a bufhe} of hir flour hath take, 
And bad his wif go knedc it in a cake. 
He fayd, f trow the clerkes were aferde : 
Yet cana nviler make a clerkes berde 
For all his art. Ye, let hem gon hir way. 
Lo wher they gon. Ye, let the children play 7 
They get him not fo tightly by my croun. 
hefe fely clerkes rennen up and doun 
With Kepe, kepe ; Stand, ftand; joffa, warderere, 
Ga whiitle thou, and I fhal kepe him here. 
Bat thortJy, till that it was veray night 
y conde not, though they did alt hir might, 
capel catch, he ran alway fo faft, 
Til in a diche they caught him at the lat. 
Wery and wet,as beftes in the rain, . 
Cometh fely Fohn, and with him cometh Alein, 
Als (quod John) the day that 5 was borne ! 
Now are we driven til hething and til feorne. 
Our corn is ftolnc, men wol us founes calle, 
Both the wardein and eke our felawes alle, 
And namely the miller, wala wa! 
‘Thus plaineth John as he goth by the way 
‘Toward the mille, and Bayard in his hond, 
‘The miller fitting by the fire he fond, 
For it was night, and forther might they nought, 
Bat for the love of God they him befought 
Of herberwe and of efe,as for hir perry. 
"The miller faide agen, If ther be any, 
Swiche as it is yet fhail ye have your part. 
Myn houfe is Rreit, but ye have lerned art ; 
Ye can by arguments maken a place 
A mile brode of twenty foot of fpace. 
Lat fee now if this place may fullice, 
Or 1uke it roume with {peche, as is youn gife. 
Now, Simond (faid this John), by Seint Cuthber@ 
Ay is thou mery, and that is faire.anfwerd. 
Ihave herd fay man fal take of twa thinges, 
Slike as he findes, or ilike as he bringes, 
But fpecialty J pray thee, hofte dere, : 
Gar us have mete and drinke, and make us chere, 
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And we fal paien trewely at the full: 
‘With empty hand men may na haukes tall, 
Ro here our filver redy for to fpend. 
Vhismniler to the toun his doughter fend 
For ale and bred, and rofted hem a goos, 
And bond hir hors he fhuld no more go loos, 
And in his owen chambre hem made a bedde, 
With thetes and with chalons faire yipredde, 
Nat from his owen bed ten foot er twelve : 
“His doughter had a bed all by hire folve, 
Right in the fame chambre by and by: 
As mighte be no bet, and caute why, 
Ther was no roumer herberwe in the place 
‘They foupen, and they fpcken of fulace, 
+ And grinken ever ftrong ale at the heft. 
Abouten midnight wente they to reit, 

Wel hath this miller vernifhed his hed, 
--Ryl pale he was, for-dronken, and nought red, 
He yoxeth, and he fpeketh thurgh the nofe, 

As"e were oa the quakke or on the pofe. 
‘To bed he goth, and with him goth his wif; 
As any jay fhelight was and jolt; 

So was hire joly whittle wel ywette, 

The cradel at hire beddes feet was fette 

To rocken, and to yeve the child to fouke. 


a\nd whan that dronken was all in the crouke - 


‘To bedde went the doughter right anon, 
‘To bedde goth Alein and alfo John. 
‘Ther n’us no more; nedeth hem no dwale. 
‘This miller hath fo wifly bibbed ale, 
‘That as an hors he fuorteth in his flepe, 
Ne of his tail behind he toke no kepe. 
His wif bare him a burdona ful trong, 
Men might hir routing heren a furlong, 
‘Nhe wenche routcth eke par compagnie, 

Alvin the clerk, that herd this melodie, 
Fe poketh John, and fayde, Slepeft thou ? 
Herdeit thou ever ilike a fong er now? 
Lo whilke a complin is ymeli hem alle ‘ 
A wilde fire upon hir bodies falle, 
Wha herkned ever flike a ferly thing ? 
Ye, they fhall have the our of yvel 
‘This lange night ther tides me no 1 
But yct na force, «Hl that be for the bette. 

« Fer, John (fayd he), as ever mote I thrive, 
Ifthat T may yon wenche wol I fwive. 
Som cfement has lawe yfbapen us; 

For, John, ther is a lawe that faieth thus, 
That if a mann o point be agreved 
‘That in another the fhal be releved, 
Our corn is ftolae, futhly it is na nay, 
And we han had an yvel fit to-day ; 
And fin I thal have nan amendement 
Again my loffe I wol have an efement : 
By Goddes faule it thal nan other be, 

This John anfwered, Alcin, avife thee; 
The miller is a perilous man, he Sayde, 
And if that he out of his {lope abraide, 

He mighte don us bathe a vilanie, 

Alcin anfwered, I count him nat a flie. 
And up he rift, and by the wenche he crept. 
This wenche lay upright, and fafte flept, 
Tilhe fo nigh was, er the might efpie, 
phat it had ben to jute for te crie: 

















And fhortly for to fay, they were at on, 

Now play Alein, for I wo} fpeke of John. 
‘This John lith ftill a furlong way or tyes 

And to himfelf he maketh ronth and wo. 

Alas ! (quod he) this is « wicked jape 3 

Now nay I fay that Lis bur an ape. 

Yet has my felaw fomwhat for his harme; 

He has the millers doughter in his‘arme : 

He auntred him, and hath his nedes fpedde, 

And I lie asa draf fak in my bedde ; 

And whan this jape is tald another day 

I thal be hulden a daffe ora cokenay + 

Iwol acile and auntre it by my fay: 

Unhardy is untely, thus men fay. 
And up he rofe, and foftcly he went 

Unto the cradel, and in his hand it hent, 

And bare it foft unto his beddes fete, 

Sone after this the wif hire routing lete, 

And gan awake, and went hire out to pifle, 

And came again, and gan the cradel miffe, 

And groped here and ther, but fhe fond none 

Alas (quod the) ! I had almoft mifgon 

Thad almoft gon to the clerkes bedde: 

Ey benedicite! than had I foule yipedde. 

And forth the goth til the the cradel fond. - 

She gropeth alway forther with hire hond, 

And fond the bed, and thoughte nat but good, 

Becaufe that the cradel by it flood, . 

And n’ifte wher the was, for it was derk, 

But faire and wel the crept in by the clerk, * 

And lith ful (till, and wold han caught a flepe. 

Within 2 while this John the clerk up lepe, 

And on this goode wif he laseth on fore; 

So mery a fit ne had the nat ful yore: 

He priketh hard and depe as he were mad. - 
‘This joly Jif han thefe two clerkes lad 

‘Til that the thridde cok began to fing. 

Alcin wex werie in the morwening, 

For he had fwonken all the longe night, 

And fayd, Farewel, Malkin, my fwete wight : 

The day is come, I may no longer bide, : 

But evermo wher fo I go or ride 

J is thin awen clerk, fo have I hele, 

Now, dere lemman, quod fhe, §9, tarewele; 

Bat or thou go, o thing J wol thee tell. 

Whan that thou wendeft homeward by the mef, 

Right at the entree of the dore behind 

Thou fhalt a cake of halfa buthelaled 

‘That was ymaked of thin ower 

Which that I halpe my fader for to-Mele : 

And, googe lemman, God thee fave and kepe. 

And with that word the gan almoft to wepe, 
Alein upriit, and thought er that it daw, 

I wol go crepen in by my felaw ; 

And fond the cradel at his hand anon. 

By God, thought he, ai] wrang I have mifgon: 

My hed is tottie of my {wink to night, 


| That maketh me that I go nat aright. 


I wot wel by the cradel I haye milgo; 

Here lith the miller and his wif-aifo. 

And forth he goth a twenty divel way i 

Unto the bed, ther as the miller lay. 

He wend have cropen by his felaw John, 

And by the miller in he crept anon. 
C ij 
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And Pay ke him by the nckke, and gan him fhake,} And grafpeth by the walles to and fro 
5 


And fayd, ‘(hou John, thou fwinethed, awake 

For Criftes faule,and here a noble game; 

For by that Jord that called is Seint Jame, 

As [have thries as in this fhort night 

Swived the millers doughter bolt upright 

While thou hat as a coward ben agait. 

Ye, falfe harlot, quod the miller, haft? 

A, falfe traitour, falfe clerk (quod he), 

Thou thalt be ded by Goddes dignitee, 

‘Who dorfte be fo bold to difparage 

‘My doaghter, that is come of fwiche linage. 

‘And by the throte-bolle he caught Alein, 

And he him hent defpitoufly again, 

And on the nofe he {mote him with his fit ; 

Doun ran the blody ftreme upon his breft : 

And in the fore with nofe and mouth to-broke 

‘They walwe, as don two pigges in a poke. 

And up they gon, and doun again anon, 

Til that the miller fporned at a fton, 

And doun he fel! backward upon his wif, 

That wifte nothing of this nice ftrif: 

For fhe was fall aflepe a litel wight 

‘With John the clerk, that waked had all night, 

And with the fall out of hire flepe the braide. ° 

Helpe, holy crofs of Bromeholme! (fhe fayde) 

In manus tuas, Lord, to thee 1 call. 

Awake, Simond, the fend is on me fall; 

‘Myn herte is broken; helpe; I n’am but ded; 
her Jith on up my wombe and up myn hed; 
lelpe, Simkin, for the falfe clerkes fight. 

‘hid John ftert up as fait as ever he might, 


To find a ftaf, and fhe ftert up alfo, 

And knew the eftres bet than did this John, 
And by the wall fhe toke a ftaf anon, —~ 
And faw a litel fhemering of a light, 

For at an hole in fhone the mone bright, 
And by that light fhe faw hem bothe two, 
But fikerly the n’ifte who was who, 

But as the faw a white thing in hire eye 5 
‘And whan fhe gan this white thing efpie 

She wend the clerk had wered a volupere, 
And with the ftaf the drow ay nere and nere, 
And wend han hit this Alein atte full, 

And fmote the miller on the pilled fkull, 
That doun he goth, and cried, Harrow! ] die. 
Thife clerkes bete him wel, and let him lie, 
And greithen hem, and take hir hors anon, 
And eke hir mele, and on hir way they gon; 
And at the mille dore eke they toke hir cake 
Of half a bufhel flour ful wel ybake. 

Thus is the proude miller wel ybette, 
And hath yloft the grinding of the whete, 
And paid for the fouper every del 
Of Alein and of John that bete him wel ; 
His wif is fwived and his.doughter als; 

Lo, fwiche it is a miller to be fals : 

And therfore this proverb is fayd ful forh, 
Him thar not winnen wel that evil doth ; 
A gilour thal himfelf begiled be; 

And God, that fiteth hie in mageftee, 
Save all this compagnie gret and fmale, 
Thus have | quit the miller in my Tale, 
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Tux Coke of London, while the Reve Ipake, 
Eor joye (him thought) he clawed him on the bak : 
At ha (quod he) for Criftes paffion, 
‘This miller had a fharpe conclufion 
Upon this argument of herbergage, 
‘Wel fayde Salomon in his langage 
Ne bring not évery man into thin hous, 
For herberwing by night is perilous. 
‘Wel ought a man avifed for to be 
‘Whom that he brought into his privetee. 
1 pray to God fa yeve me forwe and care 
If ever, fithen I highte Hodge of Ware, 
Herd Ua miller bet yfette a-werk ; 
He had a jape of malice in the devk. 

But God forbede that we ftinten bere, 
And therfore if ye vouchen fauf to here 
A Tale of me that am a poure man 
1 wal you tell as wel as ever I sa): 
A litel jape that fell in our citee. 

Our Hofte anfwerd and fayde, 1 grant it thee : 


PROLOGUE, 


Now tell on, Roger, and loke that it be goods. 

For many a paftee haft thou letten.blood, 

And many a Jacke of Dover haft thou fold 

That hath been twies hot and twies cold’: 

Of many a pilgrim haft thou Criftes curfe, 

For of thy perfelee yet fare they the werfe, 

‘That they han eten in thy ftoble goos,  ~ 

For in thy fhop goth many a flie loos, 

Now tell on, gentil Roger by thy name, 

But yet I pray thee be not wrath for game s 

A man may fay ful foth in game and play. 
Thou fayit fui foth, quod Roger, by my-fay 5 

Bur foth play guade /pel, as the Fleming faith, 

And therfore, Herry Bailly, by thy faith 

Be thou not wroth, or we departen here, 

‘Though that my Tale be of an hoftelere-: 

Bur natheles, 1 wol not telle it yet, 

But er we part ywis thou fhalt be quit. 

And therwithal he lough and made chere 

And fayd his Tale,as ye thal after here. 








THE COK 


A Prentis whilom dwelt in our citee, 
" And of a craft of vitaillers was he: 
illard he was as goldfinch in the fhawe, 
Bronne as a bery, a propre fhort felawe, 
With lokkes blake kembed ful fetifly : 
Dancen he coude fo wel and jolily, 
‘That he was cleped Perkin Revelour: 
He was as ful of love and paramour 
As is the hive ful of honey fwete ; 
‘Wel was the wenche with him mighte mete, 


¥ The defeription of an unthrifty prentice given to di-e, 

women, and wine, watiing thereby his matter’s goods, and 
urchafing to himfeli Newgate. Ihe motl part of this Tale 
lott, or ever finithed by Lie Author, 





ES TALE*. 


At every bridale would he fing and hoppe ; 
He loved bet the taverne than the fhoppe; 
Yor whan ther any riding was in Chepe 
Out of the fhoppe thider wold he lepe, 

And til that he had all the fight yfein, 

And danced wel, he wold not come agein ; 
And gadred him a meinie of his fort 

Tohoppe and fing, and maken {wiche difport 5. 
And ther they fetten fteven for to mete 

To plain at the dice in fwiche a ftrete ; 

For in the Toun ne was ther no prentis 

‘That fairer coude cafte a pair of dis 

"Than Perkin coudce, and thereto he was fre 

Of bis difpence, in place of privetee 5 
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“That fond his maifter wel in his chaffere, 

For often time he fond his box ful bare. 
For {othly a prentis, a revelour, 

‘That haunteth dis, riot and paramour, 

His maifter fhal it in his thoppe abie, 

Al have he no part of the minftralcie; 

Bor theft and riot they ben convertible, 

Al can they play on giterne or ribible. 

Revel and trouth, as in a low degree, 


They ben ful wroth al] day, as men may fee, 


"This joly prentis with his maifter abode, 
'Til he was ncigh out of his prentifhode, 
Al were he fnibbed bothe erly and late, 
And fomtime lad with revel to Newgate : 
But at the laft his maifter him bethought, 
Upon a day whan he his paper fought, 

a proverbe that faith this fame word, 
Wel bet is roten appel out of ford 


Than that it rote afle the remenant + 
So fareth it by a riotous fervant ; 
It is wel laffe harm to let him pace 
‘Than he fhende all the fervants in the place ; 
Therfore his maifter yaf him a quittcuce, 
And bad him go, with forwe and with mefchance, 
And thus this joly prentis had his leve : 
Now let him riot all the night or leve. 

And for ther n’ie no thefe without a louke 
That helpeth him to waften and to fouke 
Of that he briben can or borwe may, 
Anon he fent his bed and his array 
Unto a compere of his owen fort 
That loved dis, and riot, and difport, 
And had a wif that held for countenance. 
A fhoppe, and {wived for hire fuftenance. ~ 
Cr 
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THE MAN OF LAWES PROLOGUE. 


@vn Hefte faw wel that the brighte fonne 
‘The ark of his artificial day had ronne 

‘The fourthe part and half an houre and mores 
And though he were not depe expert in lore, 
He wifte it was the eighte-and-twenty day 
Of April, that is meflager to May, 

And faw wel that the fhadow of every tree 
‘Was as in lengthe of the fame quantitce 

"That was the body eredt that caufed it, 

And therfore by the fhadow he toke his wit 


‘That Phebus, which that fhone fo clere and bright, 


Degrees was five-and-forty clombe on hight ; 

And for that day, asin that latitude, 

Tt was ten of the clok he gan conclude, 

And fodenly he plight his hors aboute. 
Lordings, quod he, 1 warne you all this route 

‘The fourthe partie of this day is gon: 

Now for the love of God and of Seint John 

Lefeth no time, as ferforth as ye may. 

-Lordings, the time it wafteth night and day, 

And fteleth from us, what prively fleping, 

* And what thurgh negligence in our waking, 
As doth the ftreme, that turneth never again, 
Defcending fro the montagne into a plain, 
‘Wel can Senck and many a philofophre 
Bewailen time more than gold in coffre; 

For loffe of catel may recovered be, 
But loffe of time thendeth us, quod he. 
Tt wol not-come again withouten drede, 
No more than wol Malkins maidenhede 
‘When fhe hath loft it in hire wantonneffe : 
Let us not moulen thus in idlencffe. 
Sire Man of Lawe, quod he, fo have ye blis, 
‘Tel us a Tale anon, as forword is. 
¥e ben fubmitted thurgh your free affent 
‘To ftonde in this cas at my jugement. 
Acquitteth you now, and holdeth your beheft; 
~Thag have ye don your devoir at the left. 
Hits, quod he, de par diewx jeo affente, 
‘To breken forword is not min entente. 
Behett is dette, and 1 wold hold it fayn 
All my behett, I can no better fayn. 
For {wiche lawe as man yeveth another wight 
He fhuld himfelven ufen it by right. 
‘Thus wol our text; but natheles certain 
1 can right now no thrifty Tale fain, 
But Chaucer (though he can but lewdely 
©n metres and on riming craftily) 
Hath fayd hem‘in fwiche Enghfh as he can 
Of olde time, as knoweth many a man; 


And if he have not fayd hem, leve brother, , 

In o book, he hath fayd hem in another : 

For he hath told of lovers up and doun 

Mo than Ovide made of mentioun 

In his Epifolis, that ben ful olde. 

What fhuld | tellen hem fin they ben tolde ? 

In youthe he made of Ceyes and Alcyon, ° 

And fithen hath he {poke of everich on 

‘Thife noble wives, and thife lovers eke, 

Who fo that wol his large volume feke 

Cieped The Seintes Legende of Cupide + 

Ther may he fe the large woundes wide 

Of Lucrece, and of Babylon Thifbe; 

The fwerd of Dido for the falfe Enee ; 

The tree of Phillis for hire Demophon ; 

‘The plaint of Deianire and Hermion, 

Of Adriane and Yfiphilee ; 

The barreine ile ftonding in the fee ; 

The dreint Leandre for his fayre Hero; 

The teres of Heleine, and eke the we 

Of Brilvide and of Ladomia ; 

The crueltee of thee, Quene Medea, 

Thy litel children hanging by the hals 

For thy Jafon, that was of Jove fo fals: 

O Hipermeftra, Penelope, Alcefte ! 

Your wif hood he commendeth with the befte. 
But certainly no word ne writeth he 

Of thilke, wicke enfample of Canace, 

‘That loved hire owen brother finfully ; 

(OF all fwiche curfed ftories I fay Fy) 

Or elles of Tyrius Appolonious, 

How that the curfed king Antiochus 

Berafte his doughter of hire maidenhede, 

That is fo horrible a tale for to rede, 

Whan he hire threw upon the pavemeht. 

And therfore he of fal avifement 

N’old never write in non of his fermons 

Of fwiche unkinde abhominations : 

Ne I wol non reherfe, if that I may, 

But of my Tale how thal I don this day? 

Me were loth to be fikened douteles 

To Mufes that men clepe Pierides, 

( Metumorphofeos wrote what 1 mene) 

But natheles I recche not a bene 

‘Though I come after him with hawebake; 

I {peke in profe, and let him rimes make, 

Aad with that word he witha fobre chere 

Began his Tale, and fayde as ye fhull here. 
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O scarurvt harm, condition of poverte, 


Sojourned han thefe marchants in that toun 


With thirft, with cold, with hunger, fo confounded, } A certain time, as fell to hir plefance : 


'To aiken helpe thee fhameth in thine herte, 

If thou non afk, fo fore art thou ywounded, 

"That veray nede unwrappeth al thy wound hid, 

‘Maugre thin hed thou moft for indigence 

Or {tele or begge, or borwe thy difpence. 
‘Thon blamett Crift, and fayft ful bitterly, 

He mifdeparteth richefle temporal ; 

-'Thy neighebour thou witett finfully, 

And fayft thou haft to litel and he hath all: 

Parfay (ayn thou) fometime he reken fhall, 

‘Whan that his tayl thal brennen in the glede, 

For he nought helpeth needful in hir nede. 
Herken what is the fentence of the wife, 

Bet isto dien than have indigence, 

‘Thy felve neighebour wol thee defpife ; 

If thou be poure farewel thy reverence. 

Yet of the wife man take this fentence, 

Alle the dayes of poure men ben wicke; 

Beware therfore or thou come to that pricke, 
If thou be poure, thy brother hateth thee, 

And ail thy frendes fleen fro thee, alas! 

O riche marchants! ful of wele ben ye, 

© noble, o prudent folk! as in this cas, 

Your bagges ben not filled with ambes as, 

But with fis cink, that renneth for your chance ; 

At Criftenmaffe mery may ye dance. 
Ye feken lond and {ee for your winninges ; 

As wife folk ye knowen all th’ eftat 

Of regnes,; ye ben fathers of tidinges 

And tales both of pees and of debat ; 

I were right now of tales dcfolat, 

N’ere that a marchant, gon is many a yere, 

Me taught a ‘Tale which that ye fhull here. 
In Surrie whilom. dwelt a compagnie 

Of chapmen rich, and therto fad and trewe, 

‘That wide were fenten hir {picerie, 

Clothes of gold, and fatins riche of hewe : 

Hir chaffare was fo thrifty and fo newe, 

‘That every wight hath deintee to chaffare 

‘With hem, and eke to fellen hem hir ware, 
Now fell it that the maifters of that fort 

Han fhapen hem to Rome for to wende, 

Were it for chapmanhood or for difport, 

Non other meflage wolde they thider fende, 

But comen hemfelf to Rome, this is the ende; 

And in fwiche place as thought hem avantege 

For hir entente they taken hir herbergage. 


And fo befell that the excellent renoun ‘ 

Of the emperoures doughter, Dame Cuftance, 

Reported was with every circumftance 

Unto thefe Surrien marchants in fwiche wife 

Fro day to day as I fhall you devife. 
‘This was the commun vois of every man: 

Our emperour of Rome, God him fe, 

A doughter hath that fin the world began, 

To recken as wel hire goodnefle as beautc, . 

N’as never fwiche another as is the; 

I pray to God in honour hire fuftene, 

Aud wold fhe were of all Europe the quene. 
In hire is high beaute withouten pride, 

Youthe withouten, grenehed or folie 

To all hire werkes vertue is hire guide ; 

Humbleffe hath flaien in hire tyrannie : 

She is mirrour of alle curtefie, 

Hire herte is veray chambre of holineffe, 

Hire hond miniftre of fredom for almefie.. 
And al this vois was foth, as God is trewe ; 

But now to purpos let us turne agein. 

Thefe marchaats han don fraught hir fhippes newe, 

And whan they han this blisful maiden fein 

Home to Surrie ben they went ful fayn, 

And don hir nedes, as they han don yore, 

And liven in wele; I can fay you no more. 
Now fell it that thefe marchants ftood in grace 

Of him that was the Soudan of Surrie; r 

For whan they came from any ftrange place 

He wold of his benigne-curtefie 

Make hem good ehere, and befily efpic 

Tidings of fundry regnes, for to lere 

‘The wonders that they mighte feen or here. 
Amonges other thinges fpecially 

Thefe marchants han him told of Dame Cuftancg. 

So grct nobleffe, in erneft ferioutly, 

‘That this Soudan hath caught fo gret plefance 

To han hire figure in his remembrance, 

That all his luft and all his befy cure 

‘Was for to love hire while his lif may dure, 
Paraventure in thilke Jarge book | 

Which that men clepe the Hever ywritten was 

With fterres, whan that he his birthe took, 

"That he for love fhuld han his deth, alas! 

Bor in the fterres, clerer than is gias, 

Is writen, God wot, who fe coud it rede, 


The deth of every man withouten dregs, 
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In fterres many a winter therbeforn 
Was writ the deth of Heétor, Achilles, 

OF Pompey, Julius, or they were born ; 
The ftriof Thebes, and of Hercules, 

Of Sampfon, ‘:urnus, and of Socrates 

‘The deth; but mennes wittes ben fo dull 
‘That no wight can wel rede it at the full. 

‘This Soudan for his prive councel fent, 

And thortly of this matere for to pace, 
Tie hath to hem declared his entent, 
And fayd hem certain, but he might have grace 
To han Cuftance, within a litel {pace 
He n’as but ded, and charged hem in hie 
To fhapen for his lif {om remedie. 

_ Diverfe men diverfe things faiden ; 
They afyumentes caften up and doun ; 
Many a fubtil refon forth they laiden ; 
‘They fpeken of magike and abufion ; 
But finally, as in conclufion, 

‘They cannot feen in that non avantage, 
Ne in non other way fave mariage. 

Than faw they therein fwiche difficultee 
By way of refon, for to {peke all plain, 
Becaufe ther was fwiche diverfitee 
Betwene hir bothe lawes, that they fayn 
‘They trowen that no Criften prince wold ‘fayn 
Wedden his childe under our law {wete, 


‘That us was yeven by Mahound our prophete. - 


And he anfwered, Rather than I lefe 
Cuftance I wol be criftened doubteles : 
I mote bes hires, I may non other chefe, 
J pray you hold your arguments in pees; 
Saveth my lif, and beth not reccheles 
‘To geten hire that hath my life in’ cure, 
+ For in this wo J may not long endure. 
. What nedeth greter dilatation ? 
1 fay by tretife and ambaffatric, 
And by the Popes mediatioun, 
And all the chirche, and all the chevalrie, 
‘That in deftruction of Maumetric, 
And in encrefe of Criftes lawe dere, 
‘They ben accorded fo as ye may here: 
How that the Soudan and his baronage, 
And all his lieges, fhuld ycriftened be, 
And he fhal han Cuftance in mariage, 
And certain gold, I n’ot what quantitee, 
And hereto finden fuffifant furetee. 
‘The fame accord is fworfte on eyther fide 5 
Now, fair Cuftance, almighty God thee gide. 
Now wolden fom men waiten, as I gefle, 
‘That 1 fhuld tellen all the purveiance 
‘The which that the Emperour of his nobleffe 
“fiech fhapen for his doughter Dame Cuftance. 
‘Wel may men know that fo gret ordinance 
‘May no man tellen in a titel claufe 
As was arraied for fo high a caufe. 
Bifhopes ben-fhapen with hire for to wende, 
Lordes, ladies, and knightes of renoun, 
And other folk ynow ; this is the end’: 
And notified is thurghout all: the toun 
‘That every wight with gret devotioun 
Should prayen Crift that he this mariage 
Keceive in gree, and {pede this viage, 
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‘The day is comen of hire departing, 
I fay the woful day fatal is come 
‘That ther may be no longer tarying, 
But forward they hem dreffen all and fome, 
Cuftance, that was with forwe all overcome, 
Ful pale arift, and dreffeth hire to wende, 
For wel fhe feth ther n’is non other ende. 
Alds! what wander is it though the wept, 
‘That fhal be fent to ftrange nation * 
Fro frendes that fo tendrely hire kept, 
And to be bounde under fubjedtion 
Of on fhe knoweth not his condition ? 
Honfbondes ben all good, and han ben yore, 
That knowen wives, I dare fay no more, 
Fader, (fhe faid) thy wretched child Cuftancey 
Thy yonge doughter, foftered up fo foft, ~ 
And ye, my moder, my foveraine plefance 
Over all thing, (out taken Crift on. loft) 
Cuftance your child hire recommendeth oft 
Unto your grace, for I thal to Surrie, 
Ne shal I never feen you more with eye. 
Alas! unto the Barbare nation 
I mutte gon, fin'that it is your will ; 
But Crift, that ftarfe for our rede: 
So yeve me grace his heftes to fulfill, 
I wretched woman no force though I pill : 
Women are borne to thraldom and penance, 
And to ben under mannes governance. 
I trow at Troye whan Pirrus brake the walf 
Or Ilion brent, or Thebes the citee, 
Ne at Rome for the harm thurgh Hannibal, 
That Romans hath venquefhed times three, 
N’as herd fwiche tendre weping for pitee 
As in the chambre was for hire parting; 
But forth fhe mote wheder she wepe or fing. 
O firfte moving cruel firmament! 
With thy diurnal fwegh that croudeft ay, 
And burtleft all from eft til occident, 
‘That naturally wold hold another way, 
Thy crouding fet the heven in fwiche array 
At the beginning of this fierce viage 
That cruel Mars hath flain this marriege, 
Infortunat afcendent tortuous, 
Of which the lord is helpeles fall, alas! 
Out of his angle into the derkeft hous, 
O Mars, o Atyzar! as in this cas; 
O feble Mone! unhappy ben thy pas, 
‘Thou knitteft thee ther, thou art not received, 
Ther thou were wel fro thennes art then *weived 
Imprudent Emperour of Rome, alas! 
‘Was ther no philofophre in al thy toun ? 
Is no time det than other in fwiche cast 
Of vidge is ther non electioun, 
Namely to folk of high conditioun, 
Nat whan a rote is of a birth ,yknowe ? 
Alas! we ben to lewed or to flow. 
To thip ie brought this woful faire maid 
Solempnely,.with, every circumftance : 
Now Jefu Crift be with you all, the faid, 
Ther n’is no more, but Farewel, fair Cuftance, 
She peineth hire to make good countenance ; 
And forth I ict hire fayle in this manere, 
And turne I wel againe to my maters. 
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‘The mother of Soudan, well of vices, 
Ffpied hath hire fones plein cntente, 
How he wol lete his old facrifices ; 
And right anon fhe for her confeil fente, 
And they ben comen to know what fhe mente; 
And whan affembled was this folk in fere, 
She fet hire doun, and fayd as ye fhul here: 
Laordes, (the fayd) ye known everich on 
How that my fone in point is for to lete. 
The holy jawes of our Alkaron, 
Yeven by Goddes Meifager Mahomete ; 
But on avow to grete God I hete, 
"The Sif thal rather out of my body fterte 
‘Than Mahometes lawe out of myn herte. 
What fhuld us tiden of this newe lawe 
But thraldom to our bodies and penance, 
And afterward in helle to ben drawe, 
For we reneied Mahound our creance? 
Bat, Lordes, wol ye maken affurance, 
AsI thal fay, affenting to my lore? 
And I thal make us fauf for evermore. 
They {woren and aflented every man 
To live with hire and die, and by hire ftond ; 
And everich on, in the beft wife he can, 
To ftrengthen hire fal all his frendes fond, 
And fhe hath this emprife ytaken in hond 
Which ye fhull heren that I thal devife, 
And to hem all the {pake right in this wife. 
We fhul firft fein us Criftendom to take 5 
Cold water {hal not greve us but a lite ; 
And I fhal fwiche a fefte and reve! make 
‘That, as 1 trow, I fhal the Sdudan quite : 
For tho his wif be criftened never fo white 
She fhal have nede to wath away the rede 
‘Though fhe a font of water with hire lede. 
O Soudanneffe! rote of iniquitee, 
‘Virago thou Semyramee the fecond, 
O ferpent under femininitee, 
Like to the ferpent depe in helle ybound, 
© feined woman ! all that may confound 
“Wertue and innocence, thurgh thy malice 
as bred im thee, an neft of every vice. 
O Sathan envious! ‘fin thilke day 
“That thou were chafed from our heritage, 
‘Wel knowett thou to woman the olde way : 
‘Thou made? Eva bring as in fervage, 
“Fhou wolt fordon this Criften maria 
‘Thin inftrument fo (wala wa the while‘) 
Make thou of women whan thou wolt begile. 





‘This Soudanneffe,whom I thus blameand warrie, 


Let prively hire confeil gon hir way : 

What fhald Tin this Fale longer tarie ? 

She rideth to the Soudan on a day, 

And fayd him that fhe wold reinic hire lay, 

And Criltendom of preftes hondes fong, 

Repenting hire fhe Hethen was fo long ; 
Befeching him to don hire that honour 

‘That fhe might han the Criften folk to feft; 

‘To plefea hem E wol do my labour. 

‘The Soudan faith, I wol don at your heft, 

Avid kneling thanked hire of that requeft ; 

So glad he was ne n’ifte not what to cay, 

@be kift hire fone, and heme the goth hire way. 


Arrived ben thefe Criften folk to lond 
In Surric, with a gret folempne route, 
And haftily this Soudan fent his fond 
Firft to his mother and all the regne absate, 
| And fayd his wif was comen out of doute, 
And praide hem for to riden again the quene, 
‘The hononr of his regne to fuftene. 

Gret was the prefic, and riche was th’ array 
Of Surriens and Romanes met in fere. 
"The mother of the Soudan riche and pay 
ved hire with all fo glad a chere 
As any mother might hire doughter dere; 
And to the nexte citee ther befide 
A [ofte pas folempnely they ride. 

Nought trow I the triumph of Julius, _ 
Of which that Lucan maketh fwiche a boft, 
Was realicr or more curious 
‘Than was th’ affemblee of this blisful holt ; 
Butte this fcorpion, this wicked got, 

‘The Sondaneffe, for all hire flattering 
Caft under this ful mortally to fting. 

The Soudan cometh himfelf fone after this 
So really, that wonder is to tell, 

And welcometh hire with alle joy and blis. 
And thus in mirth and joye I let hem dwell; 
‘The fruit of this matere is that T tell. 

Whan time came, men thought it for the beft 
That revel flint, and men go to hir reft. 

The time come is this olde Soudannefle 
Ordeined hath the fefte of which I tolde, 
And to the fefte Criften folk him drefle 
In general, ya, bothe yonge and olde. 

‘Ther may men feft and realtee behalde, 
And deintces mo than I can you devife ; 
But all to dere they bought it or they rife, 

O foden wo, that ever art fucceffour 
To worldly blifs! {preint is with bitternefle 
Th’ ende of the joye of our worldly labour + 
Wo occupieth the fyn of our gladneffe. 
Herken this confeil for thy fikerneffe, 

Upon thy glade day have in thy minde 

The unware wo of harme that cometh behinda. 
For fhortly for to teilen ata word, 

‘The Soudan and the Criften. everich on 

Ben all toehewe and ftiked at the bord 

But it were only Dame Cuftance alone. 

‘This old Soudaneffe, this curfed crone, 

Hath with hire frendes don this curfed dede, 

For the hirefelf wold all the contree Iede. 

Ne ther was Surrien non that was converted, 
H That of the confeil of the Soudan wot, 
| That he n’as wil to-hewe er he afterted ; 
| And Cuftance han they taken anon fote-hot, 
| And in a hhip all fereles (God wot) 
| ‘Vhey han hire fet, and bidden hire lerne fayle 
Out of Surric againward to Itaille. 

A certain trefor that fhe thither ladde, 
And foth to fayn vitaille gret plentec, 
‘They han hire yeven, and clothes eke the hadde, 
And forth the fayleth in the falte fee. 
O my Cuftance! ful of benignitee, 
O Emperoures yonge doughter dere! 
| He that is Lord of fortune be thy flere. 
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‘The Conftable of the caftle doun fs fare 
To feen this wrecke, and al the fhip he fought, 
And fond this very woman ful of care; 

He fend aifo the trefour that fhe brought : 
Tn hire langage mercy fhe befought, 

‘The lif ou of hire body for to twinne, 
Hire to deliver of wo that the was inne. 

A maner Latin corrupt was hire fpeche, 
But algate therby was the underfond. 

The Conftable, whan him Hit no longer feche, 
‘This woful woman brought he to the lond. 
She knelcth doun, and thanketh Goddes fond z 
Bat what fie was the woide no man feye 

For forle ne faire, though that ye ftulde deye, 

She Said fhe was ‘fo mafed in the fee 
That the forgute hire minde, by hire trouth, 
‘The Contiable hath of hire fo gret pitec, 

Aud eke his wif, thot they wepen for routh 
She was fo diligent withouten flouth 

‘To ferve and ycfen everich in that place, 
‘That all hire fove that token in hire face. 

‘Lhe Conftable and Dume Hermegild his wif 
Were Payenes, and that contree every wher 5 
But Hermegild loved Cuftance as hire lif 3 
And Cuftance hath fo long fojourned ther 
In orifons, with many a bitter tere, . 

‘Til Jefu hath converted thurgh his grace 
Dame Hermegild, Conftableffe of that place, 

In ail that lond no Criften dorfte route - 

All Criften folk ben fled fro that contree 
Thurgh Payeneg, that conquereden all aboute 
The plages of the north by lend and fee. 

“Lo Wales fled the Chriftianitee 

Of olde Bretons dwelling in this ile ; 

‘Ther was hir refuge fer the mene while. 

Bur yet n’ere Criften Bretons fo exiled 
‘That ther n’ere fom which in hir privitee 
Honoured Crift, and Hethen foik begiled, 

And neigh the caf'le fwiche ther dwelten three : 
‘That on of hem was blind, and might not fee, 

But it were with thilke cyen of his minde, 

With which men mowen fee whan they ben blinde. 


She bleffeth hire, and with fal pitious vois 
Unto the crois of Crift thus fayde the ; 
© dlere, o weleful auter, holy.crois! 

Red of ghe Lambes blood ful of pitee, 

" "That wefh the world fro the old iniquitee, 
Me fro the fende and fru his clawes kepe 

~ Phat day that I fhal drenchen in the depe. 
™ Victorious tree, protedion of trewe, 
That only worthy were for to bere 
‘the King of heven with his woundes newe, 
The white Lamb, that hurt was with 2 Spere 5 
Flemer of fendes out of him and here 
+On which thy limmes faithfully caenden, 
Me kepe, and yeve me mijght iny lif to ainenden. 

Yeres and dayes fleet this creature 
Thurgheut the tee of Grece, unto the Straite 
OF Maroc, a& it was hige aventure $ 
On many z fory mele now may the baite; 
After hire deth ful often may the waite, 

Or that the wilde waves wol hire drive 
Unto the place ther ds the fhal arive. 

Men mighten aiken why fhe was not flain? 
Eke at the fefte who might hire body fave ? 
And J anfwer to that demand again, 

Who faved Daniel in the horrible cave, 
‘Ther every wight fave he, mafter or knave, 
Was with the leon frette or he afterte? 
No wight but God, that he bare in his herte. 

God lift to thew his wonderful miracle 
Tn hire, for we thuld fren his mighty werkes ; 
Crift, which that is to every harm triacle, 

By certain menes oft, as knewen clerkes, 
Doth thing for certain ende that ful derke is 
‘Yo mannes wit, that for our ignorance 

Ne can nat know his prudent purveiance. 

New fith the was not at the fefte yflawe, 
Who kepte hire fro the drenching in the fee ? 
Who kept Jonas in the fithes mawe, 

‘Til he was fpouted up at Ninevee ? 

Wel may men know it was no wight but he 

‘That kept the peple Ebraike fro drenchi 

With drye feet thurghou 






























Who bade the foure fpirits of tempeft, Bright was the fonne asin that fommers day, 
That power han to anoyen Jond and fee, For which the Conftable and his wif elfo, 
Both north and touth, and alfe weft and eft, And Cuftance, han ytake the righte way 
Anoyen nether fee, ne lond, ne tree? ‘Voward the fee a furlong way or two, 
sothly the commander of that was he ‘Yo plaien and to romen to and fro, 
‘That fro the tempeit ay this woman kepte And in bir walk this blinde man they mette, 
As wel whan fhe awoke as wha% the fepte. Croked and olde, with eyen fat yfhette. 


Wher night this woman mete and drinke have? | _ Inthe name of Crift, (cried this blinde Breton 
Three yere and more*haw latteth hire vitailte? | Dame Hermegild, yeve me my fight again. 








Who fed the Egyptian Mary ia the cave ‘This lady wexe afraied of that foun, 
Qr in defert? no wight but Critt fans fuille, Lefl thet hire hufbond, fhortly for t6 fain, 
iterthaufand folk it was a gret marvaille Wold hire for Jefu Criftes love have flain, 









Cuftance made hire bold, and bad hire werche 
of Crilt, as doughter of koly c&crche. 
fable wexe abathed of that fight, 
lc, What amounteth all this fare ? 
ance anfwered, Sire, it is Criftes might, 


‘With loves frve and fifhes two to fede : 
God fent his foyfon at hire grete nede, 
She driveth forth into our ocean 
Thyrghout oar wide fee, til at the Is 
Under an hold, that nempnen I ne, 














Fer in Northumberlond, the wave hire caft, Phat helpeth folk out of the fendes fnare : 
nd in the fund hire thip thiked fo fat And fo ferverth the gan our lay declare, 
t thennes wolde it not in all a tide : Thet fie the Conftuble, er that it were eve, 





made Lim beleve, 





The wille of Crit was that the fhulde abide, Converted, and = C. 


a6 

This Conftable was not lord of the place 

Of which I fpeke, ther as he Cattance fond, 
But kept it ftrongly many a winter {pace 
Under Alia King of Northumberlond, 

"That was ful wife, and worthy of his hond 
Againe the Scottes, as men may wel here ; 
But tourne I wolagaineé to my matere. 

Sathan, that ever us waiteth to begile, 

Saw of Cuftance all hire p-:fe@ioun, 
And caft anon how he might quite hire while, 
And miade a yonge knight, that dwelt in that toun, 
Love hire fo hote of foule affeftioun, 
"That veraily him thought that he fhuld fpille 
But he of hire might ones han his wille. 
He woeth hire, but it availeth nought ; 
She wolde do no finne by no wey ; 
And for defpit he compaffed his thought 
"To maken hire on shameful deth to dey : 
He waiteth whan the Conftable is away, 
And priyily upon a night he crepté 
In Hermegildes chambre while the flepte. 
Wery, forwaked in hire orifons, 
Slepeth Cuftance, and Hermegilde alfo, 
‘This knight, thurgh Sathanes temptations, 
All foftely is to the bed ygo, 
Andcut the throte of Hermegilde atwo, 
And layd the bloody knif by Dame Cuftance, 
And went his way, ther God yeve him mifchance. 

Sone after cometh this Conftable home again, 

And eke Alla, that king was of that lond, 

And faw his wife defpitoufly yflain, 

For which ful oft he wept and wrong his hond; 
And in the bed the blody knif he fond 

By Dame Cuftance. Alas! what might the fay! 
For veray wo hire wit wes all away. 

To King Alla was told all this mifchance, 
‘And eke the time, and wher, and in what wife, 
‘That in a fhip was fonden this Cuftance, 
Ashere before ye han herd me devife : 

‘The kinges herte of pitee gan agrife 
‘Whan he faw fo benigne a creature 
Fall in difefe and in mifaventure. 

For asthe Jamb toward his dcth is brought, 
So ftant this innacent beforn the king : 

‘This falfe knight, that hath this trefon wrought, 
Bereth hire in hond that fhe hath don this thing : 
But natheles there was gret murmuring 
Among the peple, and fayn they cannot geffe 
That fhe had don fo great a wickedneffe ; 

For they han feen hire ever fo vertuous, 
And Joving Hermegild right as hire lif. 

Of this bare witneffe everich in that hous, 
Save he that Hermegild flow with his knif. 
"This gentil king hath caught a gret motif 
OF this witnefs; and thought he wold enquere 
Deper in this cas, trouthe for to lere. 

‘Alas! Cuftance, thou hait no champion, 

Ne fighten canft thou not, fowala wa! 

Ru: he that ftarf for our redemption, 

And bond Sathan, and yet lith ther he lay, 
Bo be thy ftrorge champion this day : 

Fer but if Crifton thee miracle kithe, 
Wihow. thoa fhalt be flain as. fwithe. 
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Immortal God! that favedft Sufanne 
Fro falfe bleme, and thou mercifnl maydc, 
Mary I mene, doughter to Seint Anne, 
Beforn whos child angels fingen Ofanne. 
If I be gilteles of this felonie “ 
My focour be, or elles thal I die. 
.. Have ye not feen fomtime a pale face 
(Among a prees) of him that hath ben lad 
Toward his deth, where as he getteth no grace, 
And fwiche a colour in his face hath had, 
Men mighten know him that was fo beftad 
Amonges all the faces in that route, 
So ftant Cuftance, and loketh hire aboute. 
© quenes living in profperitee, 
Ducheffes, and ye ladies everich on! 
Haveth fom routhe on hire adverfitee, 
An emperoures doughter ftapt alone ; ~ 
She hath no wight to whom to make hire mone. 
© blood real, that ftondeft in this drede, 
Fer ben the frendes in thy grote nede ! 
‘This Alla king hath fwiche compaffioun, 
As gentil herte is ful filled of pitee, 
That fro his eyen ran the water doun. 
Now hattily do fecche a book, quod he, 
And if this knight wol fweren how that fhe 
This woman flow, yet wol we us avife, 
Whom that we wol that-fhal ben our juftice. 

A Breton book, written with Evangiles, 
‘Was fet, and on this book he fwore anon 
She giltif was, and in the mene whiles 
An hond him {mote upon the nekke bone, 
That doun he fell at ones asa ftone, 

And both his eyen broft out of his face 
In fight of every body in that place, 

A voice was herd, in general audience, 

That fayd, Thou haft defclandered gilteles — - 
The doughter of holy chirche in high prefence _ 
Thus haft thou don, and yet hold I my pees. 

Of this mervaille agaft was all the prees 5 

As mafed folk they ftonden everich on 

For drede of wreche, fave Cuftance alone, 

Gret was the drede-and eke the repentance 
Of hem that hadden wronge fufpeétion 
Upon this fely innocent Cuftance : 

And for this miracle, in conclufion, 

And by Cuftances.médiation, x 
The king, and many another in that place, 
Converted was, thanked be Criftes grace. 

This falfe knight was flain for his untrouth¢é 
By jugement of Alla haftily ; ‘ 
And yet Cuftance had of his deth gret routhe 5 
And after this Jefus of his mercy 
Made Alla wedden ful folempnely 
This holy woman, that is fo bright and fhene;-— 
Ang thus hath Crift ymade Cuftance a quene. 

But who was woful (if I thall not lie) 

Of this wedding but Donegild,andno mo, - 
‘The kinges mother, full of tyrannie ? 
Hire thoughte hire eurfed herté braft atwo; 
She wolde not that hire fone had do fo: 
Hire thoughte a defpit that he fhulde take 
So ftrange a creature unto his make. 
Me lift not of the chaf ne of the ftre 

Pagid wine 
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Of this marriage, or which cours goth beforn, 
Who bloweth in'a trompe or in an horn? 
The fruit of every tale is for to fay; 

They gds.to bed, as it was fill and righe, 
For though that wives ben ful holy thinges, 
They moften take in Patience a night 
‘Swiche maner neceflaries, as ben plefinges 
‘To folk that han ywedded hem with ringes, 
And lay a lite hir holinefs afide 
As for the'time, it may no bet betide. 

On hire he gat a knave childe anon, 

Andtoa bifhop, and his Conftable cke, 
He toke hie wif to kepe, when he is gon 
To Scotland ward, his fomen for to fcke. 


The cte and drink, and dance, and fing, andplay. 


Now faire ta with be is fo humble and meke, 


So long is g&n with ehjlde til that {till 
She halt hire chambre, abiding Criftes will. 
The time is come, a knave child the bere; 
Mauricius at the fontitone they him calle. 
‘This Conttable doth forth come a meflager, 
And wrote unto his king that cleped was Alle, 
How that this blisful tiding is hefalle, 
And other tidings fpedeful for to fay. 
He hath the lettre, and forth he goth his way. 
‘This meffager, to don his avantage, 
Unto the kinges mother rideth fwithe, 
And falueth hire ful faire in his langage, 
Madame, quod he, ye may be glad and blithe, 
And thanken God an hundred thoufand fithe; 
My lady quene hath child, withouten doute, 
To joy and bliffe of all this regne aboute. 
Lo here the lettre feled of this thing, 
‘That J moft bere in all the haft I may ; 
Hye wol onght unto your fone the king, 
1am your fervant bothe night and day. 
Donegilde anfwerd, As now at this time nay; 
But here I wol all night thou take thy reft, 
To-morwe wol I fay thee what me left. 
This meflager drank fadly ale and wine, 
And ftolen were his lettres Prively 
, Out of his box, while he flept asa fwine; 
And contrefeted was ful fubtilly 
Another lettre, wrought ful finfully, 
Unto the king dire@e of this matere 
Fro his Conftable, as ye thal after here. 
™ This lettre {pake, the quene delivered was 
Of fo horrible a fendliche creature, 
That in the caftle non fo hardy was 
That any while dort therein endure 5 
"he mother was an elf by aventure 
Y¥come, by charmes or by forcerie, 
And everich man hateth hire compagnie. 
* Wo was this king when he this lettre had fein. 
But to no wight he told his forwes fore, 
*But of his owen hand he wrote again; 
Welcome the fonde of Crift for evermore 
‘Tq me, that am pow lerned in his lore : 
Lygrd; welcome be thy luft and thy plefance; 
My luft I put alt in thyn ordinance, 
,. Kepeth this child, al be it foule or faire, 
And cke my wif, unto min home coming : 
«Crift whan him lift may fenden me an heire 
Mote agreable than this to my liking, 
this lettre he feled, prively wevins. 
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a. 
Which to the meflager was taken fone, 
And forth he goth, there isno more to done. 
O meffager fulfilled of dronkeneffe!’ 
Strong is thy breth, thy limmes faitren ay, 
And thou bewreieft allefecreneffe ; 
Thy mind is lorne, thou jangleft asa jay; 
Thy face is tourned in a new array : 
‘Ther dronkenefle regneth in any route 
Ther is no confeil hid withouten doute. 
O Donegild! I ne have non Englith digne 
Unto thy malice and thy tyrannie, 
And therfore to the fende I thee refigne, 
Let him enditen of thy traitorie. 
Fy, mannih, fy ! 0 nay, by God I lies 
Fy, fendliche fpirit! for 1 dare well telle, 
Though thou here walke, thy fpirit is in helle, 
This meffager cometh fro the king again, 
And at the kinges modres court he light, 
And the was of this meffager ful fayn, 
And plefed him in'all that ever the might, 
He dranke and wel his girde! underpight ; 
He flepeth and he fnoreth in his gife 
All night until the fonne gan arife. 
Eft were his lettres ftolen everich on, 
And contrefeted lettres in this wife, 
The king commanded his Conftable anon, 


| Up peine of hanging and of high jewife, 


That he ne thulde foffran in no wile 
Cuftance within his regne for to abide 
Three daies and a quarter of a tide ; 
But in the fame thip as he hire fond . 
Hire and hire yonge fone, and all hire ' 
He thulde put, and croude hire fro the ond, 
And charge hire that the never eft come there, 
O my Cuftance! wel may thy ghoft have fere, 
And fleping in thy dreme ben in penance, 
Whan Donegild caft all this ordinance, 
‘This meflager on morwe whan. he awoke 
Unto the caftel halt the nexte way, 
And to the Conffable he the lettre toke; 
And whan that he this Pitous lettre fey 
Ful oft he fayd Alas, and wala wa! 
Lord Chrift, quod he, how may this world endure, 
So ful of finne is many a creature? 
O mighty God! if that it be thy will, 
Sin thou art rightful juge, how may it be 
That thou wolt foffren innocence to pill, 
And wicked folk regne in profperitee ? 
A! good Cuftance, alas! fo wo is me, 
That I mote be thy turmentour, or dey 
On thames deth, ther isnon other weye 
Wepen both yonge and olde in all that place 
Whan that the king this curfed lettre fent : 
And Cuftance with a dedly pale face 
The fourthe day toward the thip the went ; 
But nathelefs fhe taketh in entent 
The will of Crift, and Kneling on the ftrond 
She fayde, Lord, ay welcome he thy fond, 
He that me kepte fro the falfe blame, 
While I was in the lond amonges you, 
He can me kepe fro harme and eke fro fhame 
In the fale fee, although I fe not how : 
As ftrong as ever he was he is yet now: 


In him truft I, and in his mother dere, 
aie ee Sekt ee? om 
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Hire lite) child lay weping in hire arm, 
And kneling pitoufly to him the faid, 
Pees, litel fone, | wol do thee no harm: 
With that hire couverchief of hire hed fhe braid, 
And over hisitel eyen the ét laid, 
And in hire arme fhe julleth it ful faft, 
And into the heven hire cyen up fhe caft. 

Mother, quod fhe, and mayden, bright Marie! 
Soth is that thurgh womanes eggement 
Mankind was lorne, and damned ay to dic, 
For which thy child was on a crois yrent = 
"Thy blifsful cyen faw all his turment, 

“han is ther no comparifon hetwene 
“hy wo and any woman may fuftene. 

‘Thou faw thy child yflain before thin eyen, 
And yet now liveth my litel child parfay : 
Now, Lady bright! to whom all woful crien, 
‘Thou glory of womanhed, thou faire May! 
"Yhou haven of refute, bright fterre of day! 
Rew on my child, that of, thy gentilleffe 
Rewett on every rewful in diftreffe. 

O litel child, alas! what is thy gilt, 

‘That never wroughteft finne as yet parde? 

Why wol thin harde father have thee fpilt? 
© mercy, dere Conftable! (quad the) 

As let my litel child dweli here with thee ; 

And if thou darft not faven him fro blame, 
So kiffe him ones in his fadres name. 

Vherwith fhe Joketh backward to the lond, 
And faide, Farewe], houfbond routheles ! 

And up fhe rift, and walketh doun the ftrond 
‘Toward the thip ; hire foloweth all the prees : 
«And ever fhe praicth hire child to bold his pees, 
And taketh hire leve, and with an holy entent 
she bleffed hire, and into the fhip fhe went. 

Vitailled was the fhip, it is no drede, 
Habundantly for hire ui ful Jong fpace ; 

And other neceffuries that fhuld aede 

Bhe hid ynow, heried be Goddes grace : 

For wind and wether, almighty Ged purchace, 
And bring hire home, I can no better fay, 
But in the {ee the driveth forth hire way. 

Alla the king cometh home fone after this 
Unto his caftel, of the which I told, 

And afketh wher his wif and his child is; 
‘The Conftable gan about his herte cold, 

And ly all the matere he him told 

herd, I can tell it no better, 

the king his fele and his letter 5 

, Lord, as ye commanded me 

of deth, fo have 1 don certain, 
‘Vhis mefflager turmented was til he 

Mefte beknowe, and tellen plat and plain 
Fro night to night in what place he had lain + 
‘And thus by wit and fubtil enquering 
Imagined was by whom@his harm gan fpring. 

"'Yhe hand was knowen that the lettre wrote, 

And all the venime of this curled dede, 

But in what wife certainly I n’ot. 

"rhe effe& is this, that Alla out of drede 

Ifis moder fiew, that moun men plainly rede, 

For that fhe traitour was to hire ligeance. 

"Vhus ended this old Dovegild with mefchance. 
‘The forwe that this Alla night and day 


















Maketh for his wif and for his child al, 
‘Ther is no tonge that it tellen may. 

But now wo] lagen to Cuftdnce go, 

‘That fleteth in the fee in peine and wo | 
Five yere and more, as liked Criftes forde, 
Or that hire thip approched to the londe. 

Under an Hethen caftel at the laft, 

(Of which the name in my text I not find) 
Cuftance and eke hire child the fee up caft. 
Almighty God, that faved all mankind, 
Have’on Cuftance and on hire child fom mind 
‘That fallea is in Hethen hond cftfone 

In puint to fpill, as E fhal tell you fone. 

Doun fro the caftel cometh ther many a wight 

To gauren on this fhip and on Cuftance : 

But thortly fro the caftel on.a neght, | 

The Jordes fteward, (God yey hin mefehance} 
A theef that had reneyed eur creance, 

Came into the fhip alone, and faid Ke wolde 
Hire lemman be whether the wolde or n’yldes 

Wo was this wretched woman tho begon; 

Hire child cried, and fhe cried pitoufly ; 

But blifsful Mary halpe hire right anon, 

For with hire ftrogling wel and mightily 

The theef fell over bord all fodenly, 

And in the Se he drenched for vengeance ; 

And thus hath Crift unwemmed kept Cuttance. 

O foule luft of luxurie! lo thin ende, 

Not only that thou fainteft mannes mind, 

But veraily thou wolt his body fhende, 

‘Th’ ende of thy werk, or of thy Juftes blind, 
Is compluining : how many may mea find 
That not for werk fometime, but for th’ cntent 
To don this finne, ben eyther flain or Shent ? 

How may this weke woman han the firength 

Hire to defend again this renegate ? 

O Goliss! unmefurable of length, 

How mighte David maken thee fo mate? 

So yonge, and of armure fo defolate, 

How dorft he loke upon thy dredful face ? 
Wel may men feen it was but Goddes graces 

Who yaf Judith corage or hardineife 

To fleen him Holofernes in his tent, 

And to deliver ont of wretchedneffe 

The peple of Ged? I fay for this entent, 
‘That right as God Spirit of vigour fent ~ 
To hem, and faved hem out of mefchance, 
So fent he might and_vigour to Cuftance. 

Forth goth hire thip'thurghout the narwe mouth 
Of Jubultere and Septe, driving alway, 
Sometime weft, and fometime north and feuth, 
And femetime ef, ful many a wery day, 

"Til Criftes moder (bleffed be fhe ay) 
Hath fhapen thurgh hire endeles goodnefle 
‘To. make an end of all hire hevineffe. 

Now let us ftint of Cuftance but a throw, 
And {peke we of the Romane emperour, — 
‘Phat ont of Surrie hath by lettres knewe 
‘The flaughter of Criften folk, and difhonour 
Don to his doughter by a falfe traitour, 

I mene the curfed wicked Soudanneffe, 
That at the fett let ficen both more and leffe. 

For which this emperour hath fent anoy 

His fenstour, with real ordinance, 
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And other lordes, God wote, 
On Surrici 


many on, 
sto taken high vengeance : 





“They brennen, fleen, and bring hem to mefchance, 


Ful many aday : but fhortly this is th’ exde, 
Homwerd to Rome they thapen hem to wende. 
‘This fenatour repaireth with vidorie # 
‘Yo Rome ward, fayling ful really, 
And met the fhip driving, as faith the toric, 
Jn which Cuftance fitteth ful pitouily : 
Nothing ne knew he what the was, ne why 
She was in fwiche array, ne the wil fey 
Of hire eitat, though that the thulde dey. 
He bringeth hire to Rome, and co bis wif 
He. yaf hire, and hire yonge fonne alfo, 
And with the feuatour ihe lad hire lif, 
Thus cau our Lady bringen out of wo 
Woful C&ttance, Sad many another mo : 
And longe time dweNed the in that place 
In holy werkes ever, as was hire grace. 
‘The fenatoures wif hire aunte was, 
But for all that flie knew hire never the more : 
1 wol no longer tarien in this cas, 
But to King Alla, which J Spake of yore, 
“Phat for his wif wipeth and fiketh fore, 
i wolxeturne, and jet I wol Cuftance 
Under the fenatoures governance, 
King Alla, which that had his moder flain, 
Upon a day fell in fwiche repentance, 
‘What if { thortly tellen fhal and plain, 
‘To Rome he cometh to receive his penance, 
And putte him in the Popes ordinance 
Jn high and low, and Jefu Crit befought 
Foryeve his wicked werkes that he had wrought, 
‘The fame anon thurghout the toun is born, 
How Alla king thal come on pilgrimage, 
By herbergeours that wenten hin beforn, 
bor which the fenatour, as was ufage, 
Rode him ayaine, and many of his linage, 
As wel to hewn his high magnificence 
Asto don any king a reverence, 
Gret chere doth this noble fenatour 
‘fo King Alla, and he to him alfo z 
Everich of hem doth other gret honour ; 
And fo befell that ina day or two 
‘Vhis fenatour is to King Alla go 
‘So fet, and thortly, if I thal not lie, 
Cuftances fone went in his compagnie. 
Som men wold fain at requeite of Cuftance 
‘Phis fenatour hath lad this childe to felte : 
T may not tellen every circumiftance ; 
Beas be may ther was he at the lefte : 
But foth is this, that at his mothers hefte 
Beforn Alla, during the metes Space, 
‘i'ke child flood, Ioking in the kings face, 
‘This Ala king hath of this child gret wonder, 
And to the fenatour he faid anon, 
Whos is that faire child that ftondeth yonder? 
Hv’et, quod he, by God, and by Seint John; 
4\ moder he hath, but fader hath he non 
“Phat I of wote: but fhortly ina found 
He told Alla how that this child was found, . 
But God wot, quod this fenatour alfo, 
So vertuous a liver in ull my lif 
e faw Lnever asthe, ne herd of me 
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Of worldly woman, maiden, widewe or wif : 

T dare wel fayn hire hadde lever a knif 

‘Thurghout hire breft than ben a woman wikke ; 

‘Ther is no man coude bring hire to that prikke. 
Now was this chikd as like unto Cuftance 

As poffible is a creature to be : 

‘This Alla hath the face in remembrance 

OF Dame Cuitance, and theron mufed he, 

if that the childes moder were aught fhe 

‘That is his wif, and prively he fighte, 

And {ped him fro the table that he mighte, 
Parfay, thought he, fantome is in min hed; 

T ougkt to deme of fkilful jugement 

‘That in the falte fee my wif is ded. 

Aud afterward he made his argument ; 

What wot I if thar Crift have hider fent 

My wif by fee, as wel as he hire lent 

‘Lo my contree, fro thennes that the went 2 
And after noon home with the fenatour 

Goth Alla, for to fee this wonder chance. 

‘This fenatour doth Alla gret honour, 

And haitily he fent after Cuftance ; 

But trufteth wel hire iuite not to dance cs 

Whan that the wifte wherfore was that fonde 

Unnethe upon hire feet the mighte ftonde. 
Whan Alla faw his wif faire he hire grette, 

And wept that it was routhe fur to fee; 

For at the firfte look he on hire fette 

He knew wel veraily that it was the; 

And fhe for forwe us domb fant as a treet 

So was hire herte fhette in hire diftrefle 

Whan fhe remembered his unkindeneffe. 
‘fwies the fwouneth in his owen fight ; 

He wepeth and him excufeth pitoudly : 

Now God, quod he, and ali his halwes bright, 

So wifly on my foule as have mercy, 

‘Vhat of your harme as gilteles am T 

As is Maurice my fone, fo like your face, 

Elles the fend me fetche out of this place 
Long was the fobbing and the bitter peine 

Or that bir woful hertes mighten cefe ; 

Gret was the pitee for to here hem pleine, 

‘Thurgh whiche pleintes gan hir wo encrefe, 

1 pray you all my labour to relefe, 

T may not tell hir wo unti) to-morwe, 

Jam fo wery for to Speke of forwe. 
But finally, whan that the foth is wit, 

That Alla gilteles was of hire wo, 

I trow an hundred times han they kift, 

And fwiche a bliffe is ther betwix hem two, 

‘Phat, fave the joye that lafteth evermo, 

‘Ther is non like that any creature 

Hath feen or thal while that the world may dure, 
‘tho praied the hire hufbond mekely. 

In relect of hire longe pitous pine, 

That he wold pray hire fader {pecially 

‘That of his mageltee he wolde encline 

Yo vouchefauf fom day with him to dine $ 

She praied him eke he shulde by no way 

Unto hire fader no word of hire fay. 
Som men wold fayn how that the child Maurice 

Doth this meffage until this emperour; 

But as I geffe Alla was not fo nice, 
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As he that is of Criften fotk the flour, 
Send any child, but it is bet to deme 

He went himfelf, and fo it may wel feme, 

This empérour hath granted gentilly 

‘To come ta dinner as he him betoughte ; 

And wel rede I he loked befily 

Upon this child, and oa his doughter thought. 
Alla goth to his inne, and as him ought 
Atraied for this feite in every wife 

‘As ferforth as his conning may fuffice. 

‘The morwe came, and Alla gain him dreffe, 
And cke his wif, this emperour to mete; 
‘And forth they ride in joye and in gladneffe ; 
And whan the faw hire fader in the ftrete, 
She light adoun and falleth him to fete. 
Fader, quod fhe, your yonge child Ceftance 
Js now ful clene out of your remembrance. 

Tam your doughter, your Coftance, quod fhe, 
"That whilom ye han fent into Surrie; 

Itam J, fader, thac in the falte fee 
‘Was put alone, and dantpned for to die: 
Now, goode fader, IT you mercie crie 3 
Send me no more into non Hethemffe, 
But thanketh my lewd here of his kindneffe. 
’ Who can the pitous joye tcllen all 
Betwix hem thre fin they ben thus ymette ? 
But of my Lale make an ende I thal, 
‘The day goth fafte, L wol no longer lette, 

. Thife glade follc to dinner ben yfette 
In Joye and bliffe ut mete Tee hem dwell, 
A thoufiund fold wel more thaa i can tell, 

Tuis child Mcarice was fithea Emperour 
Made by the Poge, and lived Chrifteuly ; 

"To Criftes chirche did he gret honour : 
But ! let all h’s ftoric paffen by 5 
Of Cultance ismy Tale specially ; 
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In the olde Rofnane’geftes men may find 
Maurices lif, I bere it not in mind. 

This King Alla, when he his time fey, 
With his Cuttance, his holy wif fo fwete, 
To Englond ben they come the righte wey, 
‘Ther as they live in joye and in quiete : 
But lite} while it lafteth I you hete; 
Joye of this world for time wol not abide, 
Fro day to night it changeth as the tide. 

Who lived ever in iwiche delite o day 

Phat him ne meved eyther confcience, 

Or ire, or talent, or fom kin afiray, 
Envie; or pride, or paflion, or offcace ? 
Ine fay but for this end this fentence, 
"Yhat litel while in joye or in plefance 
Lafteth the bliffe of Alla with Cyitance, é 

For Deth, that taketh of hig-tind lowe nis rente, 
Whan pafied was a yere, event as I geffe, : 
Out of this world this King Alla he hente, 
For whom Cuftance hath fal gret heveneffe ; 
Now lec us praien God hisfoule bleffe : 
And Dame Cuftance, finally to fay, 
Toward the toun of Rome goth hire way. 

To Rome is come this holy creature, 
And findeth ther hire frendes hole and found; 
Now is fhe fcapéd all hire aventure : 
And whan that fhe hire fader hath yfound, 
Doun on hire knees falleth fhe to ground, 
Weping for tendernefle in herte blithe, 
She herieth God an hundred theufand fithe, 

In vertue and in holy almefle dede 
‘They livenalle, and never afonder wende ; 
Till deth departeth hem this lif they lede : 
And fareth now wel, my ‘Tale is at an ende, 
Now Jefu Crit, that of his might may fende 
Joye after wo, governe us in his grace, ‘ 
And kepe us afi« that ben in this place. 
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Exventence, thodgh non adoritee 
Were in this world, is right ynough for’ me 
To fpeke of wo that is in mariage ; 
For, Lordings, fin I twelf yere was of age 
(Thanked be God that is eterne on live) 
Hutbondes at chirche dore have I had five, 
(if L fo often might han wedded be) 
And all were worthy men in hir degree, 
- But me was told, not longe time agon is, 
‘That fithen Crift ne went never but onis 
~Lo wedding in the Cane of Galilee, 
That by that ilke ehfample taught he me 
‘That Ene fhulde wedded be but ones, 
Lo, herke eke, which a tharp word for the nones, 
Bofide a welle Poe God and man 
Spake in reprefe of the Samaritan ; 
‘Thou haft yhadde five hufbonds, fayde he, 
And thilke man that now hath wedded thee 
ds not thyn hufband. ‘Thus faid he certain; 
‘What that he ment therby I can not fain ; 
But that I afke why that the fifthe man 
‘Was non hufbond to the Samaritan? 
How many might fhe have in mariage? 
Yet herd I never tellen in min age _ 
Upon this noumbre diffinitioun ; 
Men may devine and glofen up, and doun. 
But wel I wot expreffe withouten lic, 
God bad us for to wex and multiplie ; 
‘That genti! text can 1 wel underftond : 
Eke wel 1 wot he fayd that min hufbond 


* The want ofa few verfes to&Monned this Prclogue with 
the preceding ‘Sale was perceived long ago, aad tbe defect 
‘was atten pted to be fupplied by the author of the jollowiug: 
lines, which in mf, B, are prefixed to the common Pro- 


gue 5 
HBC 7 Gare Ooft gan tho to loke up anon. 

Gode meg, quod he, herkeneth everich one, 

Ag evere mote I drynke wyn or ale 

"This Marchant hath itold a mery Tale, 

Howe Januarie hadde a tither jape, 

‘His wyf put in his hood an ape. 

But hereof I wil leve off as now. 

Dame Wyf of Bathe, quod he, I pray you 

‘Tele us a Tale now nexte after this. 

Sit Oott, quad the, fo God my foule blis 

Al, fully thereto wil confenie, 

‘And alfo it is myn hole entente 

To done yow alle difporte as that I can. 

But holde me excuted; 1am a woman: 

Tcan not teherfe as thefe clerkes kune. 

And riyt anon the hath bir Tale bygunne. 

Experience, &c. eee fl 
P tiny tines are printed here aga juftification far not in- 
rting them in the texts 


Shuld leve fader and moder and take to me; 
But of no noumbre mention made he 
OF bigamie or of oogamie ; 
Why fhuid men than fpeke of it vilanie? 
Lo here the wife King, Dan Salomon, 
U trowe he hadde wives mo than on, 
(As wolde God it leful were to me 
‘To be refrethed half fo oft as he) 
Which a gift of God had he for alle his wives ? 


.|.No man hath fwiche that in this world on live is, 


God wot this noble king, as to my witte, 
The firftenight had many a mery fitte 

With eche of hem, fo wel was him on live. 
Bleffed be God that I have wedded five ; 

| Welcome the fixthe whan that ever he thal; 
| For fith I wolnot kepe me chafte in ail, 
Whan min hufband is fro the world ygone 
Som Criften man thal wedden me anon; 

For than the apoftle faith that { am fre 

‘To wedde a’ Goddes half wher it liketh me : 
He faith that to be wedded is no finne; 
Better is to be wedded than to brinne. 

‘What rekketh me though folk fay vilanié 
Of fhrewed Lamech and his bigamie ? 

1 wot wel Abraham was an holy man, 
And Jacob eke, as fer as ever I can, 
And eche of hem had wives mo than two, 
And many another holy man alfo, 
Wher can ye feen in any maner age 
' it highe God defended mariage 
| By expreile word? I pray you telleth me, 
Or wher commanded he virginitee ? 
I wot as wel as ye, it is no drede, 
The apoftle, whan he fpake of maidenhede, 
; He faid that precept thereof had he non; 
Men may confeille a woman to ben on, 
But confeilling is no commandemens ; 
He put it in our own jugement, 

For hadde God commanded maidenhede, 
‘Than had he dampned wedding out of dredeg 
And certes if ther were no fede yfowe 
Virginitee than whereof thuld it growe ? 

Poule dorfte not commanden at the left 
A thing of which his maifter yaf non heft, 
The dart is fette up for virginitee, 

Catch who fo may, who renneth beft let fee. 
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ah 
But this word is not take of every wight, 
But ther as God wol yeve it of his might, 
wot wel that the apoftle was a maid, 
But natheles, though that he wrote and fad 
He wold that every wight were {wiche as he, 
‘All n'is but conleil to virginitee. 
And for to ben a wif he yaf me leve, 
Of indulgence, fo n'is it non repreve 
"To wedden me, if that my make die, 
Withour exception of bigamic ; 
All were it good no womun for to touche, 
(He ment as in his bed or in his couche) 
For peril is buth fire and tow to aflemble ; 
Ye know what this enfample may refemble. 
‘This is all and fom, he held virginitee 
‘More parfit than wedding in freeltee : 
(Preely.c clepe 1, but if that he and fhe 
Wold lede hir lives all in chaftitee) 
1 graunt it wel, 1 have of non envie 
Who maidenhed preferre to bigamie 5 
Jt liketh hem’ to be clene in body and goft : 
Of min eftat | wol not maken bof, 
For wel ye know a lord in his houfhold 
‘Ne hath nat every veffell all of gold : 
Sem ben of tree, and don hir lord fervice. 
sBod clepeth folk to him in fondry wife, 
‘And everich hath of God a propre gift, 
Som this, fom that, as that him liketh thift. 
Virginitee is gret perfection, 
‘And continence eke with devotion ; 
But Crift, that of perfection is welle, 
Ne bade not every wight he thuld go felle 
Allthat he had and yeve it to the poure, 
And in fwiche wife follow him and his lore + 
He fpake to hem that wold live parfitly, 
And, Lordings, (by your leve) that ara nat 1: 
I wol beftow the flour of all myn age 
In th’ aes and the fruit of mariage. 
Tell me alfo to what conclufion 
‘Were membres made of generation, 
And of fo parfit wife a wight ywrought ? 





‘Trufteth me wel they, were nat made for nought. 


Glofe who fo wol, and fay bothe up and doun, 
"That they were made for purgatioun- 

Of urine, and of other thinges {maile, 

“And eke to know a female from a male: ° 
And for non other caufe? fay ye no? 

‘The experience wot wel it is not fo. 

So that the clerkes be not with me wroth ; 

1 fay this, that thoy maked ben for both 5 
"This is co fayn, for office and for efe 

Of engendrure, ther we not God difplefe. 
Why fhuld men clles in hir bookes fette 

"hat man shal yclden to his wif hire dette ? 
‘Now wherwith fhuld he make his payement 
Hi he ne ufed his fely inftrament ? 

“yhan were they made upon a creature 

‘Ho purge urine, and eke for engendrure. 

But I fay not that every wight is held, 
"That hath {wiche harneis as I to you told, 
‘Yo gon and ufen kem in engendrure ; 

"Then fhuld men take of chaftitee no cure. 
Crift was a maide, and fhapen asa man, 
And many a {cint, {ich that this world began, 


— 
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Yet lived they ever in parfit chaflitee ; 
I n’ill envie with no virginitee. 
Let hem with bred of pured whete be fed, 
And let us wives eten barly bred: 
And yet with barly bred, Mark tellen can, 
Our Lord Jefu refrefhed many a man. 
In fwiche eftat as God hath cleped us 
1 wol perfever, I n’am not precious, 
In wif hode wol I ufe min inftrument 
As frely as my Maker hath it fent. 
If 1 be dangerous, God yeve me forwe, 
Min hufband fhal it have both even and morwe, 
Whan that him lift come forth and pay his dette. 
An hufbond wol I have, I wol not lette, x 
Which fhal be both my detour and my thrall, 
And have his tribulation withalj~ 
Upon his flefh, while that 1 ag~ his wif. 
Thave the power during all‘my lif 
Upon his propre body, and nat he 
Right thus the apoftle told it unto me, 
‘And bad our hufbonds for to love us wel 
Ali this fentence me likcth every del. 
Us ftert the Pardoner, and that anon; 
Now, Dame, quod he, by God and by Seint Joha 
Ye ben‘a noble prechour in this cas ¢ 
I was about to wed a wif, alas! 
What? thuld I bie it on thy fléth fo dere’? 
Yet had 1 lever wed no wif to-yere. 
Abide, quod the, my Tale is not begonne; 
Nay, thou fhalt drinkcn of another tonne, 
Er that I go, fhall favor worfe than ale ; 
‘And whan that I have told thee forth my Tale 
Of tribulation in mariage, 
Of which I am expert in al min age, 
(This is to fayn myfelf hath ben the whippe) 
Than maieft thou chefen wheder thou wolt fippe 
Of thike tonne that I fhal abroche : 
Beware of it er thou to neigh approche, 
For } fhal tel enfamples mo than ten. 
Who fo that n’ill beware by other men 
By him fhal other men corrected be: 
"Thife fume wordes writeth Ptholomce, 
Rede in his Almajettie, and take it theres 
Dame, I wold pray you, if your will it were, 
Sayde this Pardoner, as ye began 
Tell forth your Tale, and fpareth for no man, 
And techeth us yonge men of your pradtike. 
Gladly, quod fhe, fin that it may ;ou like, 
But that I pray to all this compagnie, 
If that I fpeke after my fantafie, 
As taketh not a greefe of that J fay, 
For min entente is non but for to play. 
Now, Sires, than wol I tell you forth my Tale- 
As ever mote I drinken win or ale 
I fhal fay foth, thé hufbondes that I had 
‘As three of hem were good and two were bad. 
The three were goode men and riche and olde; 
Unnethes mighten they the flatute holde 
In which that they were bounden unto me; 
Ye wot wel what I mene of this parde. 
‘As God me helpe | langh whan that I thinke 
How piteufly a-night I made hem fwinke, 
But by my fay I tolde of it no ftore + 
They had me yeven hir lond and hir trefore 
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Me neded not do lenger diligence 
‘To win hir love or don hem reverence. 
“Iney loved me fo wel, by God above, 
That Ine tolde no deintee of hir love. 
A wife woman wol befie hire ever in oft 
‘To geten hir love ther as fhe hath non. 
But fith T had hem holly in min hond, 
And that they hadde yeven me all hir lond, 
What fhuld I taken kepe hem for to plefe, 
But it were for.my profit or min efe? ° 
1 fet hem fo a-werke by my fay, 
‘That many a night they fongen Wala wa! 
‘The bacon was not fet for hem 1 trow 

, That fom men have in Effex at Donmow. 
T governed he f wel after my lawe 
‘That eche of hen ful blisful was and fawe 
To bringeh me gay Yhinges fro the feyre : 
They were ful glade whan I fpake him fayre 
For Géd it wot I chidde hem fpitoufly. 
Now herkeneth how i bare me proprely. 

Ye wife wives, that can underftond, 
‘Thus fhul ye fpeke, and bere hem wrong on hond, 
For half fo boldely can ther no man 
Sweren and lien as a woman can. 

(I fay pot this by wives that ben wife, 
But if be whan they hem mifavife.) 

‘A wife wif, if that fhe can hire good, 
Shal beren hem on hond the cow is wood, 
And taken witneffe of hire owen mayd 
Of hir affent ; but herkeneth how I fayd. 

Sire olde Kaynard, is this thin aray ? 

Why is my neighcboures wif fo gay? 

She is honoured over al wher the goth ; 

1 fit at home, I have no thrifty cloth. 

“What dof thou at my neigheboures hous? 

Is the fo faire? art thou fo amorous? 

What, rowneft thou with our maide? denedicite/ 
Sire olde Lechour, let thy japes be. 

And if I have a goflib or a frend, 
(Withouten gilt) thou chideft as a fend 
if that I watke or play unto his hous. 

‘Pheu comeft hom as dronken a8 a mous, 
And precheft on thy benche with evil prefe ? 
Thou fayit to me, It isa gret mefchiefe 
To-wed a poure woman for coftage ; 

And if that the be riche of high parage, 
‘Vhan fay{t-thou that it isg tourmentrie 

‘To foffre hire pride and hire melancolie 
And if that the be faire, thou veray knave, 
‘Thou fayft that every holour wol hire have} 
She may no while in chaftitee abide 

That is aflailed upon every fide, 

‘Thou fayft fom folk defire us for ticheffe, 
Som for.our fhape, and fom for our fairne-, 
And fom for the can eyther fing or dance, 
And fom for gentillefle and daliance, 

Som for hire hondes and hire armes fmale : 
‘Thus goth all to the devil by thy tale. 
‘Thou fayft men may not kepe a caftel wal, 
It may fo long affailled be over ah 

And if that fhe be foul, thou fayft that fhe 
Coveteth every man that the may fee ; 

ras a fpanile the wol on him lepe 
Til fhe may finden fom man hire to chepe. 
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Ne non fo grey goos goth ther in the lake 
(As fayft thou) that wol ben without a make + 
And fayft it is an hard thing for to welde 
Athing that no man wol his thankes helde. 
Thus fayft thou, lorel, whan thou goft to bed, 
And that no wife man nedeth for to wed, 
Ne no man that entendeth unto heven. 
With wilde thonder dint and fry leven 
Mote thy welked nekke be to-broke. 
Thou fayft that dropping houfes and eke fmokey 
And chiding wives, maken men to flee 
Out of hir owen hous. A, benedicite J” 
What aileth iwiche an old man for to chide ? 
Thou fayft we wives wol our vices hide 
Til we be fait, and than we wol hem fhewe, 
Wel may that be a proverbe of a fhrewe. 
Thou fryft that oxen, affes, hors, and houndes, 
They ben affaied at diverfe ftoundes, 
Bafines, lavoures, or that men hem bie, 
Spones, ftooles, and all fwiche hufbondrie, 
And fo ben pottes, clothes, and aray, 
But folk of wives maken non affay 
Til they ben wedded, olde dotard fhrewe, 
And than, fayft thou, we wol our vices fhewe. 
Thou faytt alfo that it difplefeth me 
But if that thou wolt preifen my beautee, 
And but thou pore alway upon my face, 
And clepe ine Faire Dame in every place ; 
And but thou make a fefte oa thilke day 
That I was borne, and make me frefh and gay; 
And but thou.do to my norice honour, 
‘And to my chamberere within my bour, 
And to my faders folk and myn allies : 
‘Thus fayit thou, olde barel ful of lies. 
And yet alfo of our prentis Jankin, 
For his crifpé here, fhining as gold fo fin, 
And for he fquiereth me both up and doun, 
Yct haft thou caught a falfe fofpe@ion : 
I wel him nar, though thou were ded to-morwe. 
But tell me this, Why hideft thou with forwe 
The keies of thy cheft away fro me? 
It is my good as well as thin parde. 
What, weneft thou make an idiot of our Dame? 
Now by that Lord that cleped is Seint Jame, 
‘Thou halt nat bothe, though that thou were wood 
Be maifter of my body and of m¥ good ; 
That on thou fhalt forgo maugre thin eyen. 
What helpeth it of me to enquere and fpien? 
I trow thou woldeft locke me in thy chetfte.’ 
Thou fhuldeft fay, Fayr wif, go where thee lefte 
‘ake your difport ; I wol nat leve ito tales; 
I know yot for a trewe wif, Dame Alcs, 
We love no man that taketh kepe or charge 
Wher that we gon ; we wol be at our large. 
Of alle men ybleffed mote he be 
‘The wife aftrologien Dan Ptholomee, 
That fayth this proverbe in his Almagette, 
Of alle men his wifdom is highefte 
That rekketh not who hath the world in hond. 
By this proverbe thon fhalt wel underftond, 
Have thou ynough, what thar thee rekke or care 
How merily that other folkes fare ? 
For certes, elde dotard, by your leve, 
} Ye thullen have queint right ynough at eve. 
! big 
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He is to gret a nigard that wol wernc 
A man to light a candel at his lanterne ; 
‘He fhal have never the leffe light parde : 
Have thou ynough thee thar not plainen thee. 
‘Thon fayft alfo if that we make us gay 
‘With clothing and with precious aray, 
‘That it is peril of our chaftitee + 
And yet with forwe thou enforceft thee, 
And fayft thife wordes in the apoftles name 5 
In habit made with chaftitee and fhame 
Ye women fhul appareile you, (quod he) 
And nat in trefled here and gay perrie, 
As perles, ne with gold, ne clothes riche. 
After thy text ne after thy rubriche 
T wo! not work as mochel as a gnat, 
Thou fayft alfo 1 walke out like a cat ; 
For who fo wolde fenge the cattes fkin 
Than wol the cat wel dwellen in hire in; 
And if the cattes fkin be fleke and gay, 
She wol nat dwelfen in hous half a day, 
But forth fhe wol, or any day be dawed, 
‘To fhew hire fkin and gon a caterwawed, 
This is to fay, if I be gay, fire fhrewe, 
I wol renne out my borel for to fhewe. 
Sire olde fool, what helpeth thee to {pien ? 
‘Though thou pray Argus with his hundred eyen 
To be my wardecorps, as he can belt, 
In faith he fhal not kepe me but me left : 
Yet coude I make his berd, fo mote I the. 
Thou fayeft eke that ther ben thinges three, 
Which thinges gretly troublen-all this erthe, 
And that no wight ne may endure the ferthe ¢ 
O lefe fire threwe, Jefu short thy lif. 
Yet precheft thou, an fayft, an hateful wif 
Yrekened is for on of thife mifchances. 
Be ther non other maner refemblances 
‘That ye may liken your parables to 
But if a fely wif be on of tho? 
‘Thou likeneft ele womans love to helle, 
‘To barrein lond ther water may not dwelle. 
‘Thou likeneft it alfo to wilde fire ; 

‘The mor it brenneth, the more it hath defire 
‘To confume every thing that brent would be. 
Thou fayeft right as wormes fhende a tre 

Right fo a wif deftroieth hire hufbond ; 

, This knowen theg that ben to wives bond, 

” ” Lordings, right thus, as ye han underftond, 
Bare I Rifly min old hufbondes on hond, 
‘That thus they faiden in hir dronkenneffe 5 
And all was falfe but as Etoke witneffe 
Ov Jankin, and upon my nect alfo. 
© Lord! the peine ¥ did hem and the wo, 
Ful-giltelefs, by Goddes {wete pine, 
For as an hors I coude bite and whine; 
I coude plain, and I was in the gilt, 
Or elles oftentime I had ben fpilt. 
‘Who fo fir cometh to the mill firt grint ; 
1 plained firft, fo was our werre yftint. 
‘They werr ful glad to exeufen hem full blive 
Of thing the which they never agilt hir live. 
Of wenches wold I beren hem on hond 
‘Whan that for fike unncthes might they ftond, 
Yet tikcied I his herte for that he 
‘Wend that Ihad of him fo gret chiertee ¢ 
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I fwore that all my walking out by nighe- 
Was far to efpien wenches that he dight : 
Under that colour had I many a mirth; 

For all fwiche wit is yeven us in our birth ; 
Deccite. weping, fpinning, God hath yeven 
‘To women kindly while that they may liven. 
And thus of o thing I may avaunten me, 
Awth’ ende I had the beter in eche degree, 
Ey fleight or force, or by fom maner thing, 
As by continual murmur or grutching, 
Namely a~bed ; ther hadden they mefchance ; 
‘Ther wold L chide, and don hem no plefance ¢ 
1 wold rio lenger in the bed abide 

If that I felt his arme over my fide, 

‘Tull he had made his raunfon unto me, 
‘Than wold I foffre him do his nigice : 

And therfore every man this Te I tell, 
Winne who fo may, for all is for to fell, 
With empty hond men may no haukes lure 5. 
For winning wold I all his duft endure, 

And maken me a feined appetit, 

And yet in bacon had I never delit, 

That maked me that ever [ wold hint chide; 
For though the Pope had fitten hem befide, 
I wold not fpare hem at hir owen bord, 

For by my trouthe I quitte hem word for 
As helpe me veray God omnipotent, 

Tho I right now should make my teftament, 
I ne owe him not a word that it n’is quit ; 

T brought it fo abouten by my wit 

‘That they mutt yeve it up as for the beft, 

Or elles had we never been in reft ; 

For though he loked asa wood leon 

Yet fhuld he faille of his conclufion. 

Than wold I fay, Now, goode lefe, take kepe x 
How mekely Icketh Wilkin oure thepe ! 
Come ner my f{poufe, and Jet me ba thy cheke ; 
Ye fhulden be al patient and mcke, 

And han a fwete fpiced confcience, 

Sith ye fo preche of Jobes patience, 

Suffreth alway fin ye fo wel can preche, 

And but ye do, certain we fhall you teche 

‘That it is faire to han a wif in pees, 

On of us two moft hewen doutelees; 

And fith aman is more-refsuaiie ys 

Than woman is, ye moften ben fuffrable. 

What aileth you to grutchen thus and grone? 

Is it for ye wold have my queint alone ? 

Why take it all; fo, have it every del ; 
cicr, I threw you but you love it wel: 

For if t wolde fell my della chofe, 

I conde waike as frethe as is a rofe, 

But I wol kepe it for your owen toth. 

Ye be to blame, by God I fay yotr foth. 

Swiche maner wordes hadden we on hond. 
Now wol I {pcken of my of fourthe hufbond. 

My fourthe hufbande was a reveliour, 
‘This isto fayn, he had a paramour, 

And I was yonge and ffi! of ragerie, 
Stibborne and itrong, and joly as a pie 
Though coude I dancen to an harpe finale, 
And fing ywis 2s any nightingale, 

When I had dronke a draught of fwete wine. 
Mettellius, the foul cherle, the fwine, 
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‘Thet with a ftaf beraft his wif hire if 

For the drank wine, though 1 had been his wif 

Ne thuld he not have daunted me tro drinke; 

And after wine of Venus moft I thinke ; 

Yer al fo fiker as cold engendreth kayt 

A likerous mouth moft hen a iikerous tayl. 

In woman vinolent is no defence, 

This knowen lechours by experience. \ 
But, Lord Crift! whan that it remembreth 

Upon my youth, and on my jolitee, 

It tikeleth me about myn herte rote : 

Unto this day it doth myn herte bote, 

That 1 have had my world as in my time. 

But age, alas! thar all wol envenime, 

Hath m ft my bewutee and my pith; 

Let gq furew ql, the devil go therwith ! 

‘The flour is gou.ather,n’is no more to tell; 

The bren as 1 bef may now mofte I fell. 

But yct te be right mery wol I fond, 

Now forth to tellen of my fourthe hufbond. 
I fay I had in herte’gret defpie 

‘That he of any other had dclit ; 

But he was quit by God and by Scint Joces 

I made him of the fame wood a croce, 

Not of my body in no foule manere, 

But certainly 1 made foik fwiche chere, 

That in his owen grefe 1 made him frie, 

For anger and for veray jaloufie. 

By God, in erth I was his Purgatorie, 

For which [ hope his foule be in glorie : 

For, God it wote, he fate fal oft and fonge 

Whan that his tho fal bitterly him wronge 

‘Ther was no wight, fave Gow! and he, that wifte 

In many a wife how fore that I him twifte. 

He died whan I came fro Jerufalem, 

And lith ygrave under the rode-beem ; 

All is his tombe not {0 curious 

As was the fepulcre of hin Darius, 

Which that Appelics wrought fo forelly : 

It is but waft to bury hem precioufly. 

Jct him farewel, Ged give his foulc reft, 

He is now in his grave and in his cheft. 
Now of my fifthe hufbonde wol I telle 

God let his foule never come in helle : 


Pree tas betes the motte fhrew ; 
fat feie 1 ou my ribbes all by rew, 


And ever fhal unto min ending day : 

But in our bed he was & frefh and gay, 
And therwithal! he coude fo well me glofe, 
‘Whan that he woide han my belle cha, 
‘That thongh he bad be bet on every bon 
He coude win ugen my love anon. 

Ttrow I loved him the bet, fur he 

‘Was of his love fo dangerous to me. 

‘We wimmen han, if that 1 fhat not lic, 

In this matere a queinte fantafie. 

Waite, what thing we may nat lightly have, 
‘Theraft-r wol we cry all day and crave. 
Forbede us thing and that defiren we 3 
Prefe on us faft and thanne wol we flee. 
With dancer uttrea we all ovr chaffare ; 
Gret prees at market maketh dere ware, 
And to gret chepe is holies at Heel 
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My fifthe hufbonde, Ged his foule bleffe, 
Which that I toke for love and no richeife, 
He fomtime was a clerk of Oxenforde; 

And had left fcele, and went at home at borde_ 
With my goffib, Mwelling in oure toun, 
Abifoun 
She knew my herte and all my privetce 

Bet than our parish preeft, fo mote I the : 








; To bire bewried I my counfeil all, 


For had my hufbond piffed on a wall, 
Or don a thing that fheld lave coi: his lif, 
‘To hire, and to another worthy wif, 
And to my nece, which that 1 loved wel, 
1 wold have teld his counfcil every del 
And fa I did ful often, God it wote, 
‘That made his face full oiten red and hote 
For veray flame, and blazed himfelf, for he 
Had told to me fo gret a privatce. 
And fo befell that ones in 2 Lent” 
(So often times I to my gaflib went, 
For ever yct I loved to be gay, 
And for to walke.in March, April, and May, .- 
From hous to hous, to heren fundry tales) ~ 
That fankin clerk, and my goflib Dame Ales, 
And I myfelf, into the feldes went, 
Myn hufbond was at London all that Lent t 
I had the better Jeifer for to pleie, 
And for to fee, and cke for to be feie 
OF luity folk, What wift | wher my grace 
Was fhapen for to be, or in what place ? 
Therfore made I my vifitations 
To vigilies and to procelfions, 
‘fo prechings eke, and to thife pilgrimages,’ 
To playes ot miracles, and mariages, 
And wered upon my gay fkarlet gites, 
Thife wormes, ne thife mothes, ne thife mites,” 
Upon my paraifle frett hem never a del; ‘ - 
And woit thou why ? for they were ufed wel, 
Now wol I tcilen forth what happed me. 
T fay that in the feldes walked we 
Till trewely we had fwiche daliance, 
This cierk and I, that of my purveance 
I fpake to him, and faid him how that he, 
Tf I were widewe, fhulde wedden me. 
For certainly, I fay for no bobance, 
Yct was I never without purveance 
Of mariage, ne of other thinges cke : 
I hoid a moufes wit not worth.a leke 
‘That hath but on hole for to fterten to, 
And if that faille, than is all ydo. 
I bare him on hond he had enchanted me, 
(My dame taughte me that fubtiltee) 
And eke I fayd I mette of him all night, 
He wold han ilain me as I lay upright, 
Aad all my bed was ful of veray blood ; 
But yet I hope that ye fhuln do me good, 
For blood betokeneth gold, as me was taught, 
And al was falfe, I dreamed of him right naught, 
But as { folwed ay my dames lore, y 
As wel of that as of other thinges more. 
But now, Sire, let me fee, what fhail I fain? 
Aba! by God | have my Tale. again, 
Whan that my fcurthe hefbonde was on bere, 
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As wivés moten, for it is the ufage, 

And with my coverchefe covered my vifage; 

But for that I was purveyed of a make, 

I wept but fmal, and that I undertake. 

"To chirche was myn hufvond born a-morwe 

‘With neigheboures that for him madden forowe, 

And Jankin oure clerk was on 6f tho + 

As helpe me God, whan that I faw him go 

After the bere, me thought he had a paire 

‘Of legges and of feet fo clene and faire 

‘That all my herte 1 yave unto his hold. 

He was, Ltrow, a twenty winter old, 

‘And I was fourty, if I thal fay foth, 

Sut yet | had alway a coltes toth. 

Gat-tothed I was, and that became me wele ; 

S-had the print of Seint Venus fele. 

As helpe me God, I was a lufty on, 

And faire, and riche, and yonge, and wel begon ; 

And trewely, as min hufbondes tolden me, 

Uhad the befte queint that mighte be, 

For certes I am all Wenerian 

In felimg, and nry herte is Martian 

Venus me yave my luft and likcroufneffe, 

And Mars yave me my fturdy hardineffe. 

Min afcendent was Taure, and Mars therinne < 

Alas, alas ! that ever love was finne! 

E folwed ay min inclination 

By vertue of mly confteliation 5 

That madé me that Fcoude nat withdraw 

‘My chambre of Venus from a good felaw > 

‘Yet have I Martes merke tpon my face, 

nd alfo in another privee place 

For God fo wifly be my falvation, 

Hloved never by no difcretion, 

But ever folwed min appetit, 

All were he thorte, longe, blacke, or white : 

‘toke no kepe, fo that he liked me, 

low poure he was, ne cke of what degree, 

; What fhulde I fay ? but at the monthes ende 

This joly clerk Jankin, that was fo hende, 

th wedded me with gret foiempnitec, 

id to him yave fall the fond and fee 

‘That ever was me yeven therbefore, 

Put afterward'repented me ful fore. 

Fle n’olde fuffre nothing of my lift : 

By God he fmote me ones with his fit, 

For that I rent out of his book a lefe, 

‘That of the ftroke myn ere wex alk defe. 

Stibborne b was as is aleonefic, 

(And of my tonge a veray jungiere! 

And walke f wold, as Lhad con befurn, 

Fro hous to hous, although he had it Sworn, 

For which he oftentimes wold preche, 

And me of aide Romaine geftes teche. 

How he Sulpitius Gathis left his wif, 

And hire forfoke for terme of all his li, 

Not but for open-heded he hire fay 

Loking out at his dore upon a day. 
Another Romaine told he me by maine, 

That for his wif was at a fommer game 

Without his weting he forfoke hire eke. 
And than wold he upen his Bible feke 

That ilke proverbe of Eccttiafte, 

Wher he commandeth, end forte Jeth fafte, 
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Man thal not fuffer his wif go roule aboute. 
‘Than wold he fay right thus withouten doute, 
Who f that bildeth hi. hous all of falwes, 
And priketh his blind hors over the falwes, 
And fuffcreth his wif to go feken halwes, 
Js worthy to be honged on the galwes. 
But all for nought; 1 fette not an hawe 
OF bis proverbes ne of his olde fawe; 
(1 wold not of him corredted be. 
Thate hem that my vices teHen me, 
And fo do mo of us (God ote) than I, 
‘This made him wood with me all utterly 5 
Twolde not forbere him in no cas. 
Now wol ! fay you foth, by Seint Thomas, 
Why that I rent out of his book a lefp, 
For which he fmote me fo that I wes defe. - 
He had a book that yladly nipt and day 
For his difport he wolde it rede alway ; 
He cleped it Valerie and Theophratt, 
And with that book he ough away ful faft. 
And eke ther was a clerk fomtime at Rome, 
A cardinal, that highte Seint Jerome, 
That made a book again Jovinian, ~ 
Which book was ther, and eke lertullian, 
Crifippus, Trotula, and Helowis, 
‘That was abbeffe not fer fro Paris, 2 
And eke the Paraboles of Salomon, 
Ovides Art, and bourdes many on ; 
And alle thife were bonden in o volume, 
And every night and day was his cuftume 
(Whan he had leifer and vacation 
From other worldly occupation) 
‘To reden in this book of wikked wives : 
He knew of hem mo legendes and mo lives 
Than ben of goode wives in the Bible. 
For trufteth wel it is an impoffible 
That any clerk wol fpeken goud of wives, 
(But if it be of holy feintes lives) 
Ne of non other woman never the mo. 
Who peinted the leon, telleth me who ? 
By God if wimmen hadden written ftories, 
As clerkes han, within hir oratories, 
‘They wold have writ of men more wikkednefl¢ 
‘Than all the merke of Adant may redreffe. 
‘The chiidren of Mercury, ars 
Ben in hir werking ful contfartous, 
Mercury loveth wifdom and fcience, 
And Venus loveth riot ane: difpence 
And for hir divers difpofition 
Eche falleth in others exaltation + 
As tius; God wote Mercury is defolat 
In Pifces, wher Venus is exaltat, 
And Veuus falleth wher Mercury is reifed, 
‘Therfore no weman of no clerk is preifed, 
‘The clerk whan he is old, and may naught do 
Of Venus werkes net worth his old fho, 
‘Then fiteth he doun and writeth in his dotage 
‘That wimmen cannot kepe hir mariage. 
But new to purpos why I tolde thee 
‘That I was beten for a book parde. 
Upon a night Jankin, that was our fire, 
Red on his book as hr fate by the fire, 
Of Eva firft, that for hire wickednefle, 
Was all mankinde brought to wretchedaelfe 
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Por which that Jefu Crift himfelf was flain, 
‘That bought us with his herte blood again. 

Lo here expreffe of wimmen may ye find 
‘That woman was the loffe ofall mankind; 

Tho redde he me how Sampfon left his heres, 
Sleping his lemman kitte hem with hire theres, 
‘Yhurgh whiche trefon loft he both his eyen, 

‘ho redde he me, if that I fhall not lien, 
Of Hercules, and of his Deianire, 

‘That caufed him to fet himfelf a-fire. 

Nothing forgat he the care and the wo 
‘That Socrates had with his wives two; 

‘How, Xantippa caft piffe upon his hed. 
This fely man fat {tilt as he were ded; 

He wiped his ded; no more dorft he fain 
But, Ethe thonder ftint ther cometh rain. 

Of Pafiphae, Sit wras the Quene of Crete, 
For ihrewedneffe him thought the tale fwete. 
Fic! {peke no more (i¢ is a grifely thing) 

Of hire horrible luft and hire liking. 

Of Clitemneftra, fof hire lecherie 
That falfely made hire hufbond for to die, 
He redde it with ful good devotion. 

He told me eke for what occafion 
Amphiorax at ‘Thebes loft his lif : 

My hufbond had ritgend of his wif 
Eriphile, that for an ouche of gold 

Hath prively unto the Grekes told 

Wher that hire hufbond hidde him in a place, 
For which he had at Thebes fory grace. 

Of Lima told he me, and of Lucie ; 

‘They bothe mady hir hufbondes for to die, 
‘That on for love, that other was for hate. 
Lima hir hufbond on an even late 
Enpoyfoned hath, for that the was his fo : 
Lucia likerous loved hire hufbond fo, 

‘That for he ihuld alway upon hire tiinke, 
She yave him iwiche a maner love-drinke, 
‘That he was ded er it were by the morwe : 
And thas algates hufbondes hadden forwe. 

‘Than told he me how on Latumeus 
Complained to his felaw Arius, 

‘That in his gardin growed fwiche a tree, 
On which he fuid-how that his wives three 
Honged hens 257 teres defpitous. 

O leve brother! quod this Arius, 

Yeve me a plint of thilke bleffed tree, 
And in my gardin planted thal it be. 

Of later date, of wives hath he redde, 
That fom han flain hir huibondes in hir bedde, 
And let hir le¢chour dight hem all the night, 
While that the corps lay in the flore upright 5 
And fom han driven nailes in hir beain, 
While that they flepe, and thus they han hem flain ; 
Som.ban hem yeven poyfon in hir drink . 

He fpake more harm than herte may bethinke. 

And therwithall he knew of mo proverbes 
‘Than in this world ther growen gras or herbes, 

Bet is (quod he) thin habitation 
Be with a leon or a foule dragon 
‘Phan with a woman nfing for to chide. 

Bet is (quod he) high in the roof abide 
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They haten that hir hufbondes loven ay; ~- 
He fayd a woman caft hire fhame away - 
Whan fhe caft of hire {mock ; and forther. mo;- 


"A faire woman, but fhe be chat alfo, * 


Is like a gold ring in a fowes nofe. 

Who coade wene or who coude fappofe 
‘The wo that in min herte was and the pine ? 
And whan I faw he n’olde never fine 
‘To reden on this curfed book all night, 

Al fodenly three leves have I plight 

Out of his book, right as he redde, and eke 
I with my fift fo toke him on the cheke 
That in oure fire he fell backward adoun ¢ 
And he up fterte as doth a wood leoun, 
And with his fift he fmote me on the hed, 
‘That in the flore J lay as I were ded. 

And whan he faw how itille that [lay 

He was agaift, and wold have fled away, 
‘Til at the Jaft out of my fwough I brayde. 
O! haft thou flain me, falfe thief? 1 fayde, 
And for my lond thus haft thou mordred me ? 
Er I be ded yet wol I kiifen thee, . 
And nere he came, and kneled faire‘adotn; 
And fayde, Dere fufter Alifoun!°~ 

As helpe me God I thal thee never {mite + 
That [have don it is thyfelf to wite ; 
Foryeve it me, and tht I thee befeke. 

And yct cftfoues I hitte him on the cheke, 
And fayde, Theef, thus much am } awreke. 
Now wol | die, 1 may no longer fpeke. 

But at the laft, with mochel care and wo, 

‘We fell accorded by ourfelven two, 

He yafme all the bridel in min hond 

Uo han the governance of hous and londy 

And of his tonge and of his hend alfo, 

And made him brenne his book anon right the. 

And whan that I had getten unto me 
By maiftrie all the foverainetee, 

And that He fayd, Min owen trewe wif, 
Do as thee lift the terme of all thy lif; 
Kepe thin honour, and kepe eke min eftat; 
After that day we never had debat, 

God helpe-me fo, | was to him as kinde 
As any wif fro Denmark unto Inde, 

And al fo trewe, and fo was he to me + 

I pray to God that fit in majeftee 

So bliffe his foule, for his mercy dere. 
Now wol I fay my Tale if ye wol here. 

‘The Frere lough whan he had herd all this z 
Now, Dame, quod he, fo have 1 joye and blifs, 
This isa lang preamble of a Tale. 

And whan the Sompnour herd the Frere gale 
Lo (quod this Sompneur) Geddes armes two, 
A Frere wel entermeté him evermo : 

Lo, goode men, a flie and eke a Frere 

Wol fall in every dith and eke matere. “ 
What fpekeft thou of preambulatioun ? 

What ? amble or trot, or pees, or ge fit doun = 
Thou letteft our difport in this matere. ; 

Ye, wolt thou fo, Sire Sompnour ? quod the Freres 
Now by my faith I fhal, er that { go, 
{wiche a Tale or two, 
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-{Quod this Sompnonr) and I bethrewe me 
But if ] telle Tales two or three 
‘Of Freres, or | come to Sidenborne, 
“That I thal make thin herte for to morne, 
‘For wel I- wot thy patience is gone. 
Our Hake cried, Pees, and that anon ; 
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And fayde, Let the woman tell hire Tale 4 

Ye fare as folk that dronken ben of ale. 

Do, Dame, tell forth your Tale, and that is beft, 
Al redy, Sire, quod the, right as you left, 


If J bave licence of this worthy Frere. 


Yes, Dame, quod he, tell forth, and ¥ wol here. 
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In olde dayes of the King Artour, 
Of which that Bretons fpeken gret honour, 
- All was this lond fulfilled of Faerie ; 
‘The Elf quene with hire joly compagnie 
Danced ful oft in many a grene mede, 
This was the old opinion as I rede ; 
I fpeke of many hundred yeres ago, 
But now can no man fee non elves mo ; 
For now the grete charitee and prayeres 
Of limitoures and other holy freres, 
‘That ferchen every land and every treme, 
“As thikke as motes in the fonne beme, 
“Bliffing ballcs, chambres, kichens, and boures, 
Citees and burghes, caftles highe and toures, 
‘T'hropes and bernes, thepenes and daires, 
"This maketh that therben no Faeries : 
For ther as wont to waken was an elf, 
"Ther walketh now the limatour himfelf 
Tn undermeles and in morweninges, 
And fayth his matines and his holy thinges 
Ashe goth in hie limitatioun. 
, Women may now go fafely up and doun, 
In every buth, and under every tree, 
‘Ther is non other Incubes but he, . 
And he ne will don hem no difhonour. 

An fo befell it that this King Artour 
Had in his hous a lufty bacheler, 
‘That on a day came riding fro river 
And happed that, alone as fhe was borne, 
He faw a maiden walking him beforne, 
Of which maid he anon, maugre hire hed, 
‘By veray force beraft hire maidenhed : 
For which oppreflion was fwiche clamour, 
And fwiche purfuite unto the King Artour, 
“That damned was this knight for to be ded, 
By cours of lawe, and fhuld have loft his hed, 
(Paraventure fwiche was the ftatute tho) 
But that the quene and other ladies mo 


*® A batchelor of King Arthur's court is enjoined by the 
Queen, upon pain of death, to tell what thing it is that wo- 
men do mot defire, at length he is taught ic by aa old 


So longe praieden the king of grace, 
Til he his lif him granted in the place, 
And yaf him te the quene, all at hire will 
To chefe whether fhe wold him fave or pill. 
‘The quene thanketh the king-rith all hire mighty 
And after this thus fpake the to the knight, 
Whan that the faw hire time upon a day. 

Thou ftandeft yet (quod fhe) in fwiche array, 

That of thy lif yet haft thou nat feuretee ; 

I grant thee lif if thou canft tellen me 

What thing is it that women moft defiren : 
Beware, and keppe thy nekke bone from yreg. 
And if thou canf not tell it me anon, 

Yct wol I yeve thee leve for to gon 
Atwelvemonth and a day to feke and lere 
And anfwer fuflifant in this matere 5 

And feuretee woll have, or that thou pace, 
Thy body for to yelden in this place. 

Wo was the knight, and forwefully he fiketh z 
Bat what? he may not don alias him liketh. 
And at the laft he chefe him fcr to wende, 
And come agen right at the yeres ende 
With fwiche anfwer as God wold him purvay, 
And taketh his leve, a1 Teme his stay, 

He feketh every hous and every place. 
Wher as he hopeth for to finden grace, 

To lernen what thing wémen loven motte; 
But hene coude ariven in ne cofte 

Wher ashe mighte find in this materc 

‘Two creatures according in fere. 

Som faiden women loven beft richeffe, 

Som faiden honour, fem faiden jolineffe, 
Som riche array, fom faiden uit a-bedde, 
And oft time to be widewe and to be wedde. 

Some {aiden that we ben in herte moft efed 

Whan that we ben yflatcred and ypreifed. 
He goth ful nigh the foth, I wol not lie; 
A man fhal winne us beft with flateric ; 
And with attendance and with befinefle 

Ben we ylimed bothe more and leffe. 

And fom men faiden that we loven beft 
For to be free, and do right as us left, 
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And that no mar repreve us of our vice, 
But fay that we ben wile and nothing nice : 
For trewely ther n’is non of us all, 
If any wight wol claw us on the gall, 
‘That we n’jll kike for that he faith us foth;- 
Affay, and he fhal find it that fo doth: 
For be we never fo vicious withinne 
We wol be holden wife and clene of finne, 
And fom faiden that gret delit han we 
For to be holden ftable and eke fecre, 
And in 9 purpos fledfaitly to dwell, 
And not bewreyen thing that men us tell; 
Bat sale is not worth a rake-ftele. 
Parde we Yemen connen nothing hele, 
Witneffe on Mida ; wol ye here the Tale? 
” Ovide, amonges other thinges {male, 
Said. Mida had undeg his Jonge heres 
Growirg upon his he¥ two aifes eres, 
‘The whiche vice he hid, ashe beite aight, 
Ful fubtdly from ever$.mannes fight, 
‘That fave his wif thet witt of it no mo; 
He loved hire moft, fand trufted hire alfo; 
He praied hire that tk no creature 
Sh: wolde tellen of h&gisfigure. 
She {wore him Ney, Tor all the world to winne 
She aolde do that’ vilanie ne finne, 
‘To make hire hufbond han fo foule a name : 
She n’olde not tell it for hire owen thame. 
But natheles hire thoughte that the dide 
‘That the fo longe fhuld a confeil hide; 
Hire thought it fwal fu fore about hire herte, 
‘That nedely fom word hire muft afterte ; 
And fith the dorft nat telle it to no man, 
Doun toa mareis fafte by fhe ran; 
Til fhe came ther hire herte was a-fire : 
And as a bitore bumbleth in the mire, 
She laid hire mouth unto the water doun. 
Bewrey me not, thou water, with thy foun, 
uod fhe ; to thee I tell it, and nu mo, 
Min hufbond hath long affes eres two. 
Now ts min herte all hole, now is it out, 
might nolenger kepe it out of dout. 
Here may ye fee, though we a time ubide, 
Yet out it mofte ; we can no confeil hide. 
‘The rereenae-si the Talc; if ye wol here, 
Redeth Ovide, and ther ye may it lere. 
This knight, of which my Tale is fpecially, 
‘Whan that he faw he might not come therby, 
(This is to fayn, what women loven moft) 
Within his breft ful forweful was his goft. 
But home he goth, he mighte not fojourne ; 
‘The day was come that homward mutt he turne. 
And in his way it happed him to ride, 
In all his care, under a foreft fide, 
Wheras he faw upon a dance go 
OF ladies foure-and-twenty, and yet mo. 
Toward this ike dance he drow ful yerne, 

_ In hop that he fom wifdom fhulde lerne 3 
But certainly er he came fully there 
Yvanithed was this dance he n’ifte not wher ; 

‘No creature faw he that bare lif, 

Save on the grene he faw fitting a wif, 
fouler wight ther may no man devife. 


“Againe this knight this olde wif gan arife, 








And faide Sire Knight, here forth ne-lith no wey, 
Tell me what that ye {eken by your fay, 
Paraventure it may the better be : 

Thife olde folk. can mochel thing, quod the. “ 

My leve mother, quod this knight, certain - 
TE n’am but ded but if chat I can fain 
What thing’it is that women moft defire : 
Conde yeme wifle I wold quite wel your hire. 
Plight me thy trouthe here in myn hond, quod the,’ 
The nexte thing that I requere of thee 
Thou fhait it do, if it be in thy might, 

And I wol tell it you or it be night, 

Have here my trouthe, quod the knight, 

graunte, 

Thanne, quod fhe, I dare me wel avaunte 
Thy lif is fauf, for I wol ftond therby, 

Upon my lif the quene wol fay as I. a 
Let fee which is the proudeft of hem alle, 
That wereth ona kerchef ora calle, 

That dare fayn nay of that I thal you teche. 
Let us go forth withouten lenger fpeche, 

Tho-rowned the a piftel in his ere, =”. 

And bad him to be glad, and bawe no. féfe.: 

Whan they ben comen to thé court, this kaight: 
Said he had hold his day as he had hight, : 
And redy was his anfwere, as he faide. 

Fal many a noble wif, and many a maide, 
And many a widewe, for that they ben wife, 
(The quene hirefelf fitting as 2 juftice) 4 
Affembled ben his anfwer for to here, 

And afterward this knight was bode aj 

To every wight commanded was filence, 
And that the knight fhuld tell in audience 
What thing that worldly women loven beft. 
‘this knight ne ftood not ftill as doth a belt, 
But to this queftion anon anfwerd 
With manly vois, that all the court it herd. 

My liege Lady, generally, quod he, 
Women defiren to han foveraintee, 

As Well over hir hufbond as hir love, 

And for to ben in maiftrie him above. 

This your moft defire, though ye me kille ; 
Doth as you lift, 1am here at your wille. 

In all the court ne was ther wif ne maide, 
Ne widewe, that contraried that he faide, + 
Lut faid he was worthy to han his lif. 

And with that word up ftert this olde wif 
Which that the knight faw fitting on the grene. 
Mercy, quod the, my foveraine lady Quene, 
Er that your court depart, as doth me right. 

I taughte this anfwere unto this knight, 

For which he plighte me his trouthe there, 

‘The firftc thing I wold ef him requere, 

He wold it do, if it lay in his might. 

Before this court than pray I thee, Sire, Knight, 
Quod fhe, that thon me take unto thy wif. 

For wel thou woft that Ihave kept thy lif: 

If I fay falfe, fay nay upon thy fay. 

This kmght anfwered, Alas and wala wa! 

Tjwot rig!.t wel that fwiche was my beheft. 
For Goddes love as chefe a new requeft : 
Take all my good, and let my body go. 
Nay than, quod the, 1 threwe us bothe twe zr 


& 


$o 


Por though that I be olde, foule, and pore, 
1 n’clde for all the metal ne the ore 

‘That under erthe is grave, or lith above, 
But if thy wif I were and eke thy love. 

My love! quod’he ; nay, my dampnation. 
Alas! that any of my nation 
Shuld ever fo foule difparaged be. 

But all for nought; the end is this, that he 
Corttrained was he nedes muft hire wed, 
And taketh this olde wif, and goth to bed. 

‘Now wolden fom men fayn paraventure, 
That for my negligence 1 do no cure 
‘To tellen you the joye and all the array 
‘That at the fefte was that ilke day. 

To which thing fhortly anfweren I fhal : 
I fay ther was no joye ne fefte at al ; 

‘Ther n’as but hevineffe and mochel forwe; 
For prively he wedded hire on the morwe, 
And all day after hid him asan oule, 

So wo was him his wif loked fo. foule. 

Gret was the wo the knight had in his thought 
‘Whan he was with his wif a-bed ybrought ; 
He walweth, and he turneth to and fro. 

This olde wif lay fmiling evermo, 

And faid, @ dere hufbond, benedicite! 
Fareth ever knight thus with wif as ye ? 
Ie this the lawe of King Artoures hous ? 
Is every knight of his thus dangerous? 
Tam your owen love, and eke your wif, 
Tam the which that faved hath your lif, 
And certes yet did I you never unright ; 
Why fare ye thus with me this firfte night ? 
Ye faren like a man had loft his wit. 
‘What is my gilt ? for Goddes love tell it, 
And it thal ben amended if I may. 

Amended ! quod this knight, alas! nay, nay, 

It wol not ben amended never mo; 

‘Thou art fo lothly, and fo olde aifo, 

And therto comen of fo low a kind, 

‘That littel wonder is though 1 walwe and wind ; 
So wolde God min herte wolde breft. 

Is this, quod fhe, the caufe of your unrcft? 

Ye certainly, quod he, no wonder is. 

Now Sire, quod fhe, I coude amend all this, 
If that me lift, er it were dayes three, 

So wel ye mighten bere you unto me. 

But for ye fpeken of fwiche gentilieffe 
LAs is defecnded ‘out of old richeffe ; 

‘That therefore fhullen ye be gentilmen ; 
_Bwiche arrogance n’is not worth an hen. 

Loke who that is moft vertuous alway, 
Prive and apert, and moft entendeth ay 
‘To do the gentil dedes that he can, 

And take him for the greteft gentilman. 
Crift wol we claime of him our gentilleffe, 
Not of our elders for hir old richefle; 

For though they yeve us all hir heritage, 
For which we claime to ben of high parage, 
Yet may they not bequethen for no thing 
Tonon of us hir vertuous living, 

‘That made hem gentilmen called to be, 
And bade us folwen hem in fwiche degree 

Wel can the wife poet of Florence, 

That highte Dant, {peken of this fentence : 
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Lo in fwiche maner rime is Dantes tale, 
Ful felde up rifeth by his branches {male 
Proweffe of man, for God of his goodneffe 
Wol that we claime of him our gentilleffe ; 
For of our elders may we nothing claime 
But tempofel thing, that man may hurt and 
Fke every wight wot this as wel as I, [maime- 
If gentillefle wére planted naturelly 
“Into a certain linage doun the line, 
Prive and apert, than wold they never fine 
To don of gentilleffe the faire office ; 


| They mighten do no vilanie or vice. 


Take fire, and bere it into the derkefthoat™ 
Betwix this and the Mount of Cacafs, 
And let men fhette the doers, and go thenne, 
Yet wol the fire as faire lie and brenne 
As twenty thoufand men migM it behold; 
His office naturel ay wol it old, 

Up peril of my lif, til that /¢ die. 

Here may ye fee wel how «hat genterie 

Is not annexed to poffeffion, 

Sith folk ne don hir operatiot 

Alway, as doth the fire, lo, *h hisikind : 
For God it wot men mour-ful often find 

A lordes fone do fhame and Wizsie. 

And he that wol han pris of his genterie, 
For hé was boren of a gentil hous, 

And had his elders noble and vertuous, 

And n’ill himfelven do no gentil dedes, 

Ne folwe his gentil aunceftri; that ded is, 
He n’is not gentil, be he duk or erl, 

For vilains finful dedes make a cherl : 

For gentillefle n’is but the renomee 

Of thin aunceftres for hir high bountee, 
Which is a ftrange thing to thy perforie : 
Thy gentilleffe cometh fro God alone ; 

‘Than cometh our veray gentilleffe of graces 
Tt was no thing bequethed us with our place. 

‘Thinketh how noble, as faith Valerius, 
Was thilke Tullius Hoftitius, 

‘That out of poverte rofe to high robleffe. 
Redeth Senek, and redeth eke Boece, 

Ther fhull ye feen expreffe that it no dted is 
‘That he is gentil that a ee 
And therefore, leve hi nd, I thus 5 
Al be it that min aunceftres weren rude, 

Yet may the highe God, and fo hope I, 
Granten me grace to liven vertuoutfly ; 

Than am I gentil whan that I beginne 

To liven vertuoufty and weiven finne. 

And ther as ye of poverte me repreve, 
The highe God, on whom that we belevey 
In wilful poverte chefe to lede his lif ; 
and certes every man, maiden, or wif, 

May underftond that Jefus heven king 
Ne wold not chefe a vicious living. 

Glad poverte is an honeft thing cettain, 
This wol Senek and other clerkes fain. 

Who fo that halt him paid of his poverte, 
Thold him rich, al had he not a fherte. 

He that coveiteth isa poure wight, 

For he wold han that is not in his might ; 

But he that nought hath, ne coveiteth to have, 
Is riche, although ye hold him but a knave, 
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Veray poverte is finne proprely. 

Juvenal faith of poverte merily, 

The poure man whan he goth by the way, 
Beforn the theves he may fing and play. 
Poverte is hateful good ; and, as I gefle, 

A ful gret bringer out of befineffe; 

A gret amender eke of fapience 

‘To him that taketh it in patience. 

Poverte is this, although it fome elenge, 
Poffeilion that no wight wol challenge. 
Poverte ful often, whan aman is low, 
Maketh his God and eke himfelf to know. 
Poverte a fpedtakel is, as thinketh me, 
Thitrgtmwzhich he may his veray frendes fee. 
And theretxe, Sire, fin that I you not greve, 
-Of my poverte no more me repreve. 

Now, Sire, of elde that ye repreven me: 
And certes, Sire, thgugh non auctoritee 
-Were in no book, ygentiles of honour 
Sain that men fhuld ag olde wight honour, 
And clépe him Fadef, for your gentilleffe ; 
And auctours thal [ginden, asI geile. 

Now ther ye fairfthat I am foule and old, 
Than drede ye not Yp ben a cokewold; 

For filthe, and elde aff», fo mote I the, 
Ben grete wardexis upon chattitee. 
But natheles, fin I know your delit, 

1 fhal fulfill your wordly appetit. 

Chefe now (quod the) on of thife thinges twey, 

‘To han me foule and old til that I dey, 

And he to you a trewe humble wif, * 

And never you difplefe in all my lif; 

Or elles wol ye han me yonge and faire, 

And take your aventure of the repaire 

‘That thal be to your hous bécaufe of me, 

Or in fom other place it may wel be ? 

Now chefe yourfelven whether that you liketh. 

This knight avifeth him, and fore fiketh, 





But at the laft he faid in this manere : 

My lady and my love, and wif fo dere, 

I put me in your wife governance, = 
Chefeth yourfelf which may be moft plefance 
And moft honour to you and me alfo, 

Ido no force the whether of the two, 

For as you liketh it fufficeth me. 

Than have I got the maiftere, quod the, 
Sin I may chefe and governe as me left. 

Ye certes, wif, quod he, I hold it beft, 

, Kiffe me, quod the, we be nolenger wrothe, 
For by my trouth I wol be to you bothe, 
This tofayn, ye bothe faire and good. 

I pray to God that I mote fterven wood 

But I to you be al fo good and trewé 

As ever was wif fin that the world was news, 
And but I be to-morwe as faire to feen 

As any lady, emperice, or quene, 

‘That is betwix the eft and eke the welt, 

Doth with my lif and deth right as you left. 
Caft up the curtein, loke how that it is, 

And whan the knight faw veraily’ is, 
That the fo faire was, and fo yonge an 
For joye he hent hire in his armes § 
His herte bathed in a bath of bliffe; 
A thoufand time a-row he gan hire kiffe : 
Ard the obeyed him in every thin, 
‘That mighte don him plefance or liking, 
And thus they live unto hir lives ende 
In parfit joye ; and Jefu Crift us fende ~ 
Hufbondes meke and yonge, and freath anbed, 
And grace to overlive hem that we wed, 
And eke I pray Jefus to hort hir lives . * 
That wol not be governed by hir wives; 

And old and angry nigards of difpence 
God fend bem fone a veray peftilence, 
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Tass worthy Himitour, this noble Frere, 
He made alway a nvaner louring chere 
Upon the Sompnour, but for honeftee 
No vilains word as yet to him fpake he; 
But at the latt he faid unto the Wif, 
Dame, (quod he) God yeve you right good ff, 
¥Ye have here touched, all fo mote I the, 
In feole matere a fal gret difficultie ; 
‘Ye han faid mochel thing right wel I fay = 
But, Dame, here as we riden by the way 
Us nedeth not to fpeken but of game, 
‘And let auoritees, in Goddes name, 
Ao preching and to {cole che of clergie. 

But if it like unto this compagnie 
:Awol, you of a Sompnour tell a game; 
“Parde ye may wel knowen by the name 

‘That of a Sompnour may no good be faid 5 
A pray that non of you be evil apaid : 


A Sompnour is a refiner up and doun 
‘With mandements for fornicatioun, 
And is ybete at every tounesSnde, 

Tho fpake our Hofte, £, Sire, ye fhuld ber 
And curteis, as 2 man of ye r eftat, {hende 
In compagnie we wiln have ho debat : 

Telleth your Tale, aad let th: Sompnour be. 
Nay, quod the Sompnonr, le. him fay by me 
‘What fo him lift; whan it cf/meth to my lot, 
By God I thal him quiten tery grot; 

J thal him tellen which a gret ir 

It is to be a flatering limitour, 

And eke of many another maner crime, 
Which nedeth not reherfen at this time, 

And his office I thal him tell ywis. 

Our Hotte anfwered, Pees, no more of this, 
‘And afterward he faid unto the Frere 

‘Tel forth your ‘Tale min owen maifter dere. 


—— ne 
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‘Warton ther was dwelling in my contree 
An archedeken, a man of high degree, 
‘hat boldely did execution 

“Yn punithing of fornication, 
Of witchecraft, and eke of bauderie, 
O£ defamation, and avouterie, 
{Of chirche-reves, and of teftaments, 
Of contragts, and of lack of facraments, 
Of ufure, and of fimonie alfo, 
But certes lechours did he greteft wo; . 
"They fhulden fingen if that they were hent, 
‘And {male titheres weren foule yfhent 5 


4.A Sompnour and the devil meeting on the way, after 
gonference become {wort brethren, and to hell they BO 
Cogether. A covert invective agaiait the bribery and cor 
Tuption of the fpiricual courts: in thole days. Urrys 


If any perfone wold upon hem plaine 
‘Ther might aftert hem no pecunial peine, 
For {male tithes and fmale offering 
He made the peple pitoufly to fing, 
For er the bifhop hent hem with his crook. 
They weren in the archedekens book ; 
"Than had he thurgh his jurifdidion 
Power to don on hem correction, 
‘He had 2 Sompnour redy to his hond, 
A Bier boy. was non in Englelond 5 
For fubtilly he had his efpiaille, 
‘That taught him wel wher it might ought availle 
He coude fpare of lechours on or two 
"To techen hem to foure-and-twenty mo : 
For though this Sompnour wood be as an hare, 
To tell bis harlotric I wo} not fpare, 
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For we ben out of hir corredion, 
‘They han of us no jurifdigion, 

Ne never fhul have, terme of all hir Hives. 
Peter, fo ben the women of the fives, 
Quod this Sompnour, yput out.of our cure? 

Pees, with mifchance and with 
Our Hofte faid, and let him tell his Tale. 


Now telleth forth, and let the Sompnour gale) ; 


Ne fpaireth not, min owen maifter dere, 


‘This falfe theef, this Sompnour, guod the F 


Had alway baudes redy to his hond, 
As any-hauke to lure in Englelond, 


mifaventure, 


‘That told him ali the fecree that they knewe, 


For fF equaintance was not come of newe; 
They wered,his approvers prively ; 

He topke himfeif a gret profit therby, 

His maifter knew not alway what he wan, 
Withouten mandertynt a lewed man 

He coude fompne uptpeine of Criftes curfe, 
And they were inly#lad to fille his purfe, 
And maken him op tes at the nale, 

And right as Judashha: 
-And was a theef, 
His matter hadde bu& half his duetee, 

He was (if I thal yevelt him his land) 

A theef, and cke& Somipnour, and a baud, 
He had eke wenches at his retenue, 
That whether that Sire Robert or Sire Hue, 

Or Jakke or Rauf, or who fo that it were 
That lay by hem, they told it in his ere, 
Thus was the wenche and he of on affent ; 
And he woid fecche a feined mandement, 
And fomppe hem to the chapitre bothe two, 
And pill the man and let the wenche go: 
Than wold he fay, Frend, { fhal for thy fake 
"Do firike thee out of onre lettres blake; 

‘Thee thar no more as in this cas travaille ; 
Tam thy frend ther I may thee availle, 
Certain he knew of bribourcs many mo 
Than pofiible isto tell in yeres two; 
For in this world n’is dogge for the bowe 
‘That can an hurt dere from an hole yknowe 
Bet than this Sompnour knew a flie lechour, 
Or an avoutrer ora paramour; 
And fox that was the fruit af all his rent, 
‘Pherfore on jt he fet all his entent, 

And fo befell that ones on a dey 
This Sompnour, waiting ‘ver on his praye, 
Rode forth to fompne a 
Feining a caufe, for he wold han a bribes 
And happed that he faw heforn him tide 
A gay yeman under a foreft fide ; 
A bow he bare, and arwes bright and kene, 
He had upon a courtepy of rene, 
An hat upon his hed with frenges blake. 


Ide purfes fmale, 


Sire, quod the Sompnour, haile, and wel atake. 


Welcome, quod he, and every ‘good fclaw, 
* Whider rideft thou under this grene shaw? 
“(Saide this yeman) ve@lt thou fer to-day ? 
This Sompnour him anfwerd, and faide Nav 
Here faite by (quod he) is min entent 
“Yo riden, for to reifen up a rent 
‘That longe:h to my lordes duetee, 
#4! art thou than a baillif? Ye, quod he, 


right fwiche a theef was he; 


widewe, an old ribibe, 


4 
‘rere, | 


(He dorfte not for veray filth and fhame ro 
Say that he was a Sompnour, for the name.) 

De par dieux, quod this yeman, leve brothes; 
‘Thou art a baillif, and 1 am another, 
Tam unknowen as in this contree ; 

Of thin acquaintance ¥ wol prayen thee, 
And eke of brotherhed, if that thee lif. 
I have gold and filver lying in my chift; 
If that thee hap to come in to our thire 
Al thal be thin right as thou welt defire, 

Grand mercy, quod this Sompnour, by my faith 
Everich in others hond his trouthe laith 
For to be fworne brethren til they dey. 

In daliaunce they riden forth and pley. , 

‘This Sompnour, which that was as ful of jangle 
As ful of venime ben thife wariangles, | aa 
And ever enquering upon every thing, 

Brother, quod he, wher is now Your dwelling, 
Another day if that I fhuld you feche ? 

This yeman him anfwerd in fofte fpeche, 
Brother, quod he, fer in the north conthee,. 
Wher as I hope fometime I thal thee'fee, 

Or we depart I thal thee fo wel wile, 
‘That of min honshe fhalt thou never miffe, 

Now brother, quod this Sompnour, ¥ you prey 
Teche me, while that we riden by the way, 5 
(Sith that ye ben a baillif 25 am 1 
Som fubtilzec, and tel! me faithfully 
In min office how 1 may mofte winne ; 

And fpareth not for confcience or for finne, 
But as my brother tell me how do ye. 

Now by my trouthe, brother min, faid he, 
As I thal tellen thee a faithful Tale. 

My wages ben ful ftreit and cke fal fmale ; 
My lord is hard to me and dangerous, 

And min office is ful laborious, 

And therfore by extortion I leve 5 

Forfoth I take all that men wol me yeve: 
Algates by fleighte or by violence 

Fro yere to yere I win all my difpence : 
Tcan no better tellen faithfully, 

Now certes (quod this Sompnour) fo fare T; 
1 fpare not to taken, God it wote, : 
But if it be to hevy or to hote, 

What J may gete in confeil prively 

No maner confcience of that have 1 

N’ere min extortion I might not liven, 

Ne of fwiche japes wol I not be fhriven. 
Stomak ne congcience know I non; 

I threw thife thrifte faders everich on: 
Wel be we met by God and by Seint Jame. 
But, leve brother, tell me than thy name, 

uod this Sompnour, Right in this mene while 
This yeman gah a litel for to file, 

Brother, quod he, wolt thon that J thee tell? 
Tam a fend, my dwelling isin hell, + 
And here I ride abont my pourchafing 
To wote wher men wol give me any thing: 
My pourchas is th’ effe@ of all my rent, 
Loke how thou rideft for the fame entent z 
To winnen good thou rckeft never how : 
Right fo fare I, for riden wol I now 
Unto the worldes ende for a praye. 

A, quod this Sompnour, benedidtte / what fayye? 









a) 


1 wend ye were a yeman trewely, 
Ye haye a mannes fhape as welasI: 
Have ye then a figure determinat 
In helle, ther ye ben in your eftat? 

‘Nay certainly, quod he, ther have we non, 
But whan.us liketh we can take us on, 

Or elles make you wene. that we ben fhape 
Somtime like a man, or like an- ape, 

Or like an angel can I ride or go; 

Jt is no wonder thing though it be fo 5 

_A loufy jogelour can deceiven thee, 

And parde yet can I more craft than he. 

‘Why, quod the Sompnour, ride ye than or gon 
“Ja fondry thape, and not alway in on ? 
For we, quod he, wol us fwiche forme make 

‘As mott is able our preye for to take. 

‘What maketh you to han al this labour ? 

Ful many a caufe, leve Sire Sompnour, 
Saide this fend. But alle thing hath time ; 
"The day is fhort, and it is puffed prime, 
And yet ne wan J nothing in this day 5 
1 wol entend to winning if] may, 

And not entend our thinges to declare } 

For, brother min, thy wit is al to bare 

"To underftand, although f told hem thee, 

But for thou axeft why labouren we? 

Por fomtime we be Goddes inftruments, 

‘And menes to don his commandements, 

‘Whan that him lift, upon his creatures, 

In divers actes and in divers figures = 

Withouten him we have no might certain, 

Jf that him lift to ftonden theragain. 

‘And fomtime at our praiere han we leve 

Only the body and not the foul to greve 5 

Witieffe on Job, whom that we diden wo, 

‘And fomtime han we might on bothe two, 

‘This is to fain, on foule and body eke: 

‘And fomtime be we fuffered for to feke 

Upon a man, and don his foule unrefte 

‘And not his body, and all is for the befte. 
| Whan he withftandeth our temptation 

Jt in a caufe of his falvation, 

Albe it that it was not our entente 

He fhuld be fauf, but that we wold him hente. 

“And fomtime be we fervants unto man, 

As to the Archebifhop Seint Dunftan, 

‘And to the apoftle fervant eke was I. 

Yet tell me, quod this Sompnour, faithfully, 
‘Make ye you newe bodies this alyay 
‘Of elements? "Phe fend safwered Nay. 
Somtime we feine, and fomtime we arife 
“With ded bodies, in ful fondry wife, 

And fpeke as renably, and faire, and wel, 
“As to the Phitoneffe did Samuel; 

‘And yet wol fom men fay it was not hes 

1 do no fprce of your divinitce. 

But o thing warae I thee, 1 wol not jape, 
"Thou wolt algates wete’ how we be fhape: 
Thou fhalt hereafterward, my brother dere, 
Come wher thee nedeth not ‘of me to lere, 
For thou fhalt by thin owen experience 
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¥or I wol holden compagnie with thee 
Til it be fo that thou forfake me. 

Nay, quod this Sompnour, that fhalnever betide. 

1am yeman knowen is ful wide ; 

My trouthe wol I hold, as in this cas ; 

For though thou were the devil Sathanas 

My trouthe wol I hold to thee, my brother, 

‘As | have fworne, and eche of us to other, 

Fr to be trewe brethren in this cas, 

‘And bothe we gon abouten our pourchas. 

‘Take thou thy part, what that men wol thee yeve, 
And | fhal min, thus may we both leve ; 

‘And if that any of us have more than other 

Let him be trewe, and part it with hishescac” 

I graunte, quod the devil, by my fo 5 
‘And with that word they riden forth her way, 
And right at entring of the tounes ende 
‘To which this Sompnour thor him for to wende, 
‘They faw a cart that charge was with hay, 
Which that a carter drove ‘rth on his way. 
Depe was the way, for which the carte ftood ; 
‘The carter fmote, and cried ?4 he were wood, 
Heit Scot, heit Brok; what, {p"re ye for the ftones? 
The fend (quod he) you feccte body and bones, * 
As ferforthly as ever ye wie foled, 

So mochel wo as I have withy;o4 tholed. 
"The devil have al, bothe hors, and cart, and hay. 

"The Sompnour fayde, Here fhal we have a prayes 
And nere the fend he drow, as nought ne. were, 
Ful prively, and rouned in his ere, 

Herken my brother, herken, by thy faith 5 
Hereft thou not how that the carter faith ? 
Hent it anon, for he nath yeve it thee, 

Both hay and cart, and eke his caples three. 

Nay, quod the devil, God wot never a del! 
It is not his entente, truft thou me wel: 

Axe him thyfelf, if thou not troweft me, 
Or elles ftint a while and thou shalt fee. 

This carter thakketh his hors upon the croupe, 
And they begonne to drawen and. to ftoupe. 

Heit now, quod he; ther, Jefu Cxift you bleffe, 
And ail his hondes werk bothe more and leffe ! 
That was wel twight, min owen Liard boy, 

1 pray God fave thy body and Seint Eloy. 
Now is my cart out of the flough parde. 

Lo, brother, quod the fend, what told i thee ? 
Here may ye feen, min owen dere brother, 

The cheel fpake o thing but he thought another. 
Let us go forth abouten our viage 5 
Here win I nothing upon this cariage. 

‘Whan that they comen fomwhat out of toun+ 
This Sompnour to his brother gan to roune 5 
Brother, quod he, here woneth an old rebekke 
"That had almoft as lefe to lefe hire nekke 
‘As for to yeve a peny of hire good, 

J wol have twelf pens though that fhe be wood, 
Or 1 wol fomone hire to our office, 

And yet, God wot, of hire know I no vice; 
But for thou canft not as in this contree 
‘Winnen thy colt, take here enfample of me. 

‘This Sompnour clappeth at the widewes gate ; 
Come out, he fayd, thou olde very trate 5 o 
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God hive you, Sire, what is your fwete will? Upon bire knees he fayd in thismaneres. 
I have, quod he, of fomons here a bill: Now Mabily, min moder dere, = 
‘Up peine o{curfing loke that thou be Isthis your will in earneft that ye fay? 
"To-morwe before the archedekenes knee, The devil, quod fhe, fo fetche him or he dey 
_ ‘Yo anfwere to the court of certain thinges. And panne and all, but he wol him repent, 


Now Lord, quod fhe, Chrift Jefu, King of kinges, . Nay, olde ftot, that is not min erttent, 
o wifely heipe me as I ne may} : 7 é this Sompnour, for to repenten me 
have been fike, and that full many a day ¢ |. | Forany thing that I have had of thee : 











I may not go fo fer (quod the) ne ride 4 ' I wold I bad thy fmok and every cloth. : 
But I be ded, fo priketh it in my fide. 1, Now brother, quod the devil, be not wroths 
May J not axe a libel, Sire Sompnour, ‘Thy body and this panne ben min by right : 
And anfwere ther by my procuratour Thou fhalt with me to helle yet to-night, 
To {wiche thing as men wold appofen me? Wher thor: fhalt known of our. privetee , 

Syed this Sompnour, pay ation, let fee, More than a maifter of divinitee. ’ 

XT welf pens teyne, and I will thee acquite + And with that word the foule fend him hent 
{ hall no profit’han therby but lite; Body and foule : he with the devil went 
My maifter hath the profit and not f. Wher as thife Sompnours han her heritage t 
Come of, and let me riden haftily s And Ged, that maked after his image 
Yeve me twelf pens, Brey no lenger tarie. Mankinde, fave and gide us all and fome, 

Twelf pens! quod fh’; ; now Lady Seint Marie ; And lene this Sompnour good man to become, 
$0 willy helpe me out AF care and finne, Lordings, I coude have told you (quod thisKrer 
"This wide world thoufsh that I thuld it winne, Had I had leifer for this Sompnour here, » 
Nv have I not twelf ens within my hold, After the text of Crift, and Poule, and Johny: 
Ye knowen wel that Ram poure and old; And of oure other doGours many on, 

Kithe your almeffe uptame poure wretche, Swiche peines that yout hertes might agrifey 

Nay than, quod he, the foule fend me fetche Al be it fo that no tonge may devife, 

HI thee excuse, ivugh thou fhuldeft be-fpile. ‘Though that I might 2 thoufand winter tell, 
~Alas! quod the, God wot I have no guilt. The peines of thilke curfed hous of bell : 

Pay me, quod he, or by the fwete Seinte Anne But for to kepe us fro that curfed place 
*As I wol bere away thy newe panne Waketh and prayeth Jefu of his grace 
For dette which thou oweft me of old, So kepe us fro the temptour Sathanas. 

Whan that thou madeft thyn hufbond cokewold, | Herkneth this word, beware as in this cas; 
1 paied at home for thy correction. The leon fit in his awaite alway 

Thou lieft, quod fhe, by my falvation ; ‘To fle the innocent if that he may. 

Ne was I never or now, widew ne wif, Difpofeth aye your hertes to withitond : 

" sSompned unto your court in all my lif, The fend, that you wold maken thral abd bond + 
Ne uever I n’as but of my body trewe. He may not tempten you over your might, —- 
Unto the devil rough and blake of hewe i For Crift wol be-your champion and your knight; 
Weve I thy body and my panne alfo. And prayeth that this Sompnour him repen§: 

‘And whan the devil herd hire curfen fo Of his mifdedes, or that-the fend him hent. 
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"Tas Sompnour ia his ftirops high he flood ; 
Upon this Frere his hearte was fo wood, 
‘That like an afpen lef he quoke for ire. 
Lerdings, quod he, but o thing f defire ; 
I you befeche that of your curtefie, 
Sin ye han herd this falfe Frere lie, 
As fuffereth me I may my taletelle. | 
This Frere boiteth that he knoweth helle, 
And God it wot that is but litel wonder ; 
Freres and fendes ben but litel afonder. 
For parde ye han. often time herd telle 
How that a frere.ravithed was to helle 
In {pirit ones by a vifioun, 
And as an angel lad him up and doun, 
‘To fhewen him the paines that.ther were, 
Tn all the place faw he not a frere : 
Of other folk he faw ynow in wo. 
Unto this angel fpake the frere tho ; 
“Now Sire, quod he, han freres fwich a grace, 
‘That non.of hem shall comen in this place ? 
~ Yes, qued this angel, many a millioun; 
\#eod unto Sathanas he lad him doun, 


{And now hath Sathanas, faith he, a tayl 

Broder than of a carrike is t“ie fayl) 

Hold up thy tayl, thou Sath anus, quod he, 

Shew forth thin ers, and fet™he frere fee 

Wher is the neft of freres in ‘his place. 

And cre than half a furlong vhay of {pacc, 

Right fo as bees out fwarmer"of an hive, 

Out of the devils ers ther yfinen drive 

A twenty thoufand freres on a route, 

And thurghout hell they fwarmed al aboutey 

And com agen, as fait as they may gon, 

And in his ers they crepen everich on + 

He clapt his tayl again, and lay ful ftill. 
‘This frere, whan he loked, had his fill 

Upon this turments of this fory place ;- 

His fpirit God reftored of his grace 

Into his body agen, and he awoke ; 

But nathlefs for fere yet he quoke, 

3o was the devils ers ay in his mind, 

‘That is his heretage of veray kind, 

| God fave you alle fave this curfed Frere + 
My Prologue wol fendin this manere. 

















THE SOMPNOURES TALE* 


Lornines, there is in Yorkshire, as I geffe, 
“A merhh contree ycalled Holderneffe, 

in which ther went a limitour aboute, 
“To preach and eke to beg it is no doubte. 


# A begging friar coming to a farmer's houte whola 

Ack, obtaineth of the tick man a certain legacy which, 

outt be equatly divided among his convent. A requital 

jo the friar, thewing their cozenage, lgitering, impudent 
ing, and hypocritical praying, 


4 


And fo befell that on a day this frere 

Had preached at a chirche in his manere, 
And fpecially aboven every thing 

Excited he the peple in his preching 

To trentals, and to yeve, for Goddes fake, 
Wherwith men mighten holy houfes make, 
‘Ther as divine fervice is honoured, 

Not ther as it is wafted and devoured, 





, THE SOMPROURES TALE. . sy 


‘Ne ther it acdeth not for to be yeven, 
As to poffeflioners, that moy-an leven 
(‘Thanked be Gog) in wele end abundance. 
Trentalt, fayd he, deliveren fro peaance 
Hir trendes dows as-well old as yonge, 
Ye, whan thet they bem hastily. yfonge, 
Not for to hold aprecf jolif and gay, 
He fingeth not but o maffe on a day. * 
Delivereth out (quod he) ancn the Soules. 
Ful hard it is-with flethbeok or with oules 
‘To ben yclawed,-er to-bren or bake. 
Now fpede you hattily for Criftes fake, 
And whan this frere bad faid ail his entent; 
With qaviry patri forth his way he went. 
-Whan folk itighirche had yeve him what hem Jeft 
He weng his way, no lenger wold he reft, 
‘With ferippe and tipped ftaf, ytncked hie, 
In every hows he gamgo pare and pris, 
And begged mele and ghefe, or elles corn. 
His felaw had a af tipeed with horn, 
A pair of tables all of fvary, 
‘And a pointel ypolifly:d fetifly, 
And wrote alway the names, as he ftoody 
Of alle folk that yavegem any goad, 
Afkaunce that-he woutts for hem preye. 
Yeve usa bufhel whete, or malt or reye, 
A God el, ora trippe of chefe, 
Grettés what you lift, we pay not chefes 
A Goddes halfpenny, or a maffe peny, 
Or yexe us of your braun, if ye have any; 
A dagon of your blanket, levc Dame, 
Our fufter dere, (lo, here I write your name) 
Bacon or beef, ar fwiche thing as ye find. 
A fturdy harlot went hem ay behind, 
That was her -hoftes man, and bare a fakke, 
* And what men yave hem laid it on his bakke, 
And whan that be was out at dore, anon 
He planed away the names everich on 
"That he befare had written in bis tables; 
He ferved hem with nifles and with fables. 





Nay ther thou lieft, thou Sompnour, quad the | 


Frere. 
Pees, quod our Hofte, for Criftes moder dere 
‘Tell forth thy Tale, aud Spare it not at all. 
So thrive I, quod this Sompnous,, fo I fhall. 
So long he went fro hous‘to hous til he 
Came to an hous ther he was wont to be 
Refrehed moxe than in a hundred places, 


Sike lay the hufbond man whos that the place 


is; 

Bedred upon a.couche low he lay. 
‘Deus bie, quod he; O Thomas! frend, good day, 
Sayde this frere all curtifly and foft. 
"Thomas, quod he, God yelde, it you, ful oft 
Have I upon this benche faren ful wele, 
Here have Ieten many 2 mery mmcle. 
And fro the benche he.drove away the cat, 
And iaied adoun his poteut and his hat, 

' And eke his fcrip, and fet himéelf adoun : 
His felaw was ywalked inte toun, 
Forth with his knave, into that heftelrie 
‘Wher as he dhope him thitke night te lie. 

O dere maifter ! quad this-filke man, 

How have ye faren fin that March began? 


And fpecially for thy falvation 
Have I fayd many a precious orifon, 
And for our other frendes God hem bleffe. 
4 Thave thieday ben at your chirche at mcfle, 
And faid.o fermon to my fmple wit, 

Not all after the text of holy writ ; 


I faw you not’ this fourtene night asd Paeges 


God-wot, quod be, laboured have 1 fall Sait 


For it is hand to you as J-fuppofe, 

And therefore sal.I teche you ay the glofe, 
Glofng is a fal glorious thing certain, 

For letter fleth,-fo as we dlerkes fain ; 
There have J taught hem to be charitable, 
And fpend hir good ther it is veafonable; 


And ther I faw our dame ;a! wher is the? 


Yonder, I trow that in the yard fhe be, 
ayde this man, and fhe wol come anon, 
Ey maifter, welcome be ye by Seint John, 
Sayde this wif; hew fare ye hertily ? 
"This free arifeth up ful curtifly; 
And hire embraceth in her armes narwe, 
And kiffeth hire fwete, and chirketh a3 a fpantre 
With his dippes. Dame, quod he, right wel, 
As he that is your fergant every deli can 
‘Thanked be God-that you yaf foule and iif 
Yet: faw I not this day fo faire a wif 
In all the chirche, God to fave me. 
Ye God amende defantes, Sire, quod the, 
Algates welcome be ye, by my fay. 
Grand mercy, Dame, that have | found alway. 
But of your grete goodneffe, be your leve, 
I wolde pray you that ye not you greye, 
I wal with Thomas fpcke a litel throw, 
Thife curates ben fo negligent aud flow” 
To gropen tenderly a confcience. 
In fhrift, in preching, is my diligence 
And ftudy, in Peters -wordes and in Poules; 
I walke and fisthe Uriften mennes foules, 
To yield our Lord Jefwhis propre rent; 
To fpred his word is fet all mine entent. 
Now by your faith, o dere Sire ! quod fhe, 
Chideth him wel for Scinte Charitee : 








| He is ay angry as isa piflemire, 


Though that he have all that he can defire,: 


| ‘Though } him wrie aenight, and make him warke’, 


And over-him lay my leg and eke mine arm, 
He groneth as our bore lith in our ftie: 


4 Other difport of him right non have I s 


I may not pleafe him in no maner cas. sy 
O Thomag, jeo vous die, Lhomas, Thomast 
‘This maketh the fond, this mufte Ben amtnded. 


| ire is a thing that high :God hath defended, 


And therof wol I fpeke a word or two, 
Now maifter, quod the wf, or that I go, 


| What wol ye dine ?i wol-go theraboute, 


Now Dame, quod.he, jeo-vows die fanz doute, - 
Have 1 not.ofacapon bat-the liver, 


| And of your white -bred nat but a fhiver, 


And aftey that a rofted pigges hed, 

(Bat I ne wolde forme no beef were ded) 

“than had I with you homily fuffifance ; 

Yam a man of little fuitenance ; 

My {pirit hath his Suftring in the Bibles 

My body is ay fo ready and fo penible 
Rij 
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, 
‘Tro waken, that my ftomak is deftroied. 
1 pray you, Dame, that ye be nought annoied, 
"Though I fo frendly you my confeil thewe s 
By God I n’old have told it but a fewe. 

Now Site, quod fhe, but o word er I go. 
My child is ded within thefe wekes two, 
Sone after that ye went out of. this toun. 

His deth faw I by revelatioun, 

Sayde this frere, at home in our dorfour. 

1 dare wet fain that er than half an hour 
After his deth F faw him borne to bliffe 

ta mine avifion, fo God me wifle ; 

So did our fextein and our fermerere, 

"That ham ben trewe freres fifty yere* 3 

‘They thay now, God be thanked of his lone, 
‘Maken hir jubilee, and walke alone. 

And up J arofe, and all our covent eke, 
With many a tere trilling on our cheke, 
Withouten noife, or clattering of belles, 

Te devm was our fong, and nothing elles, 
Save that to Crift I bade an orifon, 
"Vhanking him of my revelation. . 
For, Sire and Dame, trufteth me right wel 
Our orifons ben more effetuel, 

And more we feen of Criftes fecrct thinges, 
‘Than borel folk, although that they be kinges. 
‘We live in poverte and in abftinence, 

And borel folk in richeffe and difpence ; 
Of mete and drinke, and in her foule delit ; 
We han this worldes luft all in defpit. 
Lazar and Dives lividen diverfely, 

And divers guerdon hadden they therby. 
Who fo wol pray, he muft faft and be clene, 
And fat his foule and make his body lene. 
‘We fare as fayth the apoftle ; cloth and food 
Bufficeth us, though they be not ful good. 
The clenencffe and the fatting of us treres 
Maketh that Crift accepteth oer praieres, 

Lo, Moifes forty daies and forty night 
Fafted er that the high God ful of might 
Spake with him in the mountagne of Sinay : 
‘With empty wombe of fafting many a day 
Received he the kwe that was writen 
‘With Goddes finger ; and Eli, wel ye witen, 
In Mount Oreb, er he had any fpeche 
With highe God, that is our lives leche, 

He fafted long, and was in contemplance, 

Aaron, that had the temple in governance, 
And eke the other preeftes everich on, 

Into the temple whan they shulden gon 
‘To praien for the peple, and’do fervife, 
‘They n’olden drinken in no maner wife 
No drinke which that might hem dronken make, 
But ther in abftinence pray and wake 

” Left that they deiden. Take heed what 1 fay— 
But they be fobre that for the peple pray— 
‘Ware that I fay—No more; for it fufficeth, 
Our Lord Jefu, ae holy writ devifeth, 
Yave us enfample of fafting and: praieres; 
Therforg we mendiants, we fely freres, 


* See Du Cange, in v. Sempedae. Peculiar honours and 
Immunities weregrantedpby the rule of 8c. Benediét to thote 
monks qui quinguaginta ahnos in ordine exererant, 
 quos annum jubilacum exegiffe vulgo dicimus.” it is 
probable that Comme Gmilar regulation obtained in the other 
gtdsca, 
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Ben wedded to poverte and continencéy 

To charitee, humbleffe, and abftinence, 

‘To perfecution for rightwifnefte, 

To weping, mifericorde, and to clenenefle x 

And therfore may ye fee that our praieres 

(I fpeke of us, we mendiants, we freres) 

Ben to the highe God more acceptable 

‘Than youres, with your feftes at your table. 
Fro Paradis firft, if 1 fal not lie, 

‘Was man outchafed for his glotonie ; 

And chaft was man in Paradis certain. 

But herken now, Thomas, what } fhal fait: _ 

Thave no text of it as 1 fuppofe, 

But I fhal find it in a maner glofe ; 

That {pecially our fwete Lord Jefv: 

Spake this by freres whan he fayde thus, . 

Bleffed be they that poure in fpirit ben ; 

And fo forth all the gofpel vray ye fen, 

Whether it be liker our pr4feflion 

Or hirs that fwimmen in pyffeflion. 

Fie on hir pompe, and on h'r glotonie, 

And on hir lewedneffe ! I Hem defie. 

Me thinketh they ben like 1$vinian, 

Fat asa whale, and walkenJas a fwan 3 

Al vinolent as borel in a4 fpence $ 

Hir praier is of ful gret reverence : 

Whan they for foules fay the Pfalm df Dayity 

Lo, buf they fay,Cor meum eruétavit, zt 

Who foloweth Criftes gofpel and his lore 
But we, that humble ben, and chaft and pore, 
Workers of Goddes word, not auditors? 
Therfore right as an hauke upon a fours 
Up fpringeth into the aire, right fo praires 
Of charitable and chaft befy freres 
Makew hir fours to Goddes eres two. 
fhomas, Thomas! fo mote I ride or go, 

And by that lord that cleped is Seint Ive, 

N’erc thou our broder fhuldef thou not thrive, 
In our chapitre pray we day and night 

To Crift, that he thee fende hele and might 
‘Thy body for to welden haftily.. 

God wot, quod he, nothing thereof fel I. 
As help me Criftyas lin fewe yeres 
Have {pended upon divers maner freres 
Ful miany a pound, yet fare I never the bet 5 
Certain my good have I almoft befet: * 
Farewel my good, for it is al ago. 

‘The frere anfwered, O-Thomas! doft thou fo? 
What nedeth you diverfe freres to feche ? 
What nedeth him that hath a parfit leche 
To fechen other leches in the toun? 

Your inconftance is your confufion. 

Hold ye than me, or elles our covent, 

To pray for you ben infufficient ? 
‘Thomas, that jape nis not worth a mite ; 
Your maladie is for we han to lite. 

A! yeve that covent half a quarter otes, 
And yeve that covent four-and+wenty grotes;~ 
And yeve that frere a peny and let him go: 
Nay, nay, Thomas, it may no-thing be fo. 
What is a ferthing worth parted on twelve 
Lo, eche thing that is oned in himfelve 

Is more trong than whan it is yfcatered. 
‘Thomas, of me thou falt not be yflatered, 
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‘Thoa woldeft han our labour al for‘nought, 


‘The highe God, that all this world hath wrought, 


Saith that the workman worthy is his hire. 
‘Thomas, nought of your trefor E-defire 

As for myfelf, but that all onr covent 

To pray for you is ay fo diligent, 

‘And for to bilden Criftes owen chirche. 
Thomas, if ye wol lernen for to wirche, 
Of bilding up of chirches may ye finde 

¥f it be good in Thomas lif of Inde. 

Ye liggen here ful of anger and of ire, 
‘With which the devil fet your herte on fire, 
And chiden here this holy innocent, 

, Your wif, that is fo good and patient; 

~ And therfore teow me, Thomas, if thee left, 
Ne ftrjve not with thy wif, as for the beft. 
And bere this word away new by thy faith, 


Touching fwiche thity, lo, what the wife faith : 


Within thy hous ne s¢ thou no leon, 
‘To thy fuggets do nonyyppreflion, 
Ne make thou not thin acquaintance to flee. 
And yet, Thomas, (ftfones charge I thee, 
Beware from ire thatyn thy hofom flepeth ; 
‘Ware fro the ferpent that fo flily crepeth 
Under the grag, and ftingeth fubsilly : 


Beware, my ‘and herken patiently, 
‘That gwesty thoufand men han loft hir lives 
oFitriving with hir lemnans and her wives, 


Now fith ye han fo holy and meek a wif, 

‘What nedeth you, Thomas, to maken ftrif? 

‘Ther n’is ywis no ferpent fo crue}, 

‘Whan man tredeth on his tail, ne half fo fel, 

-As woman is whan fhe hath caught an ire; 

Veray vengeance is than all hire defire. 

"Ire is a finne on of the grete feven, 

Abhosiinable unto the God of heven, 

And to himfelf it is deftruction : 

‘This every lewed vicar and perfon 

Can fay how ire engendreth homicide : 

wire is in foth executour of pride, 
I coud of ire fay fo mochel forwe 

My Tale thulde latten til to-morwe 3; 

And therfore pray I God both day and night 

An irous man God fend him litel might, 

It is gret harm, and certes gret pitee, 

To fette an irous man in high degree, 
Whilom ther was an irous poteftat, 

As faith Senek, that during his eftat 

Upon a day outriden knightes two; 

And, as Fortune wold that it were fo, 

‘That on of hem came home, that other nought, 
“Anon the knight before the judge is brought, 
‘That faide thus; ‘Thou haft thy felaw flain, 
For which I deme thee to the deth certain, 

And to another knight commanded he, 
Go, lede him to the deth, I charge thee, 
And happed as they wenten by the wey 
Toward the place ther as he fhulde dey, 


The knight came which men wenden had be ded: 


Than thoughten they it was the befte rede 
Fo lede heim both to the juge again. 
‘They faiden, Lord, the knight ne hath not flain 
His felaw, here he ftondeth hol alive. 
Ye fhull be ded, quod he, fo mot } thrive, 


‘That is to fay, both on, and two, and three.” - 
And to the firfte knight right thus fpake he. 

I damned thee, thou muft algate be ded; z 
And thou alfo muf nedes lefé thyn hed, 
For thou art caufe why thy felaw deyeth; 
And to the thridde knight right thus he feyeth, 


+ Thou haft not don that I commanded thee, 


And thus he did do fien hem alle three. 

Irpiis Cambifes was che dronkelew, 

And ay delighted him to ben a threw : 

And fo befell a lord ofthis meinie, 

‘That loved vertuous moralitee, . 
Sayd ona day betwix hem two right thus; 
A lord is loft if he be vicious ¢ 

And dronkenneffe is eke a foule record 

Of any man, and namely of a lord. 

Ther is ful many an eye and many an ere 
Awaiting on a lord, and he n’ot wher, 

For Goddes loye,drink more attemprely : 
Win maketh man to lefen wretchedly 

His mind, and eke his limmes everich on, 
The revers halt thou fee, quod he, anon, 
And preve it by thyn owen experience *~ 
Than win ne doth to folk no fwiche-offerice, 
Ther is no win bereveth me my might 

OF hond, ne foot, ne of myn eyen fight. 
And for defpit he dranke mochel more 

An hundred part than he had don before, 
And right anon this curfed irous wretche 
This knightes fone let before him fetche, 
Commanding him he shuld before him ftonds 
And fodenly he took his bow in hond, 

And up the flring he pulled to his ere, 
And with an arwe he flow the child tight thi 

Now whether have I a fiker hond or itp’? 
Quod he; is al my might and mind agon? 
Hath win bereved me min eyen fight ? 

What fhuld I tell the anfwer of the kaight? 
His fon was flain, ther is no more to fay. 

Beth ware therfore with lordes for to play, 

Singeth Placebo, and I thal if I can, 

But if it be unto a poure man : 

Toa poure man men fhuld his vices telle, 

But not to a lord, though he thud goto hee, 
Lo, irous Cirns, thilke Perfien, 

How he deftroyed the river of Gifen, 

For that an hors of his was dreint therin, - 

Whan that he wente Babilon to win 

He made that the river was fo mal, 

‘That wimmen might it waden over al. - 

Lo, what faid he, that fo wel techen can ? 

Ne be no felaw to non irons man, 

Ne with no wood man walke by the way, 

Left thee repent: I wol no forther fay, 

Now Thomas, leve brother, leve thin ire, 
Thou fhalt me find as juft as is a {quire : 
Hold not the deviis knif ay to thin herte, 
Thin anger doth thee all to fore fmerte; 

But thew to me all thy confeffion. 

Nay, quod the fick maa, by Seint Simo 

T have ben fhriven this day of my curat; 
I have him told al holly min eftat, 
Nedeth no mo to fpeke of it, fayth he, 
But if me lift of min humilitee, 
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Yeve me than of thy gold to make our cleiftre, 

Quod he, for many asdufcle and many an oiftre, 

‘Whan other men haf: ben ful wel at efe, 

Hath ben our feodydar cloiftee for to refe; 

And yet, God wot, unneth: the foridament 

Parfourmed is, ne of our pavement 

‘Nis not a tile yet within dur Wones : 

By God we owen fourty pound for ftones, 

Now help, Thomas, for him that harwed helle, 

For ellcs mote we cur bokes felle, 

‘And if ye lack our predication, 

‘Than goth this world all to deftruction ; 

For who fo fro this world wold-us bereve, 

So God me fave, ‘Thomas, by your leve 

He wold bereve out of this world the fonne ; 

For who can teche and worken as we conne ? 

And that is net of lite? time (quod he) - 

But fichen Elie was and Elifee f 

Han freres ben, that find E of record, 

In charitee, ythonked be oar Lord. 

Now Thomas, help for Scinte Charitee. 

“And doun anon he fette him on his knee, 

‘This fike man woxe wel neigh wood for ire $ 
He wolde that the frere had ben a-fre ‘ 
‘With his falfe diffimulation. 

Swiche thing as is in. my poffeffion, 

Quod he, that may 1 yeve you, and non other. 
‘Ye fain me thus, how that 1 am your brother: 
Ye certes, quod this frere, ye trufteth wel; 

I took our dame the letter of our fele. 

Now wel, quod he, arid fommwhat fhal I yeve 
‘Unto your holy covent while I live ; 

And in thin hond thoz fhalt it have anon, 
On this coridition, and other non, 

‘That thow depart it fo, my dere brother, 
‘That every frert have as moche as other : 
‘This fhalt thou fwere on thy profeflion 
Witliouten fraud or cavitation. 

I {were it, quod the frere, upon my faith ; 
And therwithal his hond in his he fayth. | 
Lo here my faith ; in me Mal be no lak. 

‘Than put thin hond adoun right by my bak, 
Saide this man, and grope wel behind ; 
Bencthe my buttak, ther thou fhalte find 
Athing that I have hid in privetec. 

Al! thought this frere, that fhal go with me; 
And doun his hond he launcheth to the clifte, 
In hope for to finden thera gifte, 

And whan this fike man felt this frere 
About his towel gropen ther arid here, 

Amid his hond he let the frere a fart : 

Ther n’is no capel drawing ina eart 

That might han let a furt of {wiche a foun. 
‘The frere-up flerte as doth a weed leoun: 
A! falls cherl, quod he, fur Goddes bones, 
This haft thou in d:fpit don fer the nones 

Thou thale abie this fart’if that I may. 

His meinie, which chat herden tits affray, 
Came leping in, and, chafed out the frere,* 
And forth he goth a ful angry chere, 
And fet his felaw ther as lay his ftore : 

He lked as it were a wilde bore, 
And grinte with his teeth, fo was he wroth, 
A fturdy pas doun to the court he goth, 
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Wher as ther woned 2 man of gret honour, 

[o whom that he was alway confeflour: 
‘This worthy man was lord of that village, 
This frere came,as he were in arage. 

Wher as this lord fat eting at his bord:: 
Unuethes might the frere fpeke a word, 
Tilatte lafte he faide, God you fee ! 

+ This lord gan Joke, and faid, Benedicite ! 
What? Frere John, what maner world is this ? 
I fee wel that fora thing ther is amis; 

Ye loken as the wood were ful of theves. 

Sit doun anon, anditel me what your greve is, 

And it thal ber amended if I may. a 
Ihave, quod he, had.a defpit to day; 

God yefde you, adoun in your village, 

‘That in this world ther n’bs fo poure x page, 

That he n’olde have abhominatioumn 

Of that I have received in ySure toun ; 

And yet ne greveth me toting fo fore 

As that the olde cherl with Jokkes bore 

Blafphenied hath owre holy “ovent eke. 
Now mafter, qadd this loud, ¥ you befcke. 
No maifter, Sire, qued he, but fervitoar, 

‘Though I Rave had in feolg that honour. 

God liketh not that man a Rabi cai} 


Neither in market.ao in your 
No force, quod keybar eeld mon your geet 
Sire, quod this frere, a odious mifchefe 
This day betid is to miw ordre and me, 
And fo per confequens to eche degree 
Of holy chirche, God amende it fone.. 
Sire, qaod the lord, ye wot what is to don z 
Diftempre you fot, ye ben my confeffour ; 
Ye ben the falt of the erthe and the favour : 
For Goddes love your patience now hold + 
Telle me your grete. And hé anon him told 
As ye han herd before, ye wot wel what. 
The lady of the hous ay ftille fat 
‘Til fhe had herde what the frere feid. 
Ey, Goddes meder, quod fhe, blisful maid! 
Is ther ought ¢Hes? tell me faithfully. 
Madame, qued he, how thinketh you therby ? 
How that me thinketh ? quod the ; fo God nte fpede, 
I fay a cherle had dona cherles dede. : 
What fhuld I fay? God let him never the ;. 
His fike hed is ful of vanitee : 
Thoid him in a maner frenefie. 
Madame, qued he, by Sod I fhal not lie, 
But Lin other wife may ben awrcke 5 
I fhal diffame kim over all ther I fpeke 5 
"This fulfe blafphemour, that charged me 
‘To parten that wol not departed be 
To every man ylike, with miefchance, 
‘The lord fat ftille as he were in a tranee, 
And in his herte he rolled up and coun * 
How had this cher] imaginatioun 
‘to thewen' fwiche a probleme to the frere. 
Never erft or now ne herd I feviche matere 5 
I trow the devil put it in his mind, 
Ta all arfmetrike fla] ther no man find 
Beforn this day of fwiche a queftion. 
Who fhulde make a demonftration 
‘That every man fhuld han ylike his pars 
As of a foun cr favour of a fary2 _ 
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Dn ice proude cherl! I fhrewe his face. 

Lo, Sires, quod the lord, with harde grace, 
Who ever herd of fwiche a thing or now? 
‘To every man ylike! tell me how. 

It isan impoffible, it may not be: 

Ey, nice cherl.! God let him never the, 
‘The rombling of a fart, and every Sun, 
Nis but of aire reverberatioun, 

And ever it wafteth lite and lite away; 
Ther n’is no man can demen, by my fay, 
If that it were departed equally. 

What? lomy cher, lo yet how fhrewedly 
Unjo my confeffour to-day he fpake ! 
Jhold him certain a demoniake. 

Now ete your, mete, and let the cherd go-play ; 
Let hina go honge himfelf a devil way. 

Now ftood the lordes fquier atte bord 
‘That carf his mete, agd berde word by word 
Of ali this thing of waich I have you fayd. 

My. Lord,, quod hey be ye not evil apaid ; 
Acoude telle for a gojne-cloth - 

To you, Sire Frere, ‘0 that ye be not wroth, 
How that this fart ituld even ydeled be 
Amonge your coventt, if it liked thee. 


‘Tell, quod phe lord, nd thou fhalt have anon 
A goune-clot yy God and by Seint John. B 
M afd, quod: he, whan that the weder is 


‘W<fouten winde or pertourbing of aire, [faire, 
Let bring a cart-whele here into this hall, 

But loke that it have his {pokes all ; 

Twelf fpokes hath a cart-whele communly ; 
And bring me than twelf freres, wete ye why ? 
For threttene is a covent as J geffe: 

Your confeffour heredor his worthinefle 


|. Shai: hold his nofe- 


Shal parfourme up the noumbre of hie coverite 
‘Than fhull they knele adoun by ow affenty* 
And to every {pokes end in thisthanere ” 
Ful fadly lay his nofe thal a frere ; ani 
Your noble confeffour, ther God him fave, 
‘upright under the nave, 
Than fhal this cherl, with bely ftif and tought 
Asany tabour, hider ben ybrought ; 
And fet him on the whele right of this cart 
Upon the nave, and make him let a fart, 
And ye fhull feen, up peril of my lif, 
By veray preef that is'demonftratif,. 
That equally the foun of it wot wende, 
And eke the ftinke, unto the {pokes ende, 
Save that this worthy man, your confeffour, 
(Becaufe he is a man of gret honour) 
Shal han the firlte fruit, as-refon is. 
The noble ufage of freres yet itis 
The worthy men of hem fhul firft be ferved;, 
And certainly he hath it wel deferved;- 
He kiath to-day taught us fo mochel’ good, 
With preching in the pulpit ther he ftoad, 
‘That I may voucliefaf, I fay for me, 
He hadde the firfte fmel of fartes thivt,: 
And fo woldall his brethren hardely, 
He bereth him fo faire and halyly. 

The lord, the lady, and eche man, fave thy 
Sayden that Jankin fpake in this matere —_ [frerg, 
As wel as Euclice or elles Ptholoasee. |< 5 


: Touching the cher] they faydan, Subtiltse ° 


And highe wit made hity fpeken as he fpake 


-He n'is no fool ne no demoniake. 
‘And Jankin hath ywonne a new goune, 
‘My Tale'is don; we ben alinoft at toung, 
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Sine Clerk of Oxenforde, our Hofte faid, 
‘ "Ye ride as ftille and coy as doth a maid 
Were newe fpoufed, fitting at the bord; 
"This day ne herd I of your tonge a word. 
. Ttrow ye ftudic abouten fom fophime ; 
But Salomon. faith that every thing hath time. 
For Goddes fake as beth of better chere, . 
It is no time for to ftudein here. 
* Tell us fom mery Tale by your fay; 
For what man that is entred ina play 
He nedes moft unto the play affent, 
But precheth not, ag freres don in Lent, 
‘To make us for oyr olde finnes wepe, 
Ne that thy Tale make us not to, flepe. 
"Tell us fom mery thing of aventures ; 
Your.termes, your coloures, and your figures, 
- Kepe'hem ip ftore til fo be ye endite @ 
. Hie file, as whan that men to kinges write. 
Speketh fo plain at this time, I you pray, 
‘That we may underftonden what ye fay. 
This worthy Clerk benignely anfwerde ; 
Hofte, quod he, I am under your yerde, 
‘Ve have of us now the governance, 
And therefore wolde Ido you obeyfance, 
As fer as refon afketh hardely : ; 
- 1 wol you tell a Tale which that I 
Lefned at Padowe of a worthy clerk, 
As preved by his wordes and his werk : 
He jis now ded and nailed in his cheite, 
I pray to God fo yeve his foule refte, 





Fraunceis Petrark, the Laureat poete, 
Highte this-clerk, whos rethorike fwete + 
Enlumined all Itaille of poetrie, 

As Lynyan § did of philofophie 

Or Jaw, or other art particvilere; ~ 

But Deth that wol not fuffri.us dwellen here 
But as it were a twinkling of san eye, 

Hem both hath flaine, and aile we fhul dye. 

But forth to tellen of this Worthy man 
That taughte me this Tale aI began, 

T fay that firft he with higite ftile erditeth 
(Qr he the body of his Tale writeeht 
Aproheme, in the which defcriveth ht 
Piemont, and of Saluces.the contree, 

And fpeketh of Apennin the hilles hie, 
That ben the boundes of weft Lumbardie, 
And of Mount Vefulus in {pecial, 

Wher as the Poo out of a welle fmal 
‘Vaketh his firfte fpringing and his fours, 
‘That eftward ay encrefeth in his cours 

‘To Emelie ward, to Ferare and Venife, 
‘The which a longe thing were to devile; 
And trewely, as to my jugement, 

Me thinketh it a thing impertinent, 

Save that he wol, conveyen his matere : 
But this is the Tale which that ye mow here, 


4 Or 2inian, The perfon meant was an eminent lawyery 
and made a great rwife (as we fay) in his tines 


THE CLERKES TALE 


THE CLERKES TALE, 


Tuer isright'at the weft fide of Itaille, - 
Doun at the rote of Vefulus the cold, 
A lufty plain habunda::t of vitaille, 
‘Ther many a toun and tour thou maift behold, 
That founded were in time of fathers old, 
And many another delitable fighte, 
And Saluces this nobl: contree highte. 
A markis whilom lord was of that Jond, 
As were his worthy elders him before, 
Anc obeyfantyay redy to his hond, 
Were all his beges both leffe and more : 
‘Thus jv dit he liveth, and hath don yore, 
Beloved and drad, thurgh favour of Fortune, 
” Both cf his lordes and of his commune. 
Therwith he was, to ipeken of linage, 
‘The gentile yborne of Lumbardie, 
A faire perfon, and ftrong, and yong of age, 
-Aud ful of honour and of curtefie; 
Difcret-ynough, his contree for to gie, 
Sauf in forue thinges that he was to blame, 
And Walter was this yonge lordes name. 
{ blame him thus, that he confidered nought 
In time coming what might him betide, 
But on his luft prefent was all his thought, 
And for to hauke atid hunt on every fide ; 
Wel neigh all other cures let he flide ; 
And cke he nol'd (and that was worft of all) 
‘Wedden no wif for ought that might befall. 
Only that point his peple bare fo fore 
That flockmel on a day to him they went, 
And on of hem, that wifeft was of lore, 
(Or clies that the lord wold beft affent 
‘That he thuld tell hen: what the peple ment, 
Or elles could he wel thew fwiche matere) 
He to the markis faid as ye fhull here. 
0 neble Markis, your humanitce 
Affureth us and yveth us hardinefle, 
As oft as time is of neceflitee 
‘That we to you mow tell our hevineffe; 
“Accepteth, Lord, than of your gentilleffe 
‘That we with pitious herte unto you plaine, 
And let your eres nat my vois difdaine. 
= Alhave I not to don in this matere 
‘Mere than another man hath in this place, 
Yet far as moch as ye, my Lord fo dere, 
Han alway thewed me favour and grace, 
Idare the better afke of you a fpace 
Of audience to fhewen our requeft, 
, find'ye, my Lord, to dan right us you left. 


For certes, Lord, fo wel us liketh you 
And all your werke, and cver hath don, that we 
Ne couden not ourfelf devifen how 
We mighten live in more felicitee, 
Save o thing, Lord, if it your wille be 
‘That for to be a wedded man you left 
‘Than were your peple in foverain hertes reft. 
Boweth your nekke under the blifefal yoke 
Of foveraintee, andnot, be 
Which that men elepen. or Wediok : 
And thinketh, Lord, among your thoghtes wile, 
How that our days paffe in fondry wife ; 
For though we flepe, or wake, or rome, or ride, 
Ay fleth the time, it wolno man abide. 
And though your grene youthe floure as Yet, 
in crepeth age alway as ftill as fton, 
jAnd deth manafeth every age, and fiuit. 
In eche eftat, for ther efcapeth non : 
And al fo certain as we knowe eche on 
‘That we thul die, as uncertain we all 
Ben of that day whan deth fhal on-us fall. 
Accepteth than of us the trewe entent, ~ 
‘That never yet refufeden your heft, 
And we wol, Lord, if that you wol affent, 
Chefe you a wife in fhort time at the meft 
, Borne of the gentilleft and of the beft 
Of all this lond, fo that it oughte feme 
Honour to God and you as we can deme. 
Deliver us out of all this befy drede, 
And take a wif for highe Goddes fake ; 
For if it fo befell, as God forbede, 
‘That thurgh your deth your linage fhulde ‘Dake, 
And that a frange fucceffour thuld take 
Your heritage, o! wo were uson live 3 t 
Wherfore we pray you hattily to wive, 
Hir meke praiere and hir pitous chere 
Made the markis for to han pitee. 
Ye wol, quod he, min owen peple dete, 
To that I never er thought conitrainen me: 
I me rejoyced of my libertee, 
‘That felden time is found in mariage ; 
Ther I was free I mofte ben in fervage. 
But natheles J fee your trewe entent, 
And truft upon your wit, and have don ay; 
Wherfore of my free will I wol affent 
To wedden me as fone as ever I may: 
But ther as ye han profred me to-day 
Yo chefen we a wif, I you relefe 
‘That chois, and pray you of that profer cefe, 
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For God it wot that children often ben 
Unlike hir worthy eldres hem before : 
Bountee cometh al of God, not of the ftren 
Of which they ben ygendred and ybore: 

I truit in Goddes bounter, and therfore 
‘My mariage, and min eftat and reft, 
Thina betake ; he may don as him. left. 
Let me alone in chefing of my wif; 
‘That charge upon my bak I wol endure 
But I you pray and charge upon your lif 
"Phat what wif that J take ye me affure 
‘To worthip hire, while that hire lif may dure, 
Yn word and werk both here and clles wherc, 
As fhe an empcroures doughter were. 

And forthermore thia fhuin ye fwere, that ye 
Again my: chois fhal never grutch ne frive; 
For fith I thal forge my libertee 
At your requeft, as ever mote I thrive 
‘Ther as min herte is fet ther wol I wive : 
And but ye wol affent in-fwiche manere 
T pray you fpeke no more of this matere. 

‘ With hertly will they fworen and affenten 
‘To all this thing, ther faide not o wight nay, 
Beeching him of gracemer that they wenten, 
‘That he weld grantemgm a certain day 
Of his {powfaile ae tone-ae ever he may, 
For yet alway the peple fomewhat dred 
Lett that this markis wolde no wif wed. 

He granted hem aday, fwiche as him left, 

On which he wold be wedded fikerly, 

And faid he did ali this at hir requeft ; 

And they with humble herte ful buxumly, 
Kneling upon hir knees ful reverently, 

‘Him thonken all: and thus they, han an end 
Of hir entente, and home agen they wend, 

And hereupon he to his officeres 
Commandeth for the fefte to purvay, 

And to his privee knightes and fquicres 
Swiche charge he yave as hem lit on hem Say, 
And they to his commandement obcy, 

“And eche of hem.doth all his diligence 

‘To-do unto the fefte al reverence, 


Pars fecunda. 


Nought fer fro thilke paleis honourable, 
Wher as this markis fhope his. mariage, 
"Ther fhodd a thorpe, of fighte delitable, 

In. which that poure folk of that village 

Hadden hir beites and hir herbergage, 

And of hir labour toke hir fuftenance, 

After that the erthe yave hem habundance, 
Among this poure folk ther dwelt a man 


“Which that was holden poureft of hens all, 


But highe God fomtime fenden can 


» His grace unto a litel axes fall; 


Janicola men of that thorpe him cail : 
A doughtcr had he, faire yriough to fight, 


\ And Grifildis this yonge maiden hight. 


But for to fpeke of vertuous beautee, 
‘Than was the on the faircft under fonne. 
Ful povrely yfoftred up was the ; 

No likerous iuft was in hire herte yronne : 


. Wel ofter of the well than of the tonne 
: She dranke ; and for fhe wolde vertue plefe 
~ Bhe knew wel labour but non idel cfe, 






But though this mayden tendre were of age, 
Yet in the breft of hire virginitee 
‘Ther was enclofed fad and ripe corage, 
And in gret reverence and charitee 
Hire olde poure fader foftred the : 
A few fheep {pinning on the feld fhe kept ; 
She wolde not ben ide! til the flept. : 
_ And whan fhe homward came fhe wolde bring 
Wortes and other herbes times oft, 
‘The which the thred and fethe for hire living, 
And made hire bed ful hard and nothing foft ; 
And ay fhe kept hire fadres lif on loft 
With every obeifance and diligence - 
‘That child may don to fadres reverence. 
Upon Grifilde, this poure creature, 
Ful often fithe this markis fette his eye, - 
As he on hunting rode paraventure ; 
And whan it fell that he might hire efpie, 
He not with wanton loking of folie 
His eyen caf on hire, butjn fad wife 
Upon hire chere he wold him oft avife; 
Commending in his herte hire womanhede, 
And cke hire vertue, paffing any wight 
Of fo yong age as wel in chere as dedet 
For though the peple have no. gretyin fight 
In vertue, he confidered ful rig! : 
Hire bountee, and difpofed that he wai 
Wedde hire only if ever he.wedden fhold, “~~ 
The day of wedding came, but no wight can 
Teilen what woman that it fhulde be, 
For which marvaille wondred many a man, 
And faiden, whan they were in privetee, ~ 
Wol not our Jord yet leve his vanitec ? 
Wol he not wedde? Alas, alas the while ! 
Why wol-he thus himfelf and us begile ? 
But natheles this markis hath do make 
Of gerames fette in gold and in afure 
! Broches and ringes, for Grifildes fake; 
| And of hire-clothing toke he the mefure 
' Of a maiden like unto hire ftature, 
, And cke of other ornamentes all : 
| That unto fwiche a wedding fhulde fall. 
The time of underne of the fame day 
Approcheth that this wedding fhuldc be, 
And all the paleis put was.in array, 
Both halle and chambres, eche in his degree, 
Houtes of office ftuffed. with plentce ; 
Ther may thou fee of deinteous vitaille 
That may be found as fer as lafteth Itaille. 
‘This real markis richely arraide, 
Lordes and ladies in his compagnie, 
‘The which unto the fefte weren praide, 
And of his retenue the bachelerie, 
With many a foun of fondry melodie, 
Unto the village of the which I told oS 
In this array the righte. way they hold. 
Grifilde of this (Gad. wot) ful innocent 
‘That for hire fhapen was all this array, 
To fetchen water at a welle is went,, 
And cometh home as fone as ever fhe may 
For wel fhe had herd fay that thilke day 
The markis fhulde wedde, and if fhe might 
She wolde fayn han feen fom of that fight. 
She thought I wol with other maidens flond, 
‘That ben my felawes, in our dore, and fe¢ 
‘The markifefle, and therto wol I fond 
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‘To don at home, 2s fene as it may be, 
"The labour which that longeth unto me, 
As d than I may at leifer hire behold, 

if the chis way unto the Caftel hold. 

And as the welde over the threfwold gon. 
_ULe.markis came and gan hire for to call, 
wAnd fhe fet doun hire water-pot anon 

Befide the threfwold im an oxes ftall, 

‘And doun upon hire knees the gan to fall, 
And with fad countenance kneleth ftill, 
‘Til fhe had herd what was the Jordes will. 

‘This thoughtful markis fpake unto this maid 
Ful faberly, and faid in this manere ; 

Wher is your fader, Grifitdis ? he faid. 
‘And the with reverence in humble chere 
‘Antweredy Lord, he is ak redy here. 
And in the goth withouten lenger lette, 
And to the markis fhe hire fader fette. 

He by the hond than teke this poere man, 
And faide thns whar he him had afide ; 
Janicola, I neither may me can 
Lenger the plefance of min herte hide; 

Uf that thou vouchefauf, what fo betide, 
Thy doughter wol I tahe or that I wend 
As fur my wif ato hire lives end. 

‘Thou lovett'm:; that wot I wel certain, 

And art my faithful Hegeman ybore, 

And all that liketh me, I dare wel fain, 
“Ie liketh thee, and {pecially therfore . 

“fell nic that point that 1 have faid before, 

Tf that thou wolt unto this purpos drawe, 

“T’'o taken me as for thy fon in lawe? 

This foden cas this man aftoned fo, 

‘That red he wex, abaift, and al quaking 

He ftood ; unnethes faid he wordes mo 

But only thus; Lord, quod he, my willing 

Is as ye wol, ne ageins your liking 

Twol no thing, min owen Lord fo dere 5 

Right aa you lik governeth this matere. 

Phan wol I, qued this markis foltely, 

in thy chambre J, and thou, and the, 
collation ; end woft theu why? 
1 wol afk hire if it hire wille be 

To be my wif, and reule hire after me? 

And ull this fhal be don in thy prefenc 
» Twol not fpeke out of thin audience. 

And in the chambre, while they were aboute 

‘The tretee, which as ye fhal after here, 
“The peple came into the hous withoute, 
And wondred hem in how honeft manere 
Ententifly the kept hire fader dere 

“at utterly Grifildis wonder might, 
For never crft ne faw fhe fwiche a fight. 

No wonder is though that fhe be aftoned 
Yo fev fo gret a geft come in that place, 

She never was to non fwiche geftes wened, 
¥or which fhe loked with ful pale face. 
~But fhortly forth this matere for to chace, 
"Thife arn the wordes that the marks faid 
‘To this benigne veray 
ifilde, he faid, ye fhuln wel underftond 
th te your fader and to me 
rat I you wedde, and cke it may fo ftond, 
i b 
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‘That fin it thal} be'den in haity wife, 
Wol ye affent, or elles you avite ? 
1 fay this, be ye redy with good herte 
To all my luft,and that I freely may, 
As me bet thinketh, do yeu langh or fmerte, 
And never ye to grutchen, night ne day, 
And eke whan I fay Ya ye fay Nay, 
Neither by word ne frouning cowntenance ? 
Swere this, and here I fwere our alliance. 
Wondring upon this thing, quaking for drede, 
She faide, Lorde, indigne and unworthy 


‘| Am | to thilke honour that ye me bede, 


But as ye wol yourfelf, right fo wol I: 

And here | fwere that never willingly 

In werk ne thought I n’ill you difobcie 

For to be ded, though me were loth to deic. 
‘This is ynongh, Grifilde min, quod he. 

And forth he goth with a ful fobre chere 

Out at the dore, and after than came fhe, 

And to the peple he faid in thismanere; . 

‘This is my wif, quod he, that ftondeth here ; 

Honouseth her, and'loveth hire, I pray, 

Who fo me loveths thér n’is no more to fay. . 
And for that nothing of hire olde gere- 


‘She fhulde bring into his hous, hie bad 


That women fhuld defpoilen hire right there, 
Of which thife ladies. weren nothing glad 

To handle hire clothes wherin the was clad: 
But natheles this shaiden bright of hew: 

Tro foot to hed they clothed han all new. : 
Hire heres han they kempt, that lay untreffed 
Ful radely, and with hir fingres fntal 

A coroyne on hire hed they han ydreffed, 
And fette hire ful of nouches gret-and final. 
Of hire array what fhuld 1 make a tale ? > 
Unneth the peple hire knew for hire fairneffe 
Whan fhe tranfmewed was in {wiche richefle. 

This markis hath hire fpoufed with a ring 
Brouyht for the fame caufe, ‘and than hire fette 
Upon an hors fnow-white and wel ambling, 
And to his paleis, or be lenger lette, 
(With joyful peple that hire lad and mette) 
Conveyed hire; and thus the day they fpende- 
In revel til the fonne gan defceade, 

And fhertly forth this tale for to chace, 
} fay that to this new markifeffe : 
God hath fwiche favour fent hire of his grace, 
‘That it ne femeth not by likelinefle 
‘That fhe was borne and fed in rudenefle, : ~ 
As in acote or in an oxes ftall, : 
But nourifhed in an emperoures halt. 

‘Yo every wight fhe waxen is fo deré- 
And worfhipfal, that folk ther the wae bore, 
And fro hire birthe knew hire yere by yere, 
Unnethes trowed they, but dorft han fwore 
‘That to Janicle, of which J fpake before, 
She doughter n’as; for as by conjecture 
Hem thoughte fhe was another creature. 

For though that ever vertuous was fhe, 
She was encrefed in fwiche exccllence 
Of thewes good, yfet in high bountee, 
And fo diferete, and faire of eloquence, 
So benigne, and fo digne of reverence, 
And coude fo the peples herte embrace, 
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Not only of Saluces in the toan 
Publifhed was the bountee of hire name, 
But cke befide in many a regioun; 
If on faith wel, another faith the fame : 
So fpredeth of hire hie bountee the fame, 
‘That men and women, yong as wel as old, 
Gon to Saluces upon hire to behold. 
Thus ‘Walter lowly, nay but really, 
Wedded with fortunat honeftee; 
In Goddes pees liveth ful efily 
At home, and grace ynough outward had he 
And for he faw that under low degree 
‘Was honeft vertu hid, the peple him held 
A prudent man, and that is feen ful feld, 
Not only this Grifildig thurgh hire wit 
Coude al} the fete of wily homlineffe ; 
But cke whan that the cas required it, 
‘The comune profit coude the redreffe : 
Ther n’as difcord, rancour, ne hevineffe, 
In all the lond that fhe ne coude appefe, 
And wifely bring hem all in hertes ¢fe, 
‘Though that hire hufboud abfent were or non 
Jf gentilmen or other of that contree 
Were wroth, the wolde bringen hem at on, 
So wife and ripe wordes hadde fhe, 
And jugement of fo grete equitec, 
‘That fhe from heven fent was, as men wend, 
Peple to fave, and every wrong to amend. 
Not longe time after that this Grifilde 
‘Was wedded, fhe a doughter hath ybore, 
All had hire lever han borne a knave childe : 
Glad was the markis and his folk therfore ; 
For though a maiden childe come all before, 
She may unto a knave child atteine, 
By likelyhed, fin the n’is not barreine. 


Pars tertia, 


Ther fell, as it befalleth times mo, 
Whan that this childe had fouked but a throwe, 
‘This markis in his herte longed fo 
‘To tempt his wif, hire fadneffe for to knowe, 
That he ne might out of his herte throwe 
‘This marveillous defir his wif to affay : 
Nedlees, God wot, he thought hire to affray, 

He had affaied hire ynough before, 
And found hire ever good : what needeth it 
Hire for to tempt, and alway more and more ? 
‘Though fome men praife it for a fubtil wit ; 
But as for me, I fay that evil it fit 
‘To affay a wife whan that it is no nede, 
And putten hire in anguifh and in drede. 

For which this markis wrought in this manere : 
He came a-night alone ther as the lay 
‘With ftern face and with full trouble chere, 
And fayde thus, Grifilde, (quod he) that day 
That { you toke out of your poure array, 
And put you in cftat of high nobleffe, 
Ye han it not forgetten, as I geffe ; 

I fay, Grifilde, this prefent dignitec, 
In which that } have put you, as Itrow, 
Maketh you not forgetful for to be 
That J you toke in poure eftat ful low, 
For ony wele ye mote yourfelven know, 
‘Take hede of every word that I you fay, 
Ther isne wight that hereth it but we tway. 
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Ye Wote yourfelf wel how that ye came here 
Into this hous, it is not long ago ; : 

And though to me ye be right lef and dere, 
Unto my gentils ye be nothing fo: és 
‘They fay to hem it is gret shame and wo 
For to be fuggetes and ben in fervage 

‘Yo thee, that borne art of a fmal linage. 

And namely fin thy doughter was ybore, 
Thife wordes hen they fpoken doutcles; 

But I defire, as I have donc before, 

To live my lif. with hem in reft and pees: 
I may not in this cas be recheles: 

I mote do with thy doughter for the beft, 
Not as I wold, but as my gentils left, 

And yet, God wote, this is ful loath to me; 
But natheles withouten. your weting 
I wol nought do; but thus wol I (quod he) 
That ye to me affenten in this thing ; 

Shew now your patience in your werking 
‘That ye me hight and {wore in your village 
The day that maked was our mariage. 

Whan the had herd all this, fhe not ameved 
Neyther in word, in chere, ne countenance, 
(For as it femed, the was not agreved) 

She fayde, Lord, alllith in your Paeafance ; 
My child and { with hertely obeifance 

Ben youres all, and ye may fave or {pill 
Your owen thing : werketh after your will. 

Ther may no thing, fo God my foule favey 
Like unto you that may difplefen mes y 
Ne I defire nothing for to have, 

Ne drede for to lefe, fauf only ye : 

‘This will is in myn herte, and ay fhall he, 
No length of time or deth may this deface, 
Ne change my courage to an other place. 

Glad was this markis for hire anfwering, 
But yet he feined as he were not fo; 

Al drery was his chere and his loking, 

Whan that he thuld out of the chamber go, 

Sone after this, a furlong way or two, 

He prively hath told all hisentent * 

Unto a man, and to his wifhim fent, 
Amaner fergeant was this prive man, 

The which he faithful often founden had 

In things gret, and cke fwiche folk wel can 

Don execution on things bad; 

‘he Jord knew wel that he him loved and drad, 

And whan this fergeant wift his lordes will, 

Into the chambre he ftalked him fuf ftill, 

Madame, he fayd, ye mote foryeve it me, 
Though 1 do thing to which I am conftreined ; 
Ye ben fo wife, that right wel knowen ye 
‘That lordes heftes may not ben yfeined ; 
They may wel be bewailed and complained, 
But men mote nedes to hir luft obey, 

And fo wol J; ther n’isno more to fay. 

The child I am commanded for'to take— 
And fpake no more, but out the child he hent 
Difpitoully, and gan a chere to make, 

As though he wold have flain it or he went, 
Grifildis muf al {offer and al confent; 

And as a lambe fhe fitteth meke and fill, 
And let this cruel fergeant do his will, 
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bufpecioys yas the diffame of this man, 
Bofpedt his face, fufpect his word alfo, 
Sufpect the time in which he this began: 
Alas! hire doughter, that the loved fo 
She wende he wold han flaien it right tho; 


Butnathetes fhe neither wept ne fiked, 
<Conlinaning hire to that the markis liked. 
But at the laft t6 fpeken fhe began, é 
And mekely the to the fergeant praid * 


(So as he was 4 worthie gentilman} 

‘That fhe might kiffe hire child or that it deids 
And in hire barme this lite] child the leid; 
With, ful fad face, and ran the child to biifie, 
And lulled it, and alter gan it kiffe. 

+ And thus fhe fayd in hire benigne vois; 
Farewel, any child, 1 fhal the never fee, 

But fin I have thee marked with the crois, 
Of thilke fader yblefled mote thou be 

"That for us died upon a crois of tree, 

"Thy foule, litel child, | him betake, 

For this night fhalt thou dien for my fake, 

I trow that to a norice in this cas 

It had been hard this ronthe for to fee; 
Wel might a moder than han cried Alas! 
But natheles fofud ftedfalt was the, 
That the endufed all adverfitee. 

And to the fergeant mekely the fayde, 
Have here agen your hitch yonge mayde. 

Goth now (quod fhe) and doth my lordes heft : 
And o thing wold 1 pray you of your grace, 
But. if nzy Jord forbade you at the left, 

Buricth this litel body iv fom place 

‘That beftes ne no brides it to-race, 

But he no word to that purpos wold fay, 
But toke the child, and wert upen his way. 

‘Vhie fereeant came unto his lord again, 
And of Grifildes wordes and hire chere ‘ 
He told him point for point, in short and plain, 
And him prefented with his doughter dere. 
Somwhat this Jord hath routhe in his manere, 
But natheles his purpos held he ftill, 

As lordes don whan they wol have hir will; 

And bad this fergeant that he prively 
Shulde this child fui fofte wind and wrappe, 
With alle circumftaices tendrely, 

» And carry it ina cofre or in a lappe ; 

But upon pceine his hed of for to fwappe 
‘Vhat no man fholde know*of his cntent, 

Ne whens he came ne whider that he went; 

But at Boloigne, unto his fufter dere, 

‘That thilke time of Pavie was Countefle, 

“He thuld it take and thew hire this matere, 
Befeching hire to don hire befineffe, 

This child to foftren in all gentilleffe 5 i 
“And whofe child that it was he bade hire hide 
From every wight, for ought that may betide. | 

‘The fergeant goth,and hath fulfilde this thing, i 

But to this marquis now retorne we; 

For now goth he ful faft, imagining 

If by his wives chere he mighte fee, 

Or by hire wordes apperceive, that the 
‘Were changed ; but he never could hire finde 
But ever in on ylike fad and kinde, 





As glad, as humble, as befy in fervice 


B - 
And eke in Jove, as fhe was wont to-be, 

Was fhe to him in every manner wife ; 

Ne of hire doughter nota word {pake fhe: ¢ 
Non accident for non adverfitee 

Was feen in hire, ne never hire doughters name 

Ne nevened the for erneft ne for game. 


Pars quarta, 


In this eftat ther paffed ben foure yere 
Er fhe with childe was, but as God wold, 
A knave childe tha bare by this Waltere 
Ful gracious, and fair for to behold ; 
And whan that folk it to his fader told, 
Not only he but all his contree mery 
Was for this childe, and God they chonk and hery.: 
Whan it was two yere old, and from the bred 
Departed of his noricc, on a day 
This markis caughte yet another left 
To tempte his wif yet ofter, if he may. 
O! nedeles was fhe tempted in affay : 
But wedded men ne connen no mefure 
Whan that they finde a patient creature. 
Wif, quod this markis, ye han herd or this 
My peple fikely beren our mariage,. 
And namely fin my fone yboren is, a 
Now is it-werfe than ever in al our age ; 
The murmur fleth myn herte and my corage, 
For to myn eres cometh the vois fo {merte, 


, That it wel nie deftroyed hath myn herte. 


Now fay they thus; Whan Walter is agon, 
Than fhall the blood of Janicle fuccede, 
And ben our lord, for other han we non. 
Swiche wordes fayn my peple, it is no dredes: 
‘Wel ought I of fwiche murmur taken hede, 
For certainly I drede al fwiche fentence, 
‘Though they not plainen in myn atdience, 

I worde live in pees if that I might; 
Wherefore Lam difpofed utterly, 

As I his fufter ferved er by night, 
Right fo thinke Ito ferve him prively. 
This warne I you, that ye not fodenly 
Out of yourielf for no wo thuld outraie ; 
Beth patient, and therof I you praic. 

1 have, quod fhe, fayd thus, and ever thal, 
T wol no thing, re n’ill ne thing certain, 
But as you hit: not greveth me at al 
‘Though that my doughter and my fone be flain 
At your commandement ; that is to fain, 

LT have not had no part of children twein 
But firft fikeneffle and after wo and peine. 

Ye ben my lord, doth with your owen thing 

Right as you lift: afketh no rede of me; 

For as I left at home al my clothing 

Whan I came firft to you, right fo (quod the) 
Left 1 my wilt and all my libertee, 

And toke your clothing ; wherefore I you prey 
Doth your plefance, | wol youre luft obey, 

And certes, if I hadde prefcince 

Your will to know er ye your juft me told, 

I wold it-do w:thouten negligence : 

But now | wote your luft, and what ye wold, 
‘All your plefance ferme and ftable I hold; 
For wift I that my deth might do you efe 
Right gludely wold I dicen you to plefe. 
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Deth may not maken no comparifoun 
Unto your love. And whan this mprkis fay 
"The conftance of his wif, he caft adoun 
His eyen two, and wondreth how fhe may 
In, patience fuffer al this array 3 
And forth he goth with drery contenances 
But to his herte it was ful gret plefance, 

"This ugly fergeant in the fame wife 
That he lsite donghter caughte, right fo he 
(Or werie, if men can any werfe devife) 
Hath hent hire fone, that ful was of beautee : 
And ever in on fo patient was fhe 
‘That fhe no chere made of hevineffe, 

But kift hire fone, and after gan it bleffe. 

Save this the praied him, if that he might, 
Hire litel fone he wold in erthe grave, 

His tendre limmes, dekicat to fight, 

Fro foules and fro beftes for to fave. 

But the non anfwer of him mighte have + 
He wen his way ashim no thing ne rought, 
But to Boloigne he tenderly it brought. 

‘This markis wondereth ever lenger the more 
Upon hire patience : and if that he 
Ne hudde fothely knowen ther before 
‘That perfitly hire children loved the, 

He wold han wend that of fom {ubtiltee 
And of malice, or for cruel corage, 
That fhe had fuffred this with tad vifage. 

But wel he knew that next himfelf certain, 
She loved hire children belt in every wile. 
But now of women wold f afken fayn, 

Hf thife affaics mighten not ferffife ? 

What coud a fturdy hufbond more devife 

To preve hire wifhood and hire ftedfaftneffe, 
And he continuing ever iv flurdineffe ? 

But ther ben folk of fwiche condition, 
‘That whan they han a certain purpos take, 
They cannot {tint of hir entention, 

But right as they were bounden to a ftake, 
‘They wol not of hir firlle purpos flake : 
Right fo this markis fully hath purpofed 
To tempt his wif as he wes firtt difpofed. 

He waiteth if by word or contenance 
That fhe to him was changed of corage; 
But never coud he finden varience ; 

She was aye on in herte and in vifage s 
And aye the further fhe was in age, 

The more trewe (if that it were poflible) 
She was to him in love, and penible. 

For which it femed thus, that of hem tsvo 
Ther was but o wilt ; for as Walter left, 
‘The fame Indt was hire plefance alfo ; 

And God be thanked, all fell for the bef. 

She thewed wel for ne wordly unreft 

A wil, as of birefelf, no thing ne tholde 
Wille in effeet but as hire hufbond wolde. 

‘The fclandre of Walter wonder wide fpradde, 
That of a cruel herte he wikkedly, 

For he a poure woman wedded hadde, 
Hath murdred both his children prively : 
Swich murmar was among hem comunly. 
No wonder is, for to the peples ere 





For which ther as his peple therhefore 
Had loved him wel, the {clandre of his diffame 
Made hem that they him hateden therefore : 
‘To ben a mudreur is an hateful name, 
But natheles for erneft ne for game 
He of his cruel purpos n’olde ftente : ee 
‘Fo tempt his wif was fette all bis entente— s 
Whan that his doughter twelf yere was of age’ 
He to the court of Rome, in fubtil wife 
Enformed of his will, fent his meflage, 
Commanding him {wiche billes to devife 
As to his cruel purpos may fufhife, 
How that the Pope, as for his peples reft, 
Bade him to wed another if him left, 
I fay he bade they fhulden contrefete 
The Popes bulles, makiag mention 
‘That he,hath leve his firfte wif to lete, 
As by the Popes difpenfation 
‘Yo ftinten rancour and diffention 
Betwix his pepe and him. ‘Thus fpake the bull, 
The which they han published at the full. 
‘The rude peple, as no wonder is, 
Wenden ful- wet that it had ben right fo; 
But whan thife tidings came to Grifildis, 
Ideme that hire berte was ful of T7103, 
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was, this humble, creature, 

The adverfitee of fortune al to endure; 
Abiding ever his luft and his plefance 

To whom that the was yeven horce and al, 

As to hire veray worldly fuffifance. 

But fhortly if this toric tell I thal, 

‘This markis writen hath in fpecial 

A lettre, ia which he fheweii his cntente, 

And fesretly he t. Boleigne it fente 

‘o the Erl of Paviz, which that hadde the 

Wedded his fufter, prayed be {pecially 

‘To bringen home agein his children two 

In honourable eftat al openly; 

Ber o thing he him prayed utterly, 

That he to no wight, though men wold enquere,. 

Shulde not tell whos children that they were, 
But fay the maiden fhuld ywedded be 

Unto the Markis of Saluces anon, 

And as this erl was prayed, fo did he; 

For at day fette he on his way is gon 

‘Yoward Saluces, and lordes many on 

In rich arraie, this maiden for to gide, 

Hire yonge brother riding hire befide. 
Arrajed was toward hire mariage 

"This fresthe maiden, ful of gemmes clere, 

Hire brother, which that feven yere was of age, 

Arraicd cke ful frefh in his manere ; 

And thus in gret roblefle and with glad chere_ 

‘Toward Saluces fhaping hir journay 

Fro day to day they riden in hir way. 
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Among al his, after this wicked ufage, 
This markis yet his wif to tempten more 
‘To the utterefte prefe of hive corage, 


| Bully to have experience and lore 


Ther came ne word but that they murdred were. {IE that the were as ftedefait as before, 
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He on a day in open audience 
Ful boiftoany hath fuid hire this fentence : 
Certes, Grifilde, 1 had ynough plefance 
‘Yo han you to my wif for your Soodneffe, 
And for your trouthe and for your obeyfance, 
Not for your linage ne for your richefle ; 
uf Dey know Lin very fothfaftneffe 
Thai in pet lordthip, If I me wel avife, 
‘Ther is gret fervitade in fondry wife. 
I may not don as every ploughman may: 
My peple me conftreineth for tu take 
Another wif, and crien day by day ; 
Aud cke the Pope, rancour for to flake, 
Confenteth i, that dare I undertake ; 
And trewely thus moche t wol you fay, 
My newe wif is coming by the way. 
Be Strong of herte, and void anon hire place, 
Aud thilke dower that ye broughten me 
Take it agen s | grant it of my grace, 
Returneth to your fadres hous, (quod he) 
No inan may alway have profperites, 
With even herte Trede you to endure 
"The fhroke of Fortune or of aventure, 
<ind fle agen anfwerd in patience ; 
My Lord, quo ¢, Ewote and wift alway 
How that betwen your magnificence 
nd my poverte no wight ne can ne may 
Maken comparifon ; it is no nay: 
Ane held me t digne in no manere 
‘Yo be your wif, ng yet your chambercre, 
aind in this hous ther ye me lady made 
(The highe God tike f for my witnefle, 
And all fo willy ke my foule glad} 
Thever held ne lady me maittroffe, 
But humble fervant to your worthineffe, 
And ever thal, while that my life may dure, 
Aboven every wordly creature, 
That ye fu lunge of your benignitee 
Han holden me in horour and nobley, 
Wheras I was not worthy for te be, 
‘That chanke | God ard you, to whom J prey 
Foryelde it you 3 ther is ta mare to fey. 
Unto my fader glacly wol | wende, 
Aud with bin dwell onto my lives ende, 
Ther f was fottied of a de ful fina} 3 
Til 1 be ded, my Lif ther wot F lede, 
A widew clene in body, her 
For fth Tyave to yon iny mai.'enhede, 
Aud am your trewe wif, itis no drede, 
God thilde fwiche 2 lordes wif co take 
Another man to hufbond or to make, 
7 Aid of your newe wit Gud of his grace 
-So yraunte you wele and Prolper.te, 
For I wol gladly yelden hire my place, 
Shes uci that T was blifsful wont to be: 
For fith it liketh you, my Lord, (quod the) 
That whilom weren all myn hertes re! 
‘That F thal gon, I wol go whan you 
‘But ther as ye me profre fwiche dowaire 
As 1 fir brough, ic is wel in my mird 
Ke were my wretched cluthes, nothing faire, 
‘The which to me were hard now for to find, 
0 goede God! how gentil and hon kind 
Ne femed by your fpeche and Your vifure 
‘The day thay maked was age} 
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But foth is faid, algate I find ie trewe, 
For in effe&t it preved is on me, 
Love is not old as whan that it is newe, 
But certes, Lord, for non adverfitee 
To dein in this cas, it thal not be 


My Lord, ye wote that in my fadres place 


And tichely ye clad me of your grace ; 
To you brought I nought elles out of drede 
But faith, and nakednefle, and maidenhede ¢ 
Aad here agen Your clothing I teftore, 
And eke your wedding ting, for evermore, 
‘The remenant of Your jewcles redy be 
Within your chambre, T dare it fafly fain, 
Naked out of my fadres ho: } 
I came, and naked I mote turne again. 
All your plefince wolde I folwe fain 
But yet I hope it be not your entent 
‘That I fmokles out oF your paleis went, 










Remembre y 

I was your w 
Wherfore in Suerdon of my maide, 

Which that I brought and not agen I bere, 

‘As vouchefauf to yeve me to my mede 

But fiche a fmok as! was wont to were, 

‘That I therwith nay wrie the wombe of hire 

‘That was your wif. And here i take my leve 

OF you, min owen Lord, left Tyou greve, 

‘The fmok, quod he, that thou ha? on thy baks 
Let it be fill, and bere it forth with th 
But wel unnethes thilke word he fpake, 
But weut his way for routhe and for pitec, 
Before the folk hirefelven Aripeth fhe, 

And in hire fmwk, wit foot and hed all bare, 
Toward hire ‘adres hous forth is fhe fare, 











Kor ever he demed, fin it fir beeog? 





y 
That whan the lord fulfilled had his corage, 
Him wolde thinke it Were a difparags 
‘To his eftat fo lowe for to alight, 
Aud voiden hire as fone 3s ever he mich: 

Agein his doughter haftily goth ke, 

(For he by noife of folk knew hire coming) 
And with hire olde Cote, as it might be, 
He covereth hire, fa! forwefull 
But on hire body 





ad 
‘That nother by hire wordes nic hire face, 

Beforn the folk, ne eke in hir abfence, 

Ne fhewed the that hire was don offence, 

Ne of hire high eftat no remembrance 

Ne hadde the as by hire contenance. 

No wonder is, for in hire gret eftat 
Hire goft was ever in pleine humilitees 
No tendre mouth, no herte delicat, 

No pompe, no femblant of reultee, 

But ful of patient benignitee, 

Difcrete, and prideles, ay honourable, 

And to hire hufbond ever meke and ftable. 

Men [peke of Job, and moft for his humbleffe, 
Asclerkes whan hem Jift can wel enditc, 
Namely of men, but asin fothfaftneffe, 

‘Though clerkes preifen women but a lite, 
‘Ther can no man in humbleffe him acquite 
As woman can, ne can be half fo trewe 
As women ben, but it be falle of newe. 


Pars fexta. 


Fro Boloigne is this Earl of Pavic come, 

Of which the fame up Spraig to more and leffe : 
And to the peptes eres all and fome 

‘Was couth cke that a newe markifefle - 

He with him brought in fwiche pomp and richeffe, 
‘That never was ther fcen with mannes eye 

So noble array in al Weft Lumbardie. 

The markis, which that fhope and knew all this, 
Er that this erl was come fent his meffage 
For thilke poure fely Grifildis, 

‘And the with humble herte and glad vifage, 

Not with no fwollen thought in hire corage, 
Came at his heft, and on hire knees hire fette, 
And reverently and wifely the him grette. 

Grifilde, (quod he) my will is utterly 
‘This maiden that fhal wedded be to me 
Received be to-morwe as really 
As it poffible is in myn hous to be; 

And eke that every wight in his degree 
Have his eftat in fitting and fervice, 
And high plefance, as Ecan beft devife. 

J have no woman fuffifant certain 
‘The chambres for to array in ordinance 
After my lft, and therfore wolde 1 fain 
‘That thin were all fwiche manere governance 
‘Thou knowett eke of old all my plefance : 
‘Though thin array be bad, and evil befey, 
Do thou thy devoir at the lefte wey. 

Not only, Lord, that I am glad (quoth fhe) 
‘To don your luft, but I defire alfo 
‘You for to ferve and plefe in my degree 
‘Withouten fainting, and fhal evermo : 

Ne never for no wele ne for no wo 
Ne fhal the goft within myn herte ftente 
‘To love you beft with all my trewe entente. 

And with that word the gan the hous to dight, 
And tables for to fette, and beddes make, 

And peined her to don all that fhe might, 
Praying the chambereres for Goddes fake 
‘To haften hem, and fate fwepe and Shake ; 
And fhe, the mofte ferviceable of all, 
Hiath every chambre arraied and bis hall. 
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;  Abouten undern gan this erl alight, 
That with him brought thife noble children twey; 
For which the peple ran to fee the fight 
Of hir array, fo richely befey 5 
| And that at erft amonges hem they fey 
! "That Walter was no fool, though that him left_ 
To change his wif, for it was for the beft.-~ 
For the is fairer, asthey deingnall, 4 
‘Than his Grifilde, and more teadre of age, 
And fairer fruit betwene hem fhulde fall, 
>» And more plefant, for hire high linage + 
Hire brother eke fo faire was of v fage 
That hem go feen the peple hath caught plefancey 
Commending now the markis governance. 

O ftormy peple, unfad and ever untrew, 
And undifcrete and changing as a fane, 
Delighting ever in rombel that is newe, 

For like the mone waxen ye and wane; 

A fol of ciapping, dere ynough a jane, 

Your dome is fals, your conftance evil prevethy 
Ay ful gret fool is he that on you leveth! 

‘Thus faiden fade folk in that citee 

Whan that the peple yafed up and doun, 
For they were glad right for the rioveltee 
To have a new lady of hirtoun, 4 

No more of this make I now mentis:un, 
Bat to Grifilde agen I wol'me dreffe. 
And tell hire conftance and hire befineffe. 

Ful bely was Grifilde in every thing 
‘That to thre fefte was appertinent ; 

; Right naught was the abaift of hire. clothing; 
: Though it were rude, and fomdel cke to-rent, 
But with glade chere to the yate is went, 
With other folk, to grete the markifeffe, 
And after that doth forth hire befineffe. 

With fo glad chere his geftes the receiveth, _ 
And conningly everich in his degree, 

‘That no defaut no man apperceiveth, 

But ay they wondren what fhe mighte be 
‘That in fo poure array was for to fee, 
And coude fwiche honour and reverence, 
And worthily they preifen hire prudence. 

In all this mene while fhe ne ftent 
This maide and eke hirc brother to commend, 
With ali hire herte in ful benigne entent, 

' Sowel that no man coud hire preife amend ; 
; But at the laft whan that thife lordcs wend 
\-To fitten doun to meteyhe began to call 
Grifilde, as fhe was befy in the hall, 
| Grililde, (quod he, as it were in his play) 
How liketh thee my wif and hire beautee ? 
! Right wel, my Lord, quod the, for in good fay ™ 
fairer faw I never non than the ; 
pray to God yeve you profperitee, 
* And fo T hope that he wol to you fend 
Plefance ynough unto your lives end. 
O thing befeech 1 you and warne alfo, 
‘That ye ne prikke with no turmenting 
: This tendre maiden as ye han do mes 
For the is foftred in hire nourifhing 
; More tendrely, and to my fuppofing 
' She mighte not adverfitee endure 
As coude a poure foltred creature, 
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And whan this Walter faw hire patience, 
Wire gla2 chére, and no malice at all, 
And he fo often hadde hire don offence, 
And fhe ay fade and conftant as a wall, 
Continuing ever hire innocence over all, 
“This fturdy mavkis gan his herte dreffe 
“Tayrewe upon hire wifly ftedefaitneffe, 

Tardis ynough, Grifilde min, quod he, 
Be now’no moretgaft ne evil apaid; 
Thave thy faith and thy benignitec, 

As wel as ever woman was, affaid, 
Ta gret eftat adit pouerelich arraid : 
Now know [dere wif, thy ftedefaftneffe ; 
And hizeiwarmes toke, and gan to keffe. 

And the for wonder toke of it go kepe ; 
She herde not what thing he to Tire faid; 
She ferde as fhe had ftert-out of a flepe, 
‘Til the out of hire mafedneffe abraid. 
Grifilde, quod he, by God that for us deid, 
‘Thou art my wif; non other I ne have 
Ne never had, as God my foule fave, 


This is thy doughter which thou haft fuppofed+ 


‘To be my wif; that other faithfully 
Sha) be min heir, as I have ay difpofed ; 
Thou bare hem of thy body trewely ; 
At Moloigne Hive I kept hem prively : 
Take hem agen, for now maift thou not fay 
“hat thou haft lorn non of thy children tway. 
And folk that otherwife han faid of me, 
Ywarne hem wel that 1 have don this dede 
For no malice ne for no crueltec, 
But for to affay in thee thy womanhede, 
And not to five my children (God forbede) 
But for to kepe hem prively and ftill 
‘Til | thy purpos knew and all thy will. 

Whan fhe this herd, afwoune doun fhe falleth 
For pitous joye; and after hire {wouning 
She both hire yonge children to hire calleth, 
And in hire armes, pitoufly weping, 
Embraccth hem, and tendrely kiffing 
Ful like a moder, with hire falteteres 
She bathed both hir vifage and hir heres, 

O, {wiche 2 pitous thing it was to fee 
Hire fwovt.ing, and hire humble vois to here! 
Grand mercy! Lord, God thank it you (quod fhe) 
“hat ye han faved me my childten dere : 
Now rekke ¥ never to be ded right here, 
Sin I ftond in your love agd in your grace, 
No force of deth, ne whan my fpirit pace. 

Q tendre, o dere, o yonge, children mine! 
‘Your woful mother wened ftedfaftly 
‘That cruel houndes or fom fou! vermine 
Had eten yous but God of his mercy 
And your benigne fadertendrely 
Hathdon you kepe ; and in that fame ftound 
Al fodenly the {wapt adoun to ground. 

And in hire fwough fo fadly holdeth the 
Hire children two, whan fhe gan hem embrace, 
what with gret fleight and gret difficultee 
‘The children from hire arm they gan arrace. 
O! many a tere on many a pitous face 
Doun ran of hem that ftoden hire befide ; 
Unnethe abouten hire might they abide, 

Walter hire gladeth, and hire forwe flaketh ; 
She rifeth up abathed from hire trance, 

Vou. on : 





And every wight hire joye and fefte maketh 
‘Til fhe bath caught agen hire contenance. 
Walter hire doth fo faithfully plefance, 
‘That it was deintee for to feen the chere ~ 
Betwixt hem two fin they ben met in fere. 
‘Thife ladies, whan that they hir time fey, 
Han taken hire, and into chambre gon, 
And ftripen hire oat of hire rude arrey, 
And in a cloth of gold that brighte thone, 
With a coroune of many.a riche ftone ~ 
Upon hire hed, they into hall hire broughte, 
And ther fhe was honoured as hire ought. 
‘Thus hath this pitous day a blisful end, 
For every man and woman doth his might 
‘This day in mirth and revel to difpend,, 
‘Td on the welkin fhone the ftctres bright ¢ 
For more folempne in every mannes fight 
This fefte was, and greter of coftage, 
Than was the revel of hire mariage. 
Fal many a yere in high profperitee 
Liven thife two in concord and in-reft, 
And richely his doughter maried he 
Unto a lord, on of the worthieft 
Of all Itaille, and than in pees and reft 
His wives fader in his court he kepeth 
Til that the foule out of his body crepeth. 
His fone fuccedeth in his heritage, 
In reft and pees, aftcr his fadres day, 
And fortunat was eke in mariage, 
Al put he not his wif in gret affay : 
‘This world is not fo ftrong, it is no nay, 
As it hath ben in olde times yore, 
And herkneth what this au@our faith therfore, 
‘This ftory is faid, not for that wives fhuld 
Folwe Grifilde as in hymilita, 
For it wexe importablé tho they wold, 
But for that every wight in his degree 
Shulde be conftant in adverfitee 
As was Grifilde, therfore Petrark writeth 
This ftorie, which with high ftite he enditeth, 
For fith a womaa was fo patient 
Unto a mortal man, wel more we ought 
Receiven all in gree that God us fent. 
For gret ikill ishe preve that he wrought ; 
But he ne tempteth no man that he bought, 
As faith Seint Jame, if ye his piftell rede 
He preveth folk al day, it is no drede; 
And fuffreth us, as for our exercife, 
With fhacpe fcourges of adverfitce 
Ful often to be bete in fondry wife, 
Not for to know our will, for certes he, 
Or we were borne, knew all our freeletee, 
And for our beft is all his governance ; 
Lect us than live in vertuous fuffrance. 
But o word, Lordings, herkneth or I go‘: 
Tt were ful hard to finden now adayes 
In alla toun Grifildes three or two ; 
For if that they were put to fwiche affayes 
‘The gold of hem hath now {o bad alayes 
With bras, that though the coine be faire at eye 
It wolde rather braft atwo than plie, 
For which here, for the Wives love of Bathe, 
Whas lif and al hire fecte God maintene 
In high maiftrie, and elles were it fcathe, 
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i wol with lufty herte fresfhe and grene 
Bay you a fong to gladen you I] wene, 
And let us ftint of erneftful matere. 
Herkneth my fong, that faith In this-manere : 
Grifilde is ded, and eke hire patience, 
And both at ones buried in Itaille, 
For which I crie in open audience, 
No wedded man fo hardy be to affaille 
His wives patience, in truft to find 
Grifildes, for in certain he fhal faille. 
O noble wives! ful of high prudence, 
Let non humilitee your tonges naile, 
Ne let no clerk have caufe or diligence 
‘To write of you a ftorie of fwiche mervaille 
As of Grifildis, patient and kinde, 
[Left Chichevache you fwalwe in hire entraille, 
Folweth Ecco, that holdeth no filence, 
But ever anfwereth af the countretaille ; 
Beth not bedaffed for your innocence, 
. But sharply tuketh on you the governaille : 
j Bmprenteth wel this leffon in your minde 





For comun profit, fith it may availlc. 

Ye archewives! ftondeth ay at defersa> 

Sin ye be ftrong as is a gret camaille, 
Ne fufireth not that men do you offence. 
And fclendre wives, feble as in bataille, 
Beth egre as‘is a tigre yord in Inde; 

Ay clappeth asa mill I you counfzille, 

‘Ne drede hem not, doth hem na reveren~”, 
Por though thin hyfbond armed Ye in mazile, 
‘The arwes of thy crabbed eloquence 
Shal perce his breft and eke his aventaille : 

In jaloufie I rede eke thou him bine, 
‘And thou thalt make him couche as Noth a quaille. 

If thou be faire, ther folk ben in pregnce, 
Shew thou thy vifage and thin aparaille 5” 

If thou be foule, be free of thy difpence; 
To get thee frendes ay do thy travaille : 
Be ay of chere as light as lefe on linde, 
And let him care, and wepe, and wringe, and 
waille, 
3 
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~ 
Were and wailing, care, and other forwe, 
Thave ynough on even and on morwe, 
Quod the Marchant, and {0 have other mo 
‘That wedded ben; { trowe thatit be fo, 
For well wot it fareth fo by me. 
T have a wif the werfte that may be, 
For though the fend to hire ycoupled were, 
She wolde hip overmatche, I dare wel fwere. 
What thulde [ you reherfe in fpecial 
Hirg bigh malice? fhe is a threw at al. 
er isaagng and a large difference 
twix Grifildes grete patience 
And of my wife the paffing crueltee. 
Were I unbounden, all fo mote I the, 
1 wolde never eft comen in the fnare. 
‘We wedded men live in forwe and care 


Affay it who fo wol, and he thal finde 
‘That I fay foth, by Seint Thomas of Inde, 
As for the more part, I fay not alle; 
God fhilde that ie thulde fo befalle. 
A, good Sire Hofte, I have ywedded be 
Thife monethes two, and more not parde; 
And yet I trowe that he that all his lif 
Wifles hath ben, though that men wolde him tife 
Into the herte, ne coude in no mancre 
Tellen fo much forwe as I you here 
Coud tellen of my wives curfedneffe. (bleffe, 
Now, quod our Hofte, Marchant, fo God you 
Sin ye fo mochel knowen of that art, 
Ful hertely I pray you tell us part, 
Gladly, quod he, but of min owen fore, 
Far fory herte I tellen may no more, 
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"Wruuicom ther was dwelling in Lumbardie 
A worthy knight, that born was at Pavie, 
In which he lived in gret profperitee ; 
And fixty yere a wifles man was he, 

And folwed ay his bodily delit 

On women ther as was his appetit, 

As don thife fooles that ben feculere. 
And-whan that he was paffed fixty yere, 
‘Were it for holinefle or for dotage 
Fcannot fain, but fwiche a gret corage 
Hadde this knight to ben a wedded man, 
"That day and night he doth all that-he can 
‘To efpien wher that he might wedded be, 
Praying our Lord to granten him that he 
Mighte ones knowen of that blisful lif 
‘That is betwix an hufbond and his wif, 


And for to live under that holy bond 

‘With which God firfte man and woman bondy 

Non other lif (faid he) is worth a bene 3 

For wedlok is fo efy and fo clene i 

That in this-world it is a paradife. 

‘Thus faith this olde knight that was fo wife. 
And certainly, as foth as God is king, 

To take a wif it is a glorious thing ; 

And namely whan a man is old and hore, 

Than is a wif the fruit of his trefore ; 

‘Than fhuld he take a yong wif and a faire, 

Onwhich he might engendren him an heir 

And lede his lif in joye and in folas, 

‘Wheras thife bachelers fingen alas! 

Whan that they finde any adverfitee 

In love, which n’is but childith vanitee. 

And trewely it fit wel to be fo 
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On brotel ground they bilde, and brotelneffe 
‘They finden whan they wenen fikerneffe : 
‘They live but as a bird or a3 a befte, 

Tn libertee and under non arefte, 

‘her as a wedded man in his eftat 

Liveth a lif blisful and ordinat, 

“Under the yoke of metiage ybound; 

‘Wel may his herte in joye and bliffe abound : 

For who éan be fo buxom asa wif? 

Whois fo trewe and eke fo ententif 

"Fo kepe him, fike and hole, as is his make ? 

For wele or wo fhe o7ill him not forfake ; 

She n’is not wery him to love andferve, 

"Though that he lie bedrede til that he fterve. 
And yet fom clerkes fain it ts not fo, 

Of which he ‘Theoplirat is on of tho. 

What force though Theophrait lift for to lie? 

Netuk no wif, quod he, for hufbondrie, 
As for to fpare in houfhold tlry difpence : 

trewefervant doth more diligence 

hy good to kepe, than doth thin owen wif, 

or fhe wol claimen half part al hire lif. 
nd if that thou be fike, fo God me fave, 
"hy veray frendes or a trewe knave 

Wol kepe thee bet than fhe, that waiteth ay 
ddfter thy good, and hath don many aday. 

- This teutence, and an hundred thinges werfe, 
‘Writeth this man, ther God his bones curfe. 
But take no kepe of ali fwiche vanitee ; 
Deficth Vhedphraft, and herkeneth me. 

A wif is Goddes yefte. veraily ; 

All other maner yeftes hardely, 

As londvs, rentes, pafture, or commune, 
Or mebles, ‘all ben yeftes of Fortune, 
‘That paffen as a fhadow on the wall: 
But drede thou not if plainly fpeke I thal; 
iA wif tvol laft and in thin’ hous endure 
‘Wellenger than thec lift paraventure, 

* Mariage is a'ful grete facrament ; 

Be which that hath no wif I hold him fhent; 
He liveth helples und all defolae : 
(I tpeke of folk in fecular’ eftat) 
aind herkneth why, J fay not this for nought, 
‘That woman is for manues helpe yw: rough: 
"Phe hight God, whan he had Adam maked, 
* And faw him al alone belly naked, 
God of his grete goodneffe faide than, 
Let us now ntake arf helpe unto this man 
Like'to himfelf, and than he made him Eve. 
‘ Here may ye fee, and hereby may ye preve, 
‘That a wif is mannes helpe and his comfort, 
‘His paradis terreftre, and his difport s 
80 buxdm and*fo vertuotis is the,- 
They moften nedes tive in unitee : 
© fcth they ben, and o fieth, as I geffe, 
Hath but on herte in wele and in diftreffe. 
5 A wif? af Scinte Marie, benedicite # 
‘How might a nian have any: alverfite 
What hath a wif? certes 1 cannot {cye. 
ie he bliffe the which thatvis betwix hem tweye 
Ther may no ténge telle or herte thinke, 
If he be poure, fhe helpethy him to fwinke ; 
IShe kepeth-his good, and wafteth never a del; 
wAll that hire huibond doth, hire likech wel : 





She faith not ones, Nay, whan he faith, ¥% 
De this, faith he ; Al redy, Sire, fait =~ 
j__© blifsful ordre, o-wedlok precious! 
‘Thou art fo mery and eke fo vertuous, 
(and fo commended and approwed eke, 
(That every man that holt hig worth a leke, 
Upon his bare knees ought allhis lif, 
thanken his God that him hath fsnt a wif,” 

fr elles pray to God him for to fend 
‘A wif to laft unto his lives end; 

For than his lif is fet in Gikerneffe, 2 

He may not be deceived, as I geflere, 

So that he werche after his wives reia 

‘Than may he boldly beren up his hedes 

"They ben fo trewe, and therwithal fo wife A 
For which, if thou wilt werchen asthe wifes 
Do alway fo as women wol thee rede. 

Lo how that Jacob, as thife clerkes rede, 
By good confeil of his mother Rebekke 
Bounde the kiddes fkin about his nekke, 

For which his fadres benifon he wan. 

Lo Judith, as the ftorie eke tell can, 
By good confeil the Goddes peple kept, 
And flow him Holofernes while he flept. 

Lo Abigail, by good confeil howafhe -~ - 
Saved hire pufbond Nabal, whan thyvbe i 
Shuld han be flain. And loke, Heitet alfo 
By good confell delivered outof wo * 
The peple of God, and made him Mardoches 
Of Affuere enhanfed for to be. 

Ther n'is no thing in gree fuperlati€ 
{As faith Senck) above an humble wif. 
Suffer thy wives tonge, as Caton bit ; 

She fhal command and thou fhalt fuffren it, 
And yet fhe wol obey of curtcfic. 

A wif is keper of thin hufbondrie : 

Wel may the fike man bewaile and wepe 
‘Ther as ther is no wif the hous to kepe- 

I warne thee, if wifely thou wilt werche, 
Love wel thy wif, as Crift loveth his cherche :~ 
Hf thou loveft thyfelf, love thou thy wif. 
No man hateth his flefh, but in his lif 

He foftreth it, and therfor ¢ bid I thee 
Cherifh thy wif, or thou fhalt never the. 
Hafbond and wif, what fo men jape or play, 
Of worldly folk holden the fiker way: 
They ben fo knit ther may non harm betide, 
And namely upon the wi*es fide. , 

For which this January, of whom I told, 
Confidcred hath within his dayes old 
The lufty lif, the vertuous quicte, 

‘That is in mariage honey-fwete, 
And for his frendes on a-day he fent 
To tellen hem th’ effe@ of his entent. 

With face fad his tale he hath hem told=— 
He fayde, Frendes, I am hore and old, 

And almoft (God wot) on my pittes brinke, 
Upon my foule fomwhat moft I thinke. + 
Ihave my body folily difpended, 

Blefled be God that it fhall ben amended! 
For I wol ben certain a wedded man, 

And that anon in all the haft I can. 

Unto fom maiden, faire and tendre of age, 
I pray you fhapeth for my mariage 
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All fodeiity, Fox I wol not abide; 

And I wol fonde %@ efpien on my fide + 

‘To whom I may he wedded haftily, 

But for as moche astye ben more than I, 

Ye fhullen rather fwithe a thinge efpien 
\DigeL, andeuber me befte were to allien: 

But o-thmg warn I you; my frendes dere; 
1wol non olde wif han in no manere ; 

She thal not paffen twenty yere certain: 

Old fith and yGnge flefh wold I have fain. 

Bet is (quod ¥) a pike than a pikerel, 

-And het tha old beef is the tendre veel. 

¥ wo1 nu woman thirty yere of ages 
Te is but beneftraw and gret forage. 

And eke thife olde widewes (God it wotey 

‘They connen fo moch craft on Wades bote, 

So mochel broken harm whan that hem left} 

‘That with hem fhuld I never live in reft. 

For fondry fcoles maken fubtil clerkes ; 

‘Woman of many fcoles half a clerk is: 

But certainly a yong thing men may gie; 

Right as men may warm wax with handes plie ; 

‘Wherfore I fay you plainly in a claufe 

Two old wif han right for this caufe. 

e E hadde fwiche mefchance; 

vat I in hire ne coude have no plefance; 

PSaan fhuld I tede my lif in avoutrie; 

And fo ftreight to the devil whan I die: 

"Ne children fhuld 1 non upon hire geten 
‘Yet were me lever houndes hed me eten 
‘Than that min heritage fhulde fall 
In ftraunge hondes; and this I tell you all. 

I dote not, I wot the caufe why 

Men fhulden wedde ; and furthermore wot I 

‘Ther fpeketh many a man of mariage 

That wot no more of it than wot my page 

For which caufes a man fhuld take a wif; 

If he may not liven chaft his lif, 

Take him a wif with gret devotion, 

Becaufe of leful procreation 

Of children, to the honour of God above, 

And-not only for paramour or love, 

And for they fhulden lecherie efchue, 

And yield hir dette whan that it is due, 

Or for that eche of hem fhuld helpen other 
In mefchefe, as a fulter fhal the brother, 
And live in chaftitee ful“olily: 

But, Sires, (by your leve) than am not I; 
For, God be thanked; I dare make avaunt, 
Tfcle my limmes ftark and faffifant 

\'T6 don all that a man helongeth to: 

I wot myfelven beft what I may do. 

‘Though I be hoor, I fare as doth a tre 

‘That blofmeth er the fruit pwoxen be ; 

‘The blofmy tre n’is neither drie ne ded: 

I fele me no wher hoor but on mty hed : 
“Mir herte and all my limmes ben as grené 
“As Jaurer thurgh the yere is for to fene. 

And fin that ye han herd ali min entent; 

1 pray you to my will ye wolde affent. 

Diverfe men diverfely him told 
Of mariage many enfamples old ; 
Som blamed it, fom praifed it certain 
But atte lafte, thortly for to fain, 









{As all day falleth altercation 

Betwixen frendes and di{putifon) : 
Ther fell a ftrif betwix his brethren two} 
Of which that on was cleped Placebo; 
Juftimas fothly called was that other: 

Placebo fayd, O January! brother; 

Ful litel nede han ye, my lotd fo dere; 
Conifeil to afke of any that is here, 

But that ye ben fo fui of fapience 

‘That you ne liketh for your high predencé 
To weiven fro the word of Salomon; 
This word, fayd he, tinto t# everich on, 
Werke alle thing by confeil, thus fayd he; 
And than ne fhalt thou not repenten thee. 
But though that Salomon Tpake fiwichic a words 
Min owen dere brother and my lord, 

So wifly God my foule bringe at reft; 
Thold your owen ¢onfeil is the beft. 

For, ‘btother min; take of me this motif; 
1 have now-Ben a court-man all my lif, 
And God it wot; though 1 unworthy be; * 
I have ftonden in ful grét degtee e 
Abouten Tordes of ful high eftat, 

Yet kad I never with non of hemi debat! 
Inever heni contraried trewely. 

T wot wel that my lord cam more than 14. 
What that he faith I holde it firme and ftable j 
I fay the farhe, ot elles thing femblablei 

A ful gret fool isany confeillour; 

That ferveth any lord of high honour; 
‘That dare prefume, of ones thinken it, - 
That his confeil shuld paffe his tordes wit } 
Nay, lordes be no fooles by triy fay. 

Ye han yourfelven fhewed here to-day 

So high fentence; fo holily, and wel; 

That I tonfent, and confirme every del 
Your wordes all; and your opinioun. 

By God ther n’is no man in all this tounj 
Ne in Itaille, coud bet han yfayd : 

Crift holt him of this confeil wel appald: 
And trewely it isan high corage 

Of atty mian tliat ftoperi is in age 

To take a young wif! by my fdder kid 
Your herte hongeth on a joly pin. 

Doth now in this materé tight as youl lefty 
For finally I hold it for the beft: 

Friftinus, that ay ftille fat arid Herd, 
Right in this wife he to Placebo anfwerd : 
Now, brother min; be patient I pray, 
Sin ye han faid;and herksiéth what 1 fay: 

Senck, among his dthier wordes wife; 
Saith that a mai ought him right wel avife 
To whom he yeveth his lond or his catel ¢ 
And fith I ought avifeh me right wel 
To wh. mI yeve my good away fro me; 
Wel more l ought avifeti me, parde, 

‘To whom I yeve tny body ; for alway 

I warhe you Wel it is no childes play 

To take a wif without avifement. | 

Men mutt enqueren (this is min affent) 
Wheder the be wife and fobtc or dronkelewey 
Or proud, or elles othet waiesa threw; 
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A chidefter, or a waftour of thy good, 

Or riche or ponre, or elics a man is weod ; 
Al be it fo that no man finden fhal 

Non in this world that trottcth hol in al, 
Ne manjne befte, fwiche as men can devife, 
But natheles it ought ynough fafice 

With any wif, if fo were that fhe had 

Mo good thewes than hire vices bad : 
And allthis axeth leifure to enquere 5 

For God it wot I have wept many a tere 
Ful prively fin that I had a wif. 

Praife who fo wol a wedded nmannes lif, 
Certain I find in it but coft and care, 

And obfervances of alle bliffes bare ; 

And yet, God wot, my neighebours aboute, 
And namely of women many a route, 
Sain that I have the mofte ftedefait wif, 
And eke the mekeit on, that bereth lif; 
But I wot beft wher wrmgeth me my tho. 
Ye may for me sight as you Itketh do. 
Avifeth you, ye ben a man of age, 

How that ye entren into mariage, 

And namely with a yong wif and a faire. 
By him that made water, fire, erth, and airc, 
‘The yongest man that is in all this route 

Is befy ynow to bringen it aboute 

‘To han his wif alone, trufteth me: 

¥e fhul not plefen hire fully yeres three; 
"This is to fain, to don hire ful plefance = 
A wif axeth ful many an obfervance, 

J pray you that ye be not evil appaid. 

Wel, quod this January, and haft thou faide ? 
Straw for Senck, and ftraw for thy proverbes; 
J counte not a panier ful of herbes 
Of {cole termes : wifer men than thou, 

As thou haft herd, affented here right now 
‘To my purpes. Placebo, what faye ye? 
Tfaye it is a curfed man, quod he, 
‘That letteth matrimoine fikerly. 
And with that word they rifen fodenly, 
And ben affented fully that he fholde 
Be wedded whan him lift and wher he wolde. 

High fantafie and curious befineffe 
Fro day to day gan in the foule emprefle 
Of January about his mariage : 

Many a faire fhap and many a faire vifage 
Ther paffeth thurgh his herte night by night, 
As who fo toke a mirrour polifhed bright, 
And fet it in a comune market place, 

Then fhuld he fee many a figure pace 

By his mirrour, and in the fame wife 

Gan January in with his thought devife 

Of maidens which that dwelten him befide ; 
He wifte not wher that he might abide; 

For if that on have beautee in hire face, 
Another ftont fo in the peples grace, 

For hire fadneffe and hire benignitee, 

That of the peple the greteft vois hath fhe : 
And fom were riche and hadden a bad name; 
But natheles, beewix erneft and game, 

He at the lait appointed him on on, 

And let all other from bis herte gon, 

And chees hire of his owen auctoritec, 

Ver love is blind all day and may not fee. 


And whan that he was in his bed pikes or 
He purtreied in his herte and jp ilis thought 
Hire frethe beautee and hire aj,e tendre, 

Hire middel {mal, hire armes,,ong and fclendre, 
Hire wife governance, pire Genel: 

Hire womanly bering, and hire fadpefle. _ «— 

"Aid han that be oo hive’ se efecnged” 
‘im thought his chois it might not ben amended; 
For whan that he himfelf concluded had, 
Him thought eche other mannes vit fo bad, 
‘That impoffible it were to replie \ 

Again his chois + this was his fantasy, 

His frendes fent he to, at his inftanes—-~ 
And praied hem to don him that plefance 
‘That haltily they wolden te him come ; 

He wolde abregge hir labour all and fome': 
Neded no more to hem to go ne ride, 
He was appointed ther he wolde abide. 

Placebo came, and eke his frendes fone, 
And alderfirft he bade hém all a bone, 

‘That non of hem gon argumentes make 
Again the purpose that he hath ytake ; 
Which purpos was plefant to God (faid he) ' 
And veray ground of hjs profperitge, 

He faid ther was a maiden in thextgus 
Which that of beautee hadde-gret renoun, 

Al were it fo the were of fimal degree ; 
Sufficeth him hire youth and hire beautee ; 
Which maid (he faid) he wold han te his wif, 
To lede in efe and holineffe his life ; 

And thanked God that he might han hire ally 
That no wight with his bliffe parten shall ; 
And praied hem to labour in this nede, 

And fhapen that he faille net to fpede : 

For than, he fayd, his fpirit was at efe 

‘Than is (quod he} nothing may me difplefe, 
Save o thing pricketh in my conicience, 

The which 1 wol reharfe in your prefence. 

Thave (quod he) herd faid fal yore ago, 
‘Ther may no man han parfite bliffes two, 
This is to fay, in erthe and eke in heven; 

For though he kepe him fro the finnes fever, 
And eke from every branch of thilke tree, 
Yet is ther fo parfit felicitee, 

And fo grete efe and Juft, in mariage, ° 

‘That ever I am agaft, now in min age, 

That I thal leden now fogmery a lif, 

So delicat, withouten wo or ftrif, 

Vhat I fhalhan min heven in erthe here; 
For fin that veray heven is bought fo dere, 
With tribwlation and gret penance, 

How fhuld I than, living in fwiche plefance 
As alle wedded men don with hir wives, 
Come to the bliffe ther Crift eterne on live is? 
This is my drede, and ye, my brethren tweie, 
Affoileth me this queftion I preie. : 

Juftinus, which that hated his folie, 

Anfwerd anon right in his japerie, 

And for he wold his long tale abrege, 

He wolde non audtoritec allege, 

But fayde, Sire, fo ther be noh obftacle 
Other than this, God of his hie miracle, 
And of his mercy, may fo for you werche, 
That er ye have your rights of holy cherche: 
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Ye may cepentiaf wedded manmes lif, 
In which ye fain wher is no wo ne {trifs 
And elles God fortiede but if he fent 
« A wedded man his xrace him to repent 
‘Wel often, rather thait a fingle man: 
wc therefrfe;Sire, the beft rede that I can, 
DetpeireFou nov, but haveth in memorie S 
Paraventure the may be your Purgatorie ; 
She may be Gpddes mene and Goddes whippe, 
‘Than thal you foule up unto heven fkippe 
Swifter than oth an arow of a how. 
Thofao Gra hereafter ye shal know 
‘That ther n’is non fo gret felicitee 
In mariage, ne never more fhall be, 
‘That you fhal let of your falvation, 
So that ye ufe, as fkillis and refon, o 
‘The luftes of your wif attemprely, 
And that ye plefe hire nat to amoroufly, 
And that ye kepe you eke from other finne. 
My Yale is don, for my wit is but thinne. 
Beth not agaft hereof, my brother dere, 
But Jet us waden out of this matere, 
‘The Wif of Bathe, if ye han underftond, 
OE pieoye, Which ye now han in hond, 
Dfclared ax<isful wel in litel fpace. 
eth now wel, God have you in his grace ! 
~ And with this word this Juftine and his brother 
Han take hir leve, and eche of hem of other. 
And whan they faw that it muft nedes be, 
‘They wroughten fo by fleighte and wife tretee 
‘That the this maiden, which that Maius hight, 
As haftily as ever that the might, 
Shal wedded be unto this January, 
I trow it were to longe you to tary, 
Uf T you told of every feript and bond 
By which that fhe was feoffed in this lond, 
Or for to rekken of hire rich array. 
But, finally, ycomen is the day 
‘Teat to the chirche both ben they went 
For to receive the holy facrament. 
Forth cometh the preeft, with ftoleabout his ackke, 
And bade hire be like Sara and Rebekke 
In wifdcme and in trolithe of mariage ; 
And fayd his orifons, as is ufage, 
And crouched hem, and bade God thuld hemt bleffe, 
And made all fiker ynow with holineffe. 
‘Thus ben they wedded with folempnitee ; 
And at the fefte fitteth he and fhe, 
With other worthy folk, upon the deis. 
Al ful of joye and bliffe is the paleis, 
And ful of inftruments, and of vitaille 
‘The mofte deinteous of all Itaiile. 
Beforn hem ftood fwiche inftruments of foun 
‘That Orpheus, ne of Thebes Amphion, 
Ne maden never fwiche a melodie : 
At every cours in came loud minftralcie, 
what never Joab tromped for to here, 
Ne he Theodomas yet half fo clere 
At Thebes whan the citee was in doute. 
Bacchus the win him fkinketh all aboute, 
And Venus Jaugheth upon every wight, 
(For January was become hite knight, 
And wolde both affaien his corage 
In libertee and cke in mariige) 











And with hire firebrond in hire hond abouts 
Danceth before the bride and wil the routes 
And certainly I dare right wel fay this, 
Ymeneus, that god of Wedding is, * 
Saw never his lif fo mery 4 wedded man. 

Hold thou thy pees, thou poet Marcian, 
‘That writeft us that ike wadding’ mery 
Of hire Philologie and him Mercurie, 
And of the fongés that the Mufes fonge ; 
‘To {mal is both thy pen and eke thy tonge 
For to defcriven of this mariage. 
Whan tendre Youth hath wedded ftouping Age, . 
‘Ther is fwiche mirth that it may not be writen 4” 
Affaieth it yourfelf, than may ye witen: - 
Tfthat Elie or non in this matcre. * 

Maius, that fit with fo benigne a chere, 
Hire to behold it femed Faerie. 
Quene Hefter loked never with fwiche an eye 
On Affuere, fo meke 2 look hath fhe. 
I may you not devife all hire beautee ; 
But this moch of hire beautee tell I may, 
‘That the was like the brighte morwe of May, 
Fulfilled of all beautee and plefance. 

This January is ravifhed in a trance 
At every time he foketh in hire face ; 
But in his herte he gan hire to manace 
That he that night in armes wold hire ftreine 
Harder than ever. Paris did Haleine. 
But natheles yet had he gret pitee 
‘That thilke night offenden hife muft he, * 
And thought, alas! o tendre creature ! 
Now wolde God ye mighten wel endure 
All my corage; it is fo fharpe and kene 
Tam agaft ye fhal it nat fuftene { 
But God forbede'that I did all my might } 
Now wolde God that it were waxen nighty 
And that the night wold laften ever mo! 
I wold that all this peple were ago! 
And, finally, he doth all his labour, 
As he beft mighte, faving his honour, 
‘To hefte him fro the mete in fubtil wife. 

The time came that refon was to rife, 
And after that men dance and drinken faft, 
And fpices all about the hous they caft, 
And ful of joye and bliffe is every man, 
All but a fquier that highte Damian, 
Which carf beforn the knight ful many a dey 2° 
He was fo ravitht on his Lady May, 
‘That for the veray pgine he was nie wood 
Almoft he {welt, and fwouned ther he flood : 
So fore hath Venus hurt him with hire brond 
As that the bare it dancing in hire hond; 
And to his bed he went him haftily : 
No more of him as at this time fpeke I, 
But ther Let him wepe ynow and plaine, 
Til frethe May wol rewen on his peine. 

O perilous fire that in the beditraw bredeth ! 
O famuler fo that his fervice bedeth ! 7 
O fervant traitor, falfé of holy hewe, 
Like to the nedder in bofom flie untrewe, 
God thelde us alle {fom your acquaintance ? 
O January !dronken in plefance 
Of mariage, fee how thy Damian, 
Thin owen Squier and thy boren man, 

F itt} 


$8 
Entendcth for to do thee vilanie : 
God grant thee thin homly fo to efpie, 
For in this world n’is werfe peftilence 
‘Than homly fo all day in thy prefence. 
Parformed hath the fonne his arke diurne, ” 
No longer may the body of him fojourne 
On the otifont, as in that latitude ; 
Night, with his mantel that is derke and rude, 
Gan overfprede the hemifperie aboute, 
For which departed is this lufty route 
Fro January, with thank on every fide. 
Home to hir houfes luitily they ride, 
‘Ther as they don hir thinges as hem left, 
And whan they faw bir time gon to reft. 
Sone after that this Raftif January =~ 
‘Wol go to bed, hé wol no longer tary. 
He-drinketh Ipocras, clarre, and Vernage, 
Of {pices hot, to encrefen his corage ; 
And many a letuarie had he ful fine, 
Swiche as the curfed monk Dan Conftantine 
Hath written in his book De Coitw ; 
To ete hem all he wolde nothing efchue : 
And'to his privee frendes thus fayd he + 
For Goddes love, as fone as it may be, 
Let voiden all this hous in curteis wife. 
And they han don right ashe wol devife. 
Men drinken, and the travers drawe anon ; 
‘The bride is brought a-bed as ftill as fton: 
And whan the bed was with the preeft ybleffed 
Out of the chambre hath every wight him dreffed, 
And January haeh faft in armes take 
His frefhe May, his paradis, his make, 
He luileth hire, he kiffeth hire ful oft ; 
‘With thicke briftles of his berd unfoft, 
Like to the kin of houndfith, fharp as brere, 
(For he was fhave al newe in his manere) 
He rubbeth hire upon hire tendre face, 
And fayde thus; Alas! I mote trefpace 
‘Toyou my fpoufe, and you gretly offend, 
Or time come that I wol doun defcend ; 
But natheles confiderech this, (quod he) 
Ther n’is ho werkman, whatfoever he be, 
That may both werken wel and haftily : 
‘This wdl be don at leifer parfitly. 
‘Tt is no force how longe chat we play; 
In trewe wedlock coupled be we tway 5 
<And bleffed be the yoke that we ben inne, 
For in our aétes may ther be no finne. 
A man may do no finne with his wit, 
Ne hurt himfelven with his owen knif, 
For we have leve to play us by the lawe. 
. ‘Thug laboureth he til that the day gan dawe, 
fm than he taketh a fop in fine clarre, 
‘And upright in his bed than fitteth he, 
And after that he fang fal loud and clere, 
And kift his wif, and maketh wanton chere. 
He was al coltifh, ful of ragerie, - 
And ful of jergon asa flecked pie. 
‘The flacke kin about his necke fhaketh 
While that he fang, fo chanteth he and craketh, 
‘But God wot what that May thought in hire herte 
‘Whan fhe him faw up fitting in his fherte, 
In his night cap, and with his necke Jene: 
* She praifeth net his playing worth a bene. 
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‘Than fayd he thus ; My refte wol It&e, , 
Now day is come, I may no long¢t wake; 
And doun he layd his hed and fept til prime, 
And afterward, whan that he faw his time, 
Up rifeth January, but freth yo. 

Held hire in chambre til the fourth a-y, 

As ufage is of wives for the befte; 
For every labour fomtime mofte han refte, 
Or elles longe may he not endare 5 

This is to fay, no lives creature, 7 

Be it of fith, or brid, or beft, or mar° 

Now wol | fpeke of woful Damia: 
‘That langureth for love, as ye fhul here, 
‘Therefore I fpeke to him in this manere. 

I fay, O fely Damian, alas! 

Anfwer to this demand as in this cas; 
How fhalt thou to thy lady frefhe May 
ellen thy wo ? she wol alway fay nay ; 
Eke if thou {peke fhe wol thy wo bewrein : 
God be thin help! I can no better fein. 

This fike Damian in Venus fire 

So brenneth that he dieth for defire, 

For which he put his lif in aventure, 

No lenger might he imthis wife endarey 
But prively a penner gan he borwe, 

And ina lettre wrote he all his forwe, 

In manere of a complaint or a lay, 

Unto his faire frethe Lady May, 

And in a purfe of filk heng on his fherte 
He hath it put, and layd it at his herte. 

The mone that at none was thilke day 

‘That January hath wedded frethe May, 

In ten of Taure was into Cancer gliden, 

So long hath Maius in hire chambre abiden, 
As cuftome is unto thife nobles alle. 

A bride thal not eten in the halle 

Til dayes four, or three days at the lefte, 
¥paffed ben, than let hire go to fefte. 

The fourthe day complete fro none to none, 
‘Whan that the highe meffe was ydone, 

In halle fat this Jannary and May, 

Asfreth as is the brighte fomers day ; 

And fo befel how that this goode man 
Remembred him upon this Damian, 

And fayde, Seinte Matie, how may it be 
That Damian entendeth not to me ? 

Js he ay fike ?or how maj this betide ? 

His {quiers, which that ftoden ther befide, 
Excufed him, becaufe of his fikneffe, * 
Which letted him to don his befineffe ; 

Non other caufe mighte make him tary. 

That me forthinketh, quod this January ; 
Heis a gentil {quier by my trouthe, 

If that he died, it were gret harme and routhe 3 
He is as wife, diferet, and as fecree, 

As any man I wote of his degrec, 

And thertd manly and eke fervifable, 
Ancor to ben a thrifty man right able. 
But after mete, as fone as ever F may, 

i wol myfelfe vifite him, and eke May, 

To don him all the comfort that.I can. 
And for that word him bleffed every mam. 
That of his bountee and his gentilleffe 

He wolde fo comforten in fiknefle 






THE MARCHANTES TALS. 


HETheor, fox iP wasa gentil dede, . 
” Dame, quod this yemery, take good hede 
,Atafter mete ye with your women alle, 


{0 Whan that ye ben if chambre out of this halle) 


+That all ye gon to fee this Damian; 
him dilpa, he is a gentil. man, 
Andtellethiim that E wol him vifite, 
Have Ino thing but refted mg a lite : 
And fpede you faite, for I wol abide 
‘Til that ye flepgn fafte by my fide. 
sQnd with that /vord he gan unto him calle 
A thap4was marfhal of his halle, 
And tola iim certain thinges that he wolde. 





+ Thisfrefhe May hath ftreight hire way yhold, 


‘With all hire women, unto Damian : 
Doun by his beddes lide fit the than, 
Comforting him as goodly as fhe may. 
This Damian, whan that his time he fay, 
In fecree wife his purfe apd eke his bill, 
Jn which that he ywritten had his will, 
Hath put into hire hond withouten more, 
Save that he fiked wonder depe and fore, 
And foftely to hire right thus fayd he; 
Merciz.;:-ad that ye nat difcover me, 
Forg'am ac4“yhat this thing be kid. 
his purfe hath fhe in with hire bofome hid, 
Ad went hire way : ye get no more of me: 
“But unto January ycome is fhe, 
‘That on his beddes fide fate ful foft. 
He taketh hire and kiffeth hire ful oft, 
And layd him doun to flepe, and that anon. 
She feined hire as that fhe mufte gon 
‘Ther as ye wote that every wight mot nede; 
And whan fhe of this bill hath taken hede, 
She rent it all to cloutes at the laft; 
And in the privce foftely it caft. 
Who ftudieth now but faire frethe May? 
Adoun by olde January the lay, 
That flepte til the cough had him awaked. 
Anon he prayd hire ftripen hire al naked, 
He wolde of hirc, he faid, have fom plefance, 
And faid hire clothes did him encombrance. 
And fhe obeieth him, be hire lefe or loth. 
But left that precious folk be with me wroth, 
ayy that he wrought J dare hat to you tell, 
wheder hire thought it paradis or hell: 
But ther I let hem werk in hir wife 
‘Til eveefong rang, and that they muft arife. 
: Were it by deftinee or aventure, 
‘Were it by influence or by nature, 
Pr conftellation, that in fwiche eftat 
‘The heven ftood at that time fortunat, 
As for to puta bill of Venus werkes 
(For alle thing hath time, as fayn thife clerkes) 
‘Toany woman for to get hire love, 
I cannot fay but grete God above, 
‘Chat knoweth that non ad is caufeles, 
He deme of all, for I wol hold my pees. 
But foth is this, how that this frethe May 
Hath taken {wiche impreffion that day 
Of pitee on this fike Damian, 
That fro hire herte the ne driven can 
‘The remembrance for to don him efe, 


Certain (thought the) whom that this thing difplefe 





Irekke not, for here I him affure 
To love him beft of any creature, 
‘Though he no more hadde than his fherte, 
Lo, pitee renneth fone in gentil herte : 
Here may ye feen how excelfent franchife 
In women is whan they hem narwe avife. 
Som tyraunt is, as ther ben many on, 
‘That hath an herte as hard as any fton, 
Which wold han lette him fterven in the place 
Wel rather than han granted him hire grace, 
And hem rejoycen in hir cruel pride, 
And rekken not to ben an homicide. 
‘This gentil May, fulfilled of pitee, 
Right of hire hond a lettre maketh the, 
In which ihe granteth him hire veray grace > 
‘Ther lacked nought but only day and place 
Wher that fhe might unto his luit fuffice; 
For it thal be right as he wol devife, 
And whan fhe faw hire time upon a day. 
To vifiten this Damian goth this May, 
And fotilly this lettre doun fhe threft 
Under his pilwe, rede it if him left. . 
She taketh him by the hond, and hard him twiff, 
So fecretly that no wight of it wit, 
And bade him ben all hol; and forth the went 
‘To January whan he for hire fent. 
Up rifeth Damian the nexte morwe, ' 
Al paffed was his fikneffe and his forwe, 
He kembeth him, he proineth him and piketh, 
He doth all that his lady Juft and liketh; ; 
And eke to January he goth as lowe 
As ever did a dogge for the bowe. 
He is fo plefant unto every man, 
(For craft is all, who fo that don it can) 
That every wight is fain to {peke him goods 
And fuily in his ladies grace he ftood. 
‘Thus let 1 Damian about his nede, 
And in my Tale forth I wol procede. 
Some clerkes holden that felicitee 
Stant in delit, and therefore certain he, 
This noble January, with al} his night, 
In hone wife as longeth to a knight, 
Shope him to liven ful deliciouly. 
His houfing, his array, as honeftly 
To his degree was maked as akinges. 
Amonges other of his honeft thinges 
He had a gardin walled all with fton, 
So fayre a gardin wot I no wher non; 
For out of doute I veraily fuppofe 
‘That he that wrote the Romant of the Rofe 
Ne coude of it the beautee wel devife 
Ne Priapus ne mighte not fuflife, 
Though he be God of Gardins, for to tell 
The beautee of the gardin, and the well, 
‘That ftood under a laurer alway grene + 
Ful often tinie he Pluto and his quene 
Proferpina and alle hir Faerie, 
Difporten hem and maken melodie 
Aboute that well, and daunced, as mem told. 
This noble knight, this January the old, 
Swiche deintee hath in it to walke and pley, 
That he wol fuffre no wight bere the key 
Sauf he himfelf, for of the fmal wiket 
He bare alway of filver a cliket, 


yo 
With which whan that him lift he it unthette; 
And whan that he wold pay his wives dette 

In fomer fefon thider wold he go, 

And May his wif, and no wight but they two; 
And thinges which that were not don a-bedde ” 
He in the gardin parfourmed hem, and fpedde. 

And in this wife many a mery day 
Lived this January and frefle May : 

But worldly joye may not alway endure 
‘To January ne to no creature. 

O foden hap, o thou Fortune unftable ! 
Like to the fcorpion fo deceivable, 

That flatreft with thy hed whan thou wolt fing; 

‘The tayl is deth thurgh thin eveniming. 

© brotel joye! 0 fwete poyfon queinte ! 

O monftre! that fo fotilly canit peinte 

‘Thy giftes under hewe of ftedfattneffe, 

‘That thou deceiveft bethe more and leffe, 

‘Why halt thou January thus deceived, 

‘That haddeft him for thy ful frend received ? 

And now thou hatt beraft him both his eyen, 

For forwe of which defireth he to dyen. 
Alas! this nohle January free, 

Amidde his lu and his profperitee, 

Js waxeu blind, and that al fodenly. 

He wepeth and he waileth pitouily, 

And therwithall the fire of jaloufie 

(Lett that his wif fhuld fall in fom folic) 

So brent his herte that he wolde fin 

‘That fom man had both him and hire plain ; 

For nother after his deth ue in his lif 

Ne wold he that fhe were no love ne wif, 

But ever live as a widewe in clethes blake, 

Sole as the turtle that hath {oft hire make, 

But at the lait, after a moneth or tway, 

His forwe gan affwagen, {oth to fay ; 

For whan he wift it might non other be, 

He patiently toke his adveriites; 

Save out of doute he ne may nat forgon 

‘That he n’as jalous ever more in on; 

Which jaioufie it was fo outrageous, 

‘That neither in halle, ne in non other hous, * 

Ne in non other place never the mo, 

He n’olde fuffre hire for to ride or go 

But if that he had honde on hire alway 5 

For which ful often wepeth frefhe May, 

‘That loveth Damian fo brenningly, 

‘That the motte either dien fodenly 

Or elles the mofte han him as hire left : 

She waited whan hire herte wold to-breft. 

Upon that other fide Damian : 
Becomen is the forwefulleft man 
‘That ever was, for neither night ne day 
Ne might he fpeke a word to frefhe May, 

As to his purpos, of no {wiche matere, 
But if that January muff it here, 

‘That had an hand upon hire evermo ; 
But natheles by writing to and fro, 

And privee fignes, wift he what fhe ment, 
And fhe knew eke the fin of his entent. 

O January ! what might it thee availe 
‘Though thou might feen as fer as'fhippes faile ? 
For as good as blind to deceived be 
4s be deceived whan a man may fee,. 


THE MARCHANTES TALE, 


| Lo Argus, which that had an hysfircte cone’ 
For ali tht ever he coude por“or prien, 
Yet was he blent, and, God wot, fo ben mo, 
‘That wenen wifly that it be-aot fo. 
Paffe over is an efe; [ fay fo more. 
‘This frethe May, of which I fpasoof yox, _ 
dn warm wex hath enprented the cliket : 
‘That January bare of the {mal wiket, 
By which into his gardin oft he went, 
And Damian, that knew all hire eatent, 
The cliket contrefeted prively : ae 
‘Ther n’is no more to fay, but haftily -__ 
Som wonder by this cliket fhal betide, 
Which ye fhul heren if ye wol abide. . 
O noble Ovide! foth fayelt thou, God wote, 
What fleight isit, if Love be long and hot, 
That he n’ill find it out in fom manere? 
By Pyramus and Thifbe may men kre; 
“hough they were kept ful long and ftreit over all,’ 
They ben accorded, rowning thargh 2 wall, 
Ther no wight coude han foundenfwiche afleightes 
But now to purpos, Er that daies eighte 
Were paffed of the month of Juil, befill 
That January hath caught fo gret 4 wille®” 
Thurgh egging of his wif, him foretjay 
In his gardin, and no wight but they tway, 
‘That in a morwe unto this Mhy {aid he, 
Riic up, my wif, my love, my lady free ! 
The turtles vois is herd, myn owen fwete ! 
The winter is gon, with all his raines wete. 
Come forth now with thin eyen columbines 
Wel fairer ben thy brefts than ony wine. 
The gardin is enclofed all aboute ; 
Come forth, my white fpoufe, for out of doute 
Thou haft me wounded in myn herte, o wif? 
No fpot in thee n’as never in alf thy lif, 
Come forth, and let us taken ourdifport ; 
I chefe thee for my wif and my cemfort. 
* Swiche olde lewed wordes ufed:he. 
On Damian a figne made fhe, 
That he fhuld go before with his cliket. 
This Damian hath opened the wiket, 
And in he tert, and that in fwiche manere 
That no wight might him {ve neyther yhere, 
And ftill he fit under a bufh. Anon 
This January, as blind as is a fton, 
With Maius in his hand} and no wight moy 
Into this frefhe gardin is ago, 
And clappet to the wiket fodenly. . 
Now wif, quod he, here n’is but thou and f 
That art the creature that I beft love ; 
For by that Lord that ficin heven above 
T hadde lever dien on a knif 
Than thee offenden, dere trewe wif, 
For Geddes fake thinke how I thee chees, 
Not for no covetife douteles, 
But only for the love I had to thee. 
And thongh that I be old and may not fee, 
Beth to me trewe, and I wol tell you why ; 
Certes three thinges thal ye win therby 5 
Firft love of Crift, and to yourfelf honour, 
And all min heritage, toun and tour; 
T yeve it you, maketh chartresas you left 3 
This fhab.be don to-morwe er-fonne reft, 
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“Bw MeGodacy foule bring to bliffe : 
q1 pray youon thi<ovenant ye me kiffe. 
4 And though that 1 Ez jalous wite me nonght; 
“Ye ben fo depe enprented i in my thought, =, 
at whan that I confider your beautee, 
herwithall the unlikely elde of me, 
2 ay fat ce-tes, though I fhulde die, 
Forbere to ben out of your compagnie 
For veray love; this is withouten doute : 
Now kiffe me, wif, and let us rome aboute. 
This frethe May, whan fhe thife wordes herd, 
ely to Knuary anfwerd, 
But firtn+forward the began te wepe: 
have, quod fhe, a foule for to kepe 
As wel as yc,and alfo min honour, 
And of my wif hood, thilke tendre flour 
Which that I have affured in your hond, 
‘Whan that the preeft to you my body bond, 
‘Wherfore I wol anfwere in this manere, 
With leve of you, myn owen lord fo dere. 
I pray to God that never daw that day 
‘That Ine ftarve, as foule as woman may, 
If ever I do unto my kin that thame, 
Or elles !empeire fo my name 
That Ibe™alfe; and if I do that lakke, 
Dy tripen me dhd put me ina fakke, 
fé in the nexte river do me drenche + 
1 am a gentil woman and no wenche. 
* “Why speke ye thus? but men ben ever untrewe, 
And women han reprefe of you ay newe, 
Ye con non other datiance, I leve, 
But fpeke to us as of untruft and repreve. 
And with that word the faw wher Damian 
Sat in the bush, and coughen fhe began; 
And with hire finger a figne made i 
‘That Damian foule climb up ona tre 
“that charged was with frait, and up he went; 
For veraily he knew all hire entent, 
And every figne that fhe coude make, 
Wei bet than January her own make; 
For in a lettre the had told him all 
Of this matere, how that he werken fhall, 
And thus I let him fitting in the pery, 
And January and May roming ful mery. 
Bright was the day, and blow the firmament ; 
Ro of gold his fremes doun hath fent 
o gladen every flour with his warmneffe ; 
He was that time in Geminis I gefle, 
But btel fro his declination 
OF Gyfiéer, Joves cxaltation, 
Ando befell in that bright morwe tide, 
+That in the gardin, on the ferther fide, 
Pluto that is the King of Faerie, 
And many a ladie in his compagnie 
Folwing his wif, the Quene Proferpina, 
Which that he ravisthed out of Ethna, 
While that fhe gadred floures in the mede, 
@ Claudian ye may the ftory rede, 
How that hire in his grifely carte he fette) 
‘This King of Faerie adoun him fette 
Upon a benche of turves freihe and grene, 
And right anon thus faid he to his quene : 
My wif, quod he, ther may no wight fay nay, 
The experience fo preveth it every day, 





The trefon which that woman doth to mans 
‘Ten hundred thonfand ftorics tell 1 can 
Notable of your untrouth and brotclneffe. 
© Salomon! richeft of all richeily, 
Fulfilled of fapience and wordly glorie, 
Fal worthy ben thy wordes to memarie 
To every wight that wit and refon can. 
"Whos praifeth he the bountee yet of man; 
Among 9 thoufand men yet fond I on, 
But of all women fond I never non. 
‘Thus faith this king, that knewe your wikkednefle 
And Jefus, f/ivs Sirach, as I gefle, 
He {peketh of you but felden reverence,, 
A wilde firc, a corrupt peftilence, : 
So fall upon your bodies yet to-night. ‘ x 
Ne fee ye not this honourable knight ? 
Becaufe, alas! that he is blind and old. 
His owen man thal make him cokewold : 
Lo wher he fit, the lechour, in the tree. 
Now wol I graunten of my majeftee 
Unto this olde blinde worthy knight, 
That he fhal have again his eyen fight 
Whan that his wif wol don him vilanie, 
Than fhal he knowen all hire harlotrie, 
Both in reprefe of hire and other mo. 
Ye, Sire, quod Proferpine, and wol ye fog 
Now by my modre Ceres foule I {were 
That I thal yeve hire fuffifant anfwere, * 
And alle women after for hire fake, 
‘That though they ben in any gilt ytake, 
With face bold they thul hemfelve excufe, 
Aad bere hem doun that wolden ham accuse + 
For Jacke of anfwere non of us fhul dien. 
Alhad ye {een a thing with both your ¢yen, 
Yet thul we fo vifage it hardely, 
And wepe, and fwere, and chiden, fubeilly, 
‘That ye fhul ben ae lewed,as ben 
What rekketh me of your audiences ? 
I wote we] that this Jewe, this Salomon, 
Fond of us women fooles many on : 
But though that he ne fond no good woman, 
‘Ther hath yfonden many an other man 
Women ful good, and trewe and vertuous, 
Witneffe on hem that dwelte in Criftes hous; 
With martyrdom they preved hir cenftance, 
‘The Roman gees maken remembrance 
Of many a v trewe wif alfo. 
But, Sire, ne be not wroth al be it fo, 
Though that he faid he fond no good woman y 
T pray you take the fentence of the map 2 
He ment thus, that in foverein bountee 
N’is non but God, no, nouther he ne fhe. 
Ey, for the veray God that n’is but on, 
What maken ye fo moche of Salomon? 
What though he made a temple, Goddes hous ? 
What though he were riche and glorious ? 
So made he eke a temple of falfe goddes; 
How might he don a thing that more forbode at 
Parde as faire as ye his name emplattre, 
He was a lechour and an idolaftre, 
And in his elde he veray God forfoke ; 
And if that God ne hadde (as faithe the boke) 
Spared him for his fathers fake, he fholde 
Han loft his regne rather than he wolde. 


” 
I fete nat of all the vilanie 

"That he of women wrote a boterflic. 

Tam a woman; nedes motte 1 fpeke, 

Or fwell unto that time min herte breke: 

For fin he faid that we hen janglereffes, 

Asever mote] brouken hele my treffes, 

I thal nat {paren for no curtefie 

‘To {peke him harm that fayth us vilanie. 

Dame, quod this Pluto, be no Jenger wroth, 

Tyeve it up : but fin I fwore min oth, 
‘That I wold graunten him his fight again, 
My word thal ftand, that warne I you certain: 
Tama king, it fit me not to.lie, 
“And I, quod the, am Quene of Faerie. 
‘Hire anfwere fhe thal han I undertake ; 
Let us no more wordes of it make. 
Forfoth, quod he, I wol you not contrary. 

Now let us turn again to January, 

"That in the gardin with his faire May 
Singeth wel merier than the Ppopingay ; 
You love I beft, and thal, and other non, 

So long about the alleyes is he gon, 

‘Til he was comen again to thilke pery 
‘Wher as this Damian fitteth ful mery 
On high, among the frefhe leves grene. 

‘This frefhe May, that is fo bright and thene, 
Gan for to fike, and faid, Alas, my fide ! 

Now, Sire, quod the, for ought that may betide, 
A motte have of the peres that I fee, 

Or I mofte die, fo fore longeth me 

‘To eten of the fmale peres grene; 

Help’ for hire love that is of heven quene, 

T tell you wel a woman in my plit 

May have to fruit fo gret an appetit, 

‘That the may dien bat the of it have. 

Alas! qnod he, that I n’adde here a knave 
‘That coude cliggbe: alas! alas! (quod he) 
For I am blinde. Ye, Sire, no force, quod the; 
But wold ye vouchefauf, for Goddes fake, 

‘The pery in with your armes for to take, 
(For wel I wot that ye miftrufterr me) 

‘Than wold I climben wel ynough, (quod the) 
Sol my fote might fetten on your back. 

Cartes, faid he, therin thal be no lack, 
Might.1 you helpen with min herte blood. 

He itoupeth doun, and on his back fhe Rood, 
And caught hire by a twift; and fhe goth. 
(Ladies, I pray you that ye be not wroth ; 
Ican nat glofe $ Tama rude man :) 

And fodenly anon this Damian 
Gan pullen up the fmock, andin he throng. 

And whan that Pluto faw this grete wrong, 

To January he yaf again his fight, 
And made him {ee as wel as ever he might; 
And whan he thus had caught his fight again 
Ne was ther never man of thing fo fain : 
But on his wif his thought was ever mo. 

Up to the tree he caft his eyen two, 
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And faw how Damian his wife had reife 
In fwiche manere it may not heSexpreffed, 
But if I wolde fpeke uncurteifly ; 

And up he yafa roring and a cry, 

As doth the mother whantthe child thal di 
Out! helpe! alas! harow ! he gan to cry 57 

O ftronge lady ftore, what doef thou? 

And fhe anfwered, Sire, what aileth you? 

Have patience and refon in your minde, 

Thave you holpen on both your eyen blinde. 

Up peril of my foule, I fhal nat lien, 

As me was taught to helpen with your cyen~ 
Was nothing better for to make you ive 

Than ftrogle with a man upon a tree : 

God wot, did it in ful good entent, 

Strogle! quod he ; ye, algate in it went. 
Gode yeve you both on fhames deth to dien; 
He {wived thee, [faw it with min eyen, 

And elles be I honged by the halfe. 

Than is, quod the, my medicine al falfes 

For certainly if that ye mighten fee, 
Ye wold not fay thife wordes unto me, 
Ye have fom glimfing, and no parfit fight. 

I fee, quod he, as wel as ever £ might 
(Thanked be God) with both min evex twa, : 
And by my feith me thought he did thee fo, 

Ye mafe, ye mafen, good Sire, quod fhe; ° 
This thank have I for 1 have made you fee 
Alas! quod the, that ever I was fo kind. 

* Now Dame, quod he, let al paffe out of mind x 
Come ‘doun, my lefe, and if E have miffaid, 

God helpe me fo as Tam evil appaid : 

But by my fadres foule I wende have fein 

How that this Damian had by thee lein, 

And that thy fmock had lein upon his bref. 

Ye, Sire, quod the, ye may wene as you left: 

But, Sire, a man that weketh of his flepe, 

He may not fodenly wet taken kepe 

Upon a thing, ne feen it parfitly, 

Til that he be adawed veraily : 

Right fo a man that lang hath blind ybe, 

He may not fodenly fo wel yfee, 

Firft whan his fight is newe comen ageiny 

As he that hath a day or two yfein, 

‘Til that your fight yfateled be a while, 

Ther may ful many a fighte you begile. 

Beware, I pray you, for +y heven King 

Ful many a man weneth to fee a thing, 

And it is all another thanitfemeth: 

He which that mifconceiveth oft mifdemeth:\, 
nd with that word fhe lep doun fro the tree. 

This January who is glad but he ? 

He kiffeth hire and clippeth hire fal oft, 

And on hire wombe he ftroketh hire ful foft, 

And to his paleis home he hath hire lad. 

Now, goode men, I pray you to he glad. 

Thus endeth here my Tale of Januarie ; 
God bleffe us, and his moder Seinte Maric } 
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Be Goddes mercy, fayde oure Hofte tho, 
Now fwiche a wif I preie God kepe me fro, 
Lo, fwiche fleightes and fubtilitces 

In women ben; for ay as befy as bees 

Ben they us fely men for to deceive, 

And from a fothe wol they ever weive > 
By this Mrrchantes Tale it preveth wel, 
But natheles, aetrewe as any ftele 

I hfwe a wif, though that fhe poure be, 
wut of hire tonge a Jabbing threwe is the ; 
~And yet fhe hath an hepe of vices mo, 
‘Therof no force ; let all {wiche thinges go, 
But wete ye what ? in confcil be it feyde, 
Me reweth fore { am unto hire teyde; 

For and I fhulde rekene every vice 
Which that the hath, ywis I were to nicez 


And caufe why, it thulde reported be 

And told to hire of fom of this compagnie, 

(Of whom it nedeth not for to declare, 

Sin women connensutter fwiche chaffare} 

And cke my wit fufficeth not therto 

To tellenall; wherfore my Tale is do. 
Squier, come ner, if it youre wille be, 

And fay fomwhat of love, for certes ye 

Connen theron as moche aa any man, . 

Nay, Sire, quod he, but {wiche thing as I cam 

With hertly wille, for I wol not rebelle 

Agein your lutt, a Tale wol I telle, 

Have me excufed if I fpeke amis : i 

My wille is good; and lo, my Tale is thig, © 
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7 Aira, in the Jond of Tartarie, 
wher dwelt a king that werreied Ruffic, 
.#'Thurgh which ther died many a doughty man. 
‘This noble king was cleped Cambufcan, 
Which in his time’ was of fo gret renoun, 
‘That ther n’as no wher in noregioun © 


. 

- 

* The King of Araba fendith to Cambufcan King of Sar- 
ta a horfy and a (word of rare qualite, and to his daughter 
Canace a glafs anda ming, by the virtue whereof ihe un- 
serfanderh the language of all fowlex. Much of this 
on ig cicher fait or elle never finithed by Chaucer, 

tye 


So excellent a lorde in alle thing ; 1 ' 
Him lacked nought that longeth to a king, 
As of the feéte of which that he was borne, 
He kept his lay to. which he was yfworng, 
And therto he was hardy, wife, and riche, 
And pitous and juft, and alway yliche, 
‘Trewe of his word, benigne and honourable, 
Of his corage as any centre ftable, 

Yong, frefh, and ftrong, in armes defirons, 
As any bacheler of all his hous. 

A faire perfon be was and fortunate, 

Aad kept alway fo wel real eftat, 


94 THE SQUIEREMPTALE. 


‘That ther n’as no wher fwiche another man, 

This noble king, this Tartre Cambufcan, 
Hadée two fones by Elfeta his wif, 

‘Of which the eldcft fone highte Algarfif, 
‘That other was ycleped Camballo. 

A doughter had this worthy king alfo, 
‘That yongeft was, and highte Canace : 

But for to tellen you all hire beautee 
It lith not in my tonge nein my conning; 

I dare not undertake fo high a thing : 

Min Englifh eke is infufficient ; 

It rauite ben a rethor excellent, 

‘That coude his colours longing for that art, 
Tf he fhuld hire defcriven ony part : 

1am non fwiche ; I mote fpeke as I can. 

And fo befel that whan this Cambufcan 

Hath twenty winter borne his diademe, 
As he was wont fro yere to yere I deme, 
He let the fefte of his nativitee 

Don crien thurghout Sarra his citee 
‘The laft idus of March after the yere. 

Phebus the fonne ful jolif was and clere, 
Fer he was nigh his exaltation 
In Mattes face, and in his manfion 
In Aries, the colerike hote figne : 

Ful lufty was the wether and benigne, 

For which the foules again the fonne fhenc : 
‘What for the fefon and the yonge grene 
Ful londe fongen hir affeCtions : 

Hem femed han getten hem protections 
Again the fwerd of winter kene and cold. 

This Cambufcan, of which I have you told, 
In real veftiments, fit on his deis 
With diademe, ful high in paleis, 

And holt his fefte fo folempne and fo riche, 
‘That in this world ne was ther non it liche, 
Of which if I fhall tellen all the array, 
‘Than wold it occupie a fomers day; 

And cke it nedeth not for to devife 

At every cours the order of hir fervice : 

¥ wol not tellen of hir ftrange fewes, 

Ne of hir fwannes ne hir heronfewes : 

Eke in that lond, as tcllen knightes old, 
‘Ther is fom mete that is ful deintee hold, 
‘That in his lond men recche of it ful fmal: 
‘Ther n’is no man that may rcporten al. 

I wol not tarien you, for it is prime, 

And for it is no fruit, but loffe of time ; 
Unto my purpos I wol have recours. 

And fo befelle, chat after the thridde cours, 
While that this king fit thus in his nobley, 
Herking his miniftralles hir thinges pley, 
Beforne him at his bord delicioufly, 

In at the halle dore al fodenly 

‘Ther catfie a knight upon a ftede of bras, 
And in his hond a brod mirrour of glass 
Upon his thombe he had of gold a ring, 
And by his fide a naked fwerd hanging ; 
And up he rideth to the highe berd. 

In all the halle ne was ther fpoke a word 
For mervaille of this knight ; him to behold 
Ful befily they waiten yong and old. 

This ftrange knight that come this fodenly, 
Al armed fave his hed ful richely, 


; Salueth king and quene, and lerdes alle, 
By order as they fatenin the halle,- * 
With fo high reverence and obfervance, 
As wel in {peche as in his contenance, 
That Gawain with his olde curtefie, 
‘Though he were come agen out of Faer 
Ne coude him not amenden with a wort 
And after this beforn the highe bord 
"He with a manly vois fayd his meflage, 
After the forme ufed in his langage, 
Withouten vice of fillable or of letter : 
And for his tale fhulde feme the better, 
Accotdant to his wordes was his chere, 
As techeth act of fpeche hem that it lere. 
Al be it that } cannot foune his ftile, * 
Ne cannot climben over fo high a ftile, 
Yct fay I this, as to comun éntent, 
‘Thus much amounteth all that ever he ment, 
If it fo be that I have it in mind, ) 
He fayd, The King of Arabie and of inde, 
My liege Lord, on this folempne day, 
Salueth you ashe beft can and may, 
And fendeth you, in honour of your fete, 
By me, that am al redy at your hefte, 
This ftede of bras, that efily and wel 
Can in the fpace of a day naturg} 
(This is to fayn, in four-and-twenty houres) _- 
Wher fo you lift, in drought or elles fhoures,  ~ 
Beren your body into every place = 
‘To which your herte willeth for to pace, 
Withouten wemme of you thurgh foule or faire; 
Or if you lift to fleen as high in the aire 
As doth an egle, whan him lift, 
This fame Ytede thal bere you evermore, 
Withouten harme, till ye be ther you left, 
(Though that ye flepen on his back or reft) 
And turne again with writhing of a pin; 
He that it wrought he coude many a gin; 
He waited many a conftellation 
Or he had don this operation, 
And knew ful many a fele and many a bond, 
This mirrour eke that I have in min hond 
Hath fwiche a might that men may in it fee 
Whan ther thal falle ony adverfitee 
Unto your regne or to yourfelf alfo, 
And openly who i8 your friend or fo ; 
And oveg all this, if any lady bright 
Hath fet hire herte on“fay maner wight, 
Ifhe be falfe, the fhall his trefon fee, 
His newe love, and all his fubtiltee, — -<_ 
So openly, that ther fhal nothing hide, 
Wherfore again this lufty fomer tide 
‘This mirrour and this ring, that ye may ‘e, 
He hath fent to my Lady Canace, 
Your exceflente doughter that is here. 
‘The vertue of this ring, if ye wol here, 
Is this, that if bire lift it for to were 
Upon hire thombe, or in hire purfe it bere, 
Ther is no foule that fieeth under heven 
That fhe ne thal wel underftond his fteven, 
And know his mening openly and plaine, 
And anfwere him in his langage again ;. 
And every gras that groweth upon rote 
Shc fhal eke know, and whom it wol do hote, 
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All be his waundes never fo depe and wide. 

‘Thc naked {werd, that hangeth by my fide, 
Swyhe vertue hath, that what man that it finite, 
‘Ti&ieghout his armure it wol kerve and bite, 

. Were it as thicke as isa braunched oke ; 

“And what man that is wounded with the ftroke 
‘hal never be hole, til that you lift of grace 
“Soken him with the Platte in thilke place 
Ther he is hurt ; this is as much to fain 
Xe moten with the platte fwerd again 
Strgken him in the wound and it wol clofe, 


\ the veray foth-withouten glofe : 
eth not while it isin your hold, 
Al han this knight hath thus his tale told 


He rideth out of halle, and doun he light. 
His ftede, which that hone as fonne bright, 
Stant in the court as ftille as any fton, 

This knight is to his chambre ladde anon, 
And is unarmed, and to the mete yfette, 
‘Chife prefents ben ful richelich yfetee, 
This is to fain, the fwerd and the mirrour, 
-And-borne anon into the highe tour 

With certain officers ordained theriore ; 
And unto Canace the ring is bore 
Solempnely, ther fhe fat at the table, 

But fikerly, withouten any fable, 

‘The hors of bras, that may not be remned, 
It Rent as it were to the ground yglued : 
‘Ther may no man out of the place it drive 
#or non engine of windas or polive ; 

And ¢aufe why, for they con not the craft, 
And therfore in the place they han it Jaft 
Til that the knight hath taught hem the manere 
To voiden him, as ye thal after here. 

Gret was the prees that fwarmed to and fro 
‘To gauren on this hors that ftondeth fo; 
For it fo high was, and fo brod and Jong, 
So wel proportioned for to be ftrong, 
Kight as it were a ftede of Lumbardie, 
‘Therwith fo horfly and fo quick of eye 
«As it a gentil Poileis courfer were; 

For certes fro his tayl unto his ere 
Nature ne art ne coud him not amend 
In no degree, as all the peple wend, 

But evermore hir mofte wonder was 

How that it coude gon and was of bras : 
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It. Faerje, as the peple femed : 
tte folk diverfely han demed : 
‘mary heds as many wittes ben, 
“fhey murmured as doth a fwarme of been, 
And madertkilles after hir fantafies, 
Reherfing of the olde Poetries, 
And fayd it was ylike the Pegafee, 
¢ hors that hadde winges for to flee, 

r elles it was the Grekes hors Sinon, 
That broughte Troyc to detruaion, 
As men moun in thife olde geftes rede. 

Min herte (quod on) is evermore in. drede ; 
Ptrqw fom men of armes ben therin, 

‘hat Thapen hem this citee for to win : 
It were right good that al fwiche thing were know. 
Another rowned to his felaw low, 
And fayd, He lieth, for it is rather like 
An apparence ymade by fom x 










ike, 
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» 
As jogelours plaien at thife feftes gtete. 

Of fondry doutes thus they jangle and trete, 

As lewed peple denten comunly 

OF thinges that ben made more fubtilly 

‘Than they can in hir lewedneffe comprehende : 
They demen gladly to the badder endc, 

And fom of hem wondred on the mirrour 
‘That born was up in to the maifter tour, 
How men mighte in it fwiche thinges fee. 

Another anfwered and fayd, It might wel be 
Naturelly by compofitions 
Of angics and flie reflections; 

And faide that in Rome was fwiche om 
They fpeke of Alhazen and Vitelion, 
And Ariftotle, that writen in hir lives 

Of queinte mirrours and of profpectives, 
As knowen they that han hir bookes herd. 

And other folk han wondred on the fwerd 
That wolde percen thurghout every thing; 
And fell in fpeche of Telephus the king, 
And of Achilles for his queinte fpere, 

For he ccude with it bothe hele and dere, 

Right in fwiche wife as men may with the forepd 
Of which right now ye have yourfelven herd. 
They fpeken of fondry harding of motall, 

And fpeken of medicines therwithall, 

And how and whan it thuld yharded be, 

Which is unknow algates unto me. 

Tho fpcken they of Canacces ring, 

And faiden all that fwiche a wonder thing 
Of craft of ringes herd they never non, _ 
Save that he Moifes and King Salomon 
Hadden a name of conning in fwiche art. 
‘Thus fain the peple, and drawen hem 

But natheles fom faiden that it was 
Wonder to maken of ferne afhen glas, 

And yetis glas nought like athen of ferne Fy 
But for they han yknowen it fo ferne, 
Therfore cefeth hir jangling and hir wonder. 

As fore wondren fom on caufe of thonder, 
On ebbe and floud, on goffomer and on mift, 
And on all thing til that the caufe is wift, 

‘Thus janglen they, and demen and devife, 
Til that the king gan fro his bord arife. 

Phebus hath left the angle meridional, 
And yet afcentiing was the befte real, 

The gentil Leon, with his Aldrian, 

Whan that this Tartre king, this Cambufcan, 
Rofe from his bord, ther as he fat ful hie Dd 
Beforne him goth the loude minftralcie, 

Til he come to his chambre of paremente, 
‘Ther as they founden divers inftrumenté, 
‘That it is like an heven for to here. 

Now dauncen lufty Venus children dere, 
For in the Fifh hir lady fat ful hie, 


“| And loketh on hem with a frendly eye. 


This aoble king is fet upon his trone, 
This ftraunge knight is fet to him fal fone, 
And on the daunce he goth with Canace, 

Here is the revell and the jolitce 2 
That is not able a dull man to devife: 

He muit han knowen Love and his fervifty ¢ 
Ard ben a fefllich man, as frefh as May, 
That thulde yor devifen fwiche array. 
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‘Who coude teflen you the forme of daunecs 
So uncouth, and fo frefhe contenaunces, 
Swiche fubtil lokings and diffimulings, 

For dred of jalous mennes apperceivings? 
No man but Launcelot, and he is ded ; 
‘Therfore 3 paffe over all this luftyhed ; 

I fay 40 more, but in this jolineffe 

Llete hem til men to the fouper hem dreffe. 

‘The fteward bit the {pices for to hie, 

And eke the win, in all this melodie ; 

‘The ufhers and the {quierie ben gon, 

‘The fpices and the win is come anon : 

"They ete and drinke, and whan this had an end 
Unto the temple, as refon was, they wend : 
‘The fervice don, they foupen all by day. 

‘What nedeth you reherfen hir array ? 
Eche man wot wel that at a kinges feft 
Ts plentce to the moft and to the left, 

And deintees mo than ben in my knowing. 

At after fouper goth this noble king 
‘To feen this hors of bras, with all a route 
Of lordes and of ladies him aboute. 

Swiche wondring was ther on this hors of bras, 
‘That fin the gret affege of Troye was 
‘Ther as men wondred on an hors alfo, 
Ne was ther fwiche a wondring as was tho. 
But, finally, the king afketh the knight 

‘The vertue of this courfer and the might, 
And praied him to tel! his governaunce. 

‘This hors anon gan for to trip and daunce. 
‘Whan that the knight laid hond up on his rein, 
And faide, Sire, ther n*ié no more to fain, 
But whan you lift to riden any where 
Ye moten trill a pin {tant in his ere, 

‘Which I shal tellen you betwixt us two, 
‘Ye moten nempne him to what place alfo, 
Or to what contree that you lift to ride. 

And whan ye come ther as you Lift abide, 
Bid him defcend, and trill another pin, 

(For therin lieth the effect of all the gin) 
And he wol doun defcend and don your will, 
And in that place he wol abiden ftill; 
‘Though all the world had the contrary fwore, 
He thal not thennes be drawe ne be bore : 
Or if you lift to bid higa thennes gon, 

‘Trille this pin, and he‘wol vanifh anon 

Out of the fight of every maner wight, 

And come agen, be it by day or night, 

‘Whan that you lift to clepen him again 

In fwiche a guife as ¥ thal to you fain 
Betwixen you and me, and that ful fone. 

Ride whan you lift, ther n’is no more to done. 

Enfourmed whan the king was of the knight, 
And hath conceived in his wit aright 
‘The maner and the forme of all this thing, 
Ful glad and blith this noble doughty king 
Repaireth to his revel as beforne. 

‘The bride is in to the tour yborne, 

And kept among his jewels lefe and dere : 
‘The hors vanifht, I n’ot in what manere, 
Out of hir fight, ye get no more of me : 
But thus I lete in luft and jolitee 

‘This Cambufcan his lordes fefteying 

‘Til that wel nigh the day began go ipring. | 
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‘The norice of digeftion, the flepe, { 
Gan on hem winke, and bad hem taken kepo 
That mochel drinke and labour wol have reft, 
And with a galping mouth hem ali he keft, 
And faid, that it was time to lie adoun, 


| For blood was in his dominatioun : 


Cherifheth blood, natures frend, quod he. 
They thanken him galping, by two, by three; 

And every wight gan drawe him to-his reft, 

As flepe hem bade ; they toke it for the beft. 
Hir dremes fhal not now be told for mez 

Ful were hir hedes of fumofitee, a 

That caufeth dreme, of which ther is no charge: 

They flepen till that it was prime large, 7 

The mofte part, but it were Canace ; 

She was ful mefarable, as women be ; 

For of hire father had fhe take hire leve. 

‘To gon to reft fone after it was eve; 

Here lifte not appalled for to be, 

Nor on the morwe unfeftliche for to fee, 

And flept hiré firfte flepe, and than awoke + 

For fwiche a joy fhe in hire herte toke 

Both of hire queinte ring and of hire mirrour, 

That twenty time fhe chaunged hjre colour. 

And in hire flepe right for the #mpreffion, 

Of hire mirrour he ‘had a vifion ; 

Wherfore or that the fonne gan up glide 

She clepeth upon hire maiftreffe hire befide, 

And faide that hire lufte for to arife, 
Thife olde women that Ken gladly wife, 

As is hire maiftreffe, anfwerd hire anon, 

And faid, Madana, whider wol ye gon 

‘Thus erly ? for the folk ben all in reft. 
I wol, quod fhe, arifen (for me left 

No longer for to Slepe) and walken aboute. 
Hire maiftreffe clepeth women a gret route, 

And up they rifen welaten or twelve ; 

Up rifeth frethe Canace hirefelve, 

As rody and bright as the yonge fonne 

That in the Ram is foure degrees yronne ; 

No higher was he whan fhe redy was; 

And forth fhe walketh efily a pas, 

Arrayed after the lufty fefon fote 

Lightely for to playe, and walken on fote, 

Nought but with five or ixe of hire meiity 

And in a trenche fortgin the park goth fhe. 
The vapour which that fro the erthe glod: 

Maketh the fonne to feme rody and brode ; 

But natheles it was fo faire a fight > 

That it made all hir hertes for t0 light, 

What for the fefon and the morwening, * 

And for the foules that fhe herde fing, 

For right aston fhe wifte what they ment 

Right by hir fong, and knew al hir entent. 
‘The knotte why that every tale is tolde, 

Lf it be taried til the luft be colde 

Of hem that han it herkened after yore, 

The favour paffeth-ever lenger the more 

For fulfumneffe of the prolixitee ; 

And by that fame refon thinketh me 

J shuld unto the knotte condefcende, 

And maken of hire walking fone an ende. 


THE SQUIERES TALE aw. 


~ _ Amidde t tree for-dry, as white as chalk, 
. As Canace was playing in hire walk, 
‘her {at a faucon over hire hed ful hie 
‘That with a pitous vois fo gan te crie, 
That ail the wood refouned of hire cry, 
And beten had hirefelf fo pitoully 
With both hire winges til the rede blgod 
. an endelong the tree ther as fhe ftood; 
And ever in on alway the cried and fhright, 
And with hire bek hirefelven the fo rwight, 
‘That ther n'is tigre ne no cruel beft 
‘That dwelleth other in wood or in forcit 
‘that n’olde hen wept, if that he wepen coude, 
wx forwe of hire, fhe fhright alway fo loude. 
For ther was never yet no man on live, 
If that he conde a faucon wel defcrive, 
“That herde of fwiche another of fayrencife 
As wel of plumage as of gentileffe 
Of thape, of all that might yrekened be : 
A faucon peregrine femed fhe 
Of fremde lond, and ever as fhe ftood 
She fwouned now and now for lack of blood, 
‘Til wel neigh is fhe fallen fro the tree. 
‘This faire kinges doughter Canace, 
‘That on hire finger bare the queinte ring, 
‘Thurgh which fhe underftood wel every thing 
‘That any foule may in his leden fain, 
And coude anfWvere him in his leden again, 
Hath underftonden what this faucon feyd, 
And wel neigh for the routhe almoft fhe deyd; 
And to the tree the goth ful haftily, 
And on this faucon loketh pitoufly, 
And held hire lap abrode, for wel the wift 
‘The faucon mufte fallen from the twift 
‘Whan that fhe fwouned next, for faute of blood. 
A longe while to waiten hire the ftood, 
‘Tit at the laft the fpake in this manere 
Unto the hank, as ye fhul after here : 
What is the caufe, if it be for to tell, 
‘That ye ben in this furial peine of hell ? 
Quod Canace unto this hauk above; 
Is chis for forwe of deth or loffe of love? 
For a. I trow thife be the gaufes two 
‘That caufen moft a gentil herte wo, 
Of other harme it nedeth not to fpeke, 
For ye yourfelf upon yourfelf awreke, 
aeh preveth wel that other ire or drede 
* Mote ben enchefon of your cruel dede, 
Sin that I fe non other wight you chace. 
For the love of God as doth yourfelven grace; 
Or wharmay be your helpe ? for weit ne eft 
Ne faw T never er now no brid ne beft 
‘That ferde with himfelf fo pitoufly. 
“Ye fle me with your forwe veraily, 
Lhave of you fo gret compaffioun. ‘ 
For Goddes love come fro the tree adoun, 
And as 1am a kinges doughter trewe, 
Tf that I veraily thé caufes knewe 
Of your difefe, if it lay in my might 
wold amend it or that it were night, 
As willy help me the gret God of kind ; 
And herbes thal I right ynough yfind 
To helen with your hurtes haftily. 
Tho fhright this faucon yet more pitoufly 
Thag ever ihe did, and fell to ground anon, 
‘And lith efwoune as ded as lith 2 Gon. 





‘Til Canace hath in hire lappc hire take 

Unto that time the gan of fwoune awake; 

And after that the out of fwoune abraidg 

Right in hire haukes leden thus ihe fayde ¢ 
‘That pitee renneth fone in gentil herte 

(Feling his fimilitude ini peines fmerte 

Is proved alle day, ag men may fee 

As wel by werke ag by au@oritee, 

For gentit herte kitheth gentilleffe: 

I fee wel that ye have on my diftrefle 

Compafiion, my faire Canace, 

OF veray womanly benignitee 

‘That Nature in your principles hath fet. 

But for non hope for to fare the bet, . 

But for to obey unto your herte free, 

And for to maken other yware by mes 

As by the whelpe chiattifed is the leon, 

Right for that caufe and that conclufiony 

While that I have a leifer and a fpace, 

Min harme I wol confeffen er I pace. 

And ever while that on hire forwe told 

‘That other wept as fe to water wold, 

Til that the faucon bad hire to be ftill, 

And with a fike right thus the faid hire till 
Ther I was bred (alas that ilke day !) 

And foftred in a roche of marble gray 

So tendrely, that nothing ailed me 5 

Ine wift not what was adverfitee 

Til I coud flee full high under the fies 
Tho dwelled a tercelet me fafte by 


' That femed welle of alle gentilleffe, 


Al were he ful of trefon and falfeneffe. 

It was fo wrapped under humble chere,. 

And under bew of trouth in fwiche maneres 

Under plefance, and under befy péine, A 

That no wight coud have wend he coude feiney 

So depe in greyn he died his coloures. 

Right as aferpent hideth him upder floures, 

Tillie may fee his time for to bite, 

Right fo this god of Loves hypocrite 

Doth fo his ceremonies and obeifance, 

And kepeth in femblaunt alle his obfervance 

That founeth unto gentiileffe of love, 

Ason a tombc is all the faire above; 

And under is the corps, fwiche as ye wote, ’ 

Swiche was this hypocrite both cold and hoté, 

And in’ this wife he fer'ved his extent, 

‘That fave the fend non wilte what he mentf 

Til he fo long had weped and complained, : 

And many a yere his fervice to me fained, 

Til that min herte, to pitous and to nice, 

Al innocent of his crowned malice, 

Forefered of his deth, as thonghte mes 

Upon his othes and his feuretee 

Graunted him love on this conditioun, 

That evermo mi# honour and renoum 

Were faved, both privee and apert 5 

Thisis to fay, that after his defert 

I yave hit all min herte and all my thought, 

(God wote and he that other wayes nought} 

And toke his herte in chaynge of min for aye 

But foth is faid, gon fithen is many a day 

A trewe wight and a theef thinken not on. 
And whan he faw the thing fo fer ygatty 

‘That I had granted him fully my love, 

In foviche 2 ouife as f heve Gd abeve. 
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Ag! yeven him my trewe herte as free 

As he fwore that he yaf his herte to me, 

Anon this tigre, ful of doubleneffe, 

Fell on ‘his knees with fo gret humbleffe, 

With fo high reverence, as by his chere, 

So like a gentil lover of manere, 

So ravithed, as it femed, for the joye, 

‘Fhat never Jafon ne Paris of ‘Froye; 

Jafon! ‘certes ne never other man 

Sin Lamech was, that alderfirft began 

To loven two, aé writen folk beforne, 

Ne never fithen the firft man was borne, 

Ne coude‘inan by twenty thoufand part 

Contrefete the fophimes of his art, 

Ne were worthiy to unbocle his galoche, 

‘Ther doubleneffe of fainting thuld approche, 

Ne coude fo thanke a wight as he did me. 

His maner was an heven for to fee 

‘To any woman, were fhe never fo wife, 

So painted he and kempé at point devife 

As wel his wordes as his contenance : 

And I fo loved him for his obeifance, 

And for the trouthe I demed in his herte, 

"That {f fo were that any thing him fmerte, 

Al were it never {6 lite, and I it wift, 

Me thought I felt deth at myn herte twift, 

And, thortly, fo ferforth this thing is went, 

‘That my will was his willes inftrument; 

‘This is to fay, my will obeted his will 

In alle thing, as fer as refon fill, 

Keping the boundes of my worfhip ever : 

Ne never had I thing fo lefe ne lever 

As him, God wot, ne never fhateno mo. 
‘This 1: fteth lenger than a yere ur two, 

‘That I fuppofed of him nought but good : 

But, finally, thus at the laft it ftood, 

‘That Fortune wolde that he mufte twin 

Out ofthat place which that [ was in. 

“Wher me was-wo it is no queftion ; 

1 cannot make of it defeription : 

For o thing daré I tellen boldely, 

I know what is the peine of deth therby, 

Swiche harme (felt, for he ne might byleve. 
So on a day of me he toke his leve, 

So forweful eke, that 1 wend veraily 

‘That he had felt as ntochel harme as I, 

“Whan that I herd him fpeke and faw his hewe ? 

But natheles I thought he was fo trewe, 

And eke that he repairen fhuld again 

‘Within a litel while, foth for to fain, 

And refon wold eke that he nmufte go 

For his honour, as often happeth fo, 

‘That I made vertue of neceflitee, 

And toke it wel fin that it mufte be. 

As I beft mtight Lhid fro him my forwe,’ 

And toke him by the hond, Seink John co berwe, 

And faid him thus, Lo, I am youres all, 

Beth fwiche as} have ben to you and fhall. 
What he anfwerd it nedeth not reherfe ; 

‘Who can fay bet than he, who can do werfe? 

‘Whan, he hath al wel faid than hath he done; 

‘Therfore behoveth him a ful long fpone 

‘That fhal ete with a fend; thus herd I fay. 
So at the laft he mufte forth his way ; 

‘Whan forth he fleeth, til he come ther him left, 

‘Whan it came him so purpos for te reft, 





T trow that he had thilke text in mind, ~ 
‘That alle thing repairing to his kind 
Gladeth himfelf; thus fain men as I geffe : 
Men loven of propre kind newefangelneffc, 
As briddes don that men in cagesfede ; 
For though thou night and day take of hem hede, 
And ftrew hir cage faire and foft as filke, 
And give hem fugre, hony, bred, and milke, 
Yet right anor as that his dore is up 
He with his feet wol {purrien doun his cup, 
And to the wood he wol and wormes etc, 
So newefangel ben they of hir mete, 
And loven noveltees of propre kind ; 
No gentilleffe of blood ne may Kem bind, 
So feed this tercelet, alas the day ! 
Though he were gentil borne, and frefh, and gay, - 
‘And goodly for to feen, and humble, and free. * 
He faw upon a time a kite flee, 
And fodenly he loved this kite fo 
That all his love is clene from me ago, 
And hath his troathe falfed in this wife. 
‘Thus hath the kite my love in hire fervice, 
And Tam lorn withouten remedy. 
And with that word this faucon gan to cry, 
And fwouneth eft in Canacees barme. 
Gret was the forwe for that haukes harme 
‘That Canace arid all hire women made ; 
‘They n‘iften how they might the faucon glade : 
But Canace home bereth hire in hire lap, 
And foftely in plaftres gan hite wrap 
Ther as fhe with hir bek had hurt hirefelve. 
Now cannot Canacc but herbes delve 
Out of che ground, and maken falves newe 
Of herbes precious and fine of hewe 
‘To helen with this hauk : fro day to night 
She doth hire befineffe and all hire might. 
And by hire beddes hed the made a mew, 
And covered it with vetouettes blew, 
In figne of trouth that is in woman fene, 
And all without the mew is peinted grene, 
In which were peinted all thife falfe foules, 
As ben thife tidifes, tercelettes, and owler, 
‘And pies, on hem for to cry and chide, 
Right for defpit were peinted hem befide. 
Thus lete  Canace hire hauk keping : 
I wol no more as now fpeke of hire ring, 
‘Til it come eft to purpos for to fain, 
How that this faucon gat bate love again 
Repentant, as the ftory telleth ws, 
By mediation of Camballas; 
The Xinges fone, of which that I you tol@j 
But hennesforth I wol my proceffe hold 
To fpcke of ventures and of batailles, 
‘That yet was never herd fo gret mervailles. 
Firft wol I tellen you of a Cambufcan, 
‘That in his time many acitee wan; ~ 
And after wol I fpeke of Algarfif, 
How that he wan Theodora to his wif, 
For whom ful oft in gret peril he was, 
Ne had he ben holpen by the hors of bras ; 
And after wol I fpeke of Camballo, 
That fought in liftes with the brethren two 
For Canace, er that he might hire winne, 
And ther I left I wol again beginne. 
=e © & Oe Me . 
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< In faith, Squier, thou hat thee wel yquit, 
Sad gentilly : 1 preife wel thy wir, 
Quod the Frankelein. Confidering thin youthe 
So felingly thou fpekeft, Sire, f aloue the 
As to my dome ther is non that is here 
Of eloquence that thal be thy pere 
Ifthat you live: God yéve thee Boode chance, 
And in vertue fend thee continuance, 
For of thy {peking I have gret deintee. 
L havea fone, and by the Trinitee 
{t were me lever than twenty pound worth lond, 
‘Though it right now were fallen in my hond, 
He were a man Of fwiche difcretion 
As that ye hen, Fie on poffeffion 
But if a man be vertuous withal ! 
J have my fone {nibbed and yet whl, 
For he to vertue lifteth not to entend, 
But for to play at dis and to difpend, 
And lefe all that he hath, is his ufage ; 
And he had lever talken with a page 
‘Than to commune with any gentil wight 
Ther he might leren gentilleffe aright. 

Straw for your gentilleffe! quod our Hofte: 
What? Frankelein, parde, Sire, wel thou wot 
‘That eche of you mot tellen at the left 
A Tale or two, or breken his beheft. 

‘That know | wel, Sire, quod the Frankelein 
T pray you haveth me not in difdain 





Though I to this man {peke a word or two. 
Tell on thy Tale withouten wordes mo. 
Gladly, Sire Hofte, quod he, I wol obey 

Unto your will; now herkeneth what I fey ¢, 

1 wol you not contrarien in no wile, 

As fer as that my wittes may fufficc, 

I pray to God that it niay plefen you, 

‘Than wot I wel that is good ynow. 

Thife olde gentil Bretons in hir daycs 

OF diverfe aventures maden layes 

Rimeyed in hir firfte Breton tonge, 

Which layes with hire inftruments they fonge, 

Or elles redden hem for hir plefance, 1 

And on of hem have I in remembrance, 

Which I fhall fayn with good wile as ¥ cans 
But, Sires, becaufe Iam a borel man, 

At my beginning firtt 1 you befeche 

Have me excufed of my rude fpeche 

Tlerned never rhetorike certain 5 . - 

‘Thing that I fpeke it mote be bare and plain: 

I flept néver on the Mount of Pernafo, 

Ne lerned Marens Tullius Cicero. 

Colours ne know I non, withouten drede, 

But fwiche colours as growen in the mede, 

Or elles fwiche as men die with or peinte s 

Colours of rhetorike ben to me queinte ; 

My fpirit feleth not of {wiche matere : 

But if you luft, my Tale fhul ye here. 











THE FRANKELEINES TALE*, 


In Armorike, that called is Bretaigne, 
» Ther was a knight that loved and did his peine 
ferve a ladie in his bette wife, 
And many a labour, many a gret emprife, 
He for his lady wrought or she were wonne, 
For fhe was on the faireft under fonne, 


* Anrclius, cote 
the love of Defigen, another max’s wite, ix content in t! 


eDdicheangh the good dealing of her end her baie 
RT his labour aad cone Tae (ces hula. 
dgpertth 7 be a contention of courtely, Urry, 





And eke therto comen of fo high kinrede 
‘That ‘vel unnethes durit this knight for drede 
Tell hire his wo, his peine, and his diftrefle ; 
But at the laft the for his worthinéife, 

And namely for his meke obeyfance, 

Hath fwiche a pitee caught of his penance, 


at ai he ; 
ter much labour and coft beftawed towin | 2 bat prively fhe fell of his accord 


To take hic for hire hufbond and hire ord, 
{Of fwiche ictdthip as men han over hir wives) 
And, for to lede the more in bliffe hir lives, 
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Ofhis free will he fwore hire as a knight 
‘Fhat never in all his lif he day ne night 
Ne fhulde take upon him no maiftrie 
‘Agains hire will, ne kithe hir jaloufie, 
But hire obey, and folwe hire will inal, 
As any lover to his lady al, 
Save ‘that the name of foverainetee, 
‘That wold he han for thame of his degree. 
She thonked him, and with ful gret humbleffe 
Bhe faide, Sire, fin of your gentilleffe 
Ye profren me to have fo large a reine, 
Ne wolde God never betwix us tweinc, 
Asin my gilt, were either werre or ftrif 
Sire, 1 wol be your humble trewe wif, 
Have hese my trouth, till that myn herte brefte. 
‘Thus ben they both in guiete and in refte. 
Por othing, Sires, faufly dare I {eie, 
‘That frendes everich other mutt obcie, 
If they wol long holden compagnie : 
Love wolnot be conitreined by mgiftrie : 
Whan maiftrie cometh, the god of Love anon 
Beteth his winges, and, farewel, he is gon, 
Love is a thing as any fpirit free. 
‘Women of kind defiren libertce, 
And-not to be conftreined asa thral; 
And fo don men, if fothly I fay thal. 
Loke, who that is moft patient in love 
He is at his avantage afi above. 
Patience is an high vertue certain, 
For it venquitheth, as thife clerkes fain, 
Thinges that rigour never fhulde atteine. 
For every word men may not chide or plzine, 
Lerneth to fuffren, or, fo mote I gon, 
Ye fhul itlerne whether ye wolor non; 
For in this world certain no wight ther is 
“Yhat he ne doth or fayth fomtime amis. 
re, fiknefle, or conftellation, 
‘Win,.wo, or changing of complexion, 
Caufeth ful oft to don umis or f{peken : 
On every wrong a man may not be wreken, 
After the time mui be temperance 
‘To every wight that can of governance : 
And eherfore hath this worthy wife knight 
(To liven in efe) fuffrance hire behight, 
Aad fhe to him ful wifly gan to {were 
"Vhat never fhuld ther be defaute in here. 
Here may meu feen an humbly wife cord 5 
"Thus hath fhe take hire fervant and hire lord, 
Servant in love and lord in mariage. 
. Than was he both in lordthip and fervage ? 
Servage !-nay, but in lordthip al above, 
$in he hath both his lady and his love 5 
His lady certes, and his wif alfa, 
‘The whicis that law of love accordeth to, 
And whan he was in this profperitee 
Home with his wif he goth to his contrec, 
Not fer fro Penmark, ther his dwelling was, 
Wher as he liveth in bliffe and in folas.. 
Who coude tele, hut he had wedded be, 
‘The joye, the efe, and the profperitce 
‘That is betwix an hufbond and bis wif ? 
A yere and more lafteth this bl'sful lif, 
‘Fil that this kmight,.of which I:fpake of thas, 
Fhat of Caisrud was cleped Arviragus, 
2 
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Shope him to gon and dwelle a yere or zwaine 
In Englelond, that cleped was eke Bretéigne, 
To feke in armes worfhip and honour, * 
(Por edi his luft he fet in fwiche labour) 
And dwelte ther two yere + the book faitt ‘thus, 
Now pol ] Mint of this Arviragus.. ~~ 
And fpeke I wol of Dorigene hie wif, 
That loveth hire hufbond as hire hertes lif, ~ . 
‘For his abfenee wepeth fhe and fiketh, 
As don thife noble wives whan hem liketh : 
She morneth, waketh, wailet];fafteth, pleineth ¢ 
Defir of his prefence‘hire fo difcraineth, 
That all this wide world the fe¢at nought. 
Hire frendes, which that knew hire hev; thought, 
Comforten hire in all that eyer they may; ae 
hey prechen hire, they telle hire night and dae 
That caufeles the fleth hirefelf, alas! 
And every comfort poflible in this cas 
They don to hire with all hire befineffe, 
Al forto make hire leve hire hevinefle. 
By proceffe, as ye knowen everich on, 
Men mowe fo Jonge graven in a fton 
Til fom figure therin emprented be : 
So long ban they comforted hire til fhe: 
Received hath, by hope and by refon, 
‘The emprenting of hir confolation, 
‘Uhurgh which hire grete forwe7gan alfuage : 
She may not alway duren in fwiche rage. 
And eke Arviragus, in all this care, 
Hath fent his lettres home of his welfare, 
And that he wol come haltily again, 
Or clies had this forwe hire herte flain. 
Hire frendes faw hire forwe gan to flake, 
And preiden hire on knecs, for Goddes fake, 
To come and romen in hir compagnie, 
Away to driven hire darke fantafie : 
And, finally, the granted that requeft, 
For wel fhe faw that it was for the beft. 
Now ftood hire caftel fafte by the fee, 
And often with hire frendes walked the, 
Hire to difporten on the bank an hie, 
Wher as fhe many a fhip and barge fie 
Sailing hir cours wher as hem lift to go 
But than was that a parcel of hire wo, 
For to hirefelf ful oft, alas! faig the, 
Is ther no fhip, of fo many ace, 
Vol bringen home my log”? than were my her 
Al warifhed of his bitter peines fmerte. 
Another time wold she fit and thinke, 
And caft hire cyen dounward fro the-brinkes 
But whan fhe favy the grifly reckes blake, 
For veray fere fo wold hire herte quake 
‘That on bire feet fhe might hire not fuftene + 
Than wold fhe fit adoun upon the grene, 
And pitoufly into the fee behold, 
And fay right thus, with carcful fikes cold : 
Eterne God! that thurgh thy purveance 
Ledeft this world by certain governance, 
In idel, as men fain, ye nothing make : 
But, Lord! thife grifly fondly rackes blake, 
‘That femen rather a foule confufion 
Of werk than avy faire creation 
Of fwiche a parfit wif: God and ftable, 
Why han ye wrought this werk unrefon=dle > 
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For by this werk north, foath, ne welt, ne eft, 

Wher nig yfoftred man, ne brid, tie Beft 

Mit doth F good to my wit, but anoyeth. 

“See ye fot, Lord! how mankind it deftroyeth ? 
An headred thoufand bodies of mankind 
Han roctwsiain, al be they not in mind, 
Which mankiiMhis fo faire part of thy weth, 

“uuctwnade it like to thyn owen merk. 

‘Than, femeth it, ye had a gret chertee 

Toward mankind; but how than may it be 

‘That ye fwiche ricnes make it to deftroyen, 

Which menes dor, no good, but ever anoyen ? 

~ I wote wel clestes wol fain as hem left, 

By argaments, ‘that al! is for the beft, 
«Though I ne can the caufes nought yknow ; 
~But thilke God that made the wind to blow 

As kepe my lord; titis is my conclufion; 

‘To clerkes lete I all difputifon : 

But walde God that all thife rockes blake 

Were fonken into helle for his fake : 

‘Thife rockes flee min herte for the fere, 

‘Thus wold the fay with many a pitous tere, 

Hire frendes faw that it was no difport 

To romen by the fee, but difcomfort, 

And fhape hem for to plaien fomwher elles. 

‘They leden hire by rivers and by welles, 

And cke in other places delitable ; 

They dancen, and they play at cheé and tables, 

So ona day, right in the morwe tide, 

Unto a gardin that was ther befide, 

Jn which that they had made hir ordinance 

OF vitaille and of other purveance, 

‘They gon and plaie hem all the longe day; 

Annd this was on the fixte morwe of May, 

Which May had peinted with his fofte fhoures 

This garden ful of leves and of foures : 

And craft of mannes hond fo eurioufly 

Arrayed had this gardin trewely, 

‘That never was ther gardin of fwiche pris, 

But if it were the veray Paradis. 

The odcur of floures and the frefhe fight 

Wold han ymaked any herte light 

‘That ever was born, but if to gret fikeneffe 

Or to gret forwe held it in diftreffe, 

So ful it was of beaiitee and plefiance. 

4 una <gonnen they to dance 
sad fing al, fauf TXgigene alone, 

Which mace alway hire complaint and hire mone, 

For fhe ne fuw him on the dance go 

“That was dare hufbond and hire love alfo: 

But natheles nit atime abide, 

And with good hop let hire forwe { te, 
Upon this dance, amonjes other nin, 

Danced a fquier before Dorigen 

‘That frefher was and jolier uf array, 

As to my dome, than is the month of May. 

Ue fingeth, danceth, paling any man 

nat is or wus fin the world began ; 

erwith he was, if men fhuld bim difcrive, 

On of the befle faring men on live; 

Wong, ft d vertuous, and riche, and wife, 

And wel beioved, aid holden in gret prife. 

tier, Tbe foth [ en thal, 

Bg oi this Dovigens at al, 




























This lufty fquier, fervant to Venus, 
Which that ycleped was Aurelius, 

Had loved hire beft of any creature 

Two yere and more, 4s was his aveatute, 
But never dorft he tell hire his grevance = 
Withouten cup he dranke all his penance. 
He was difpeited ; nothing dorft he fay, 
Sanf in his fongesfomewhat wold ke wray 

His wo, asin a general complaining; 

He faid he loved ané was beloved nothing, 

Gf fwiche matere frtade he many hayes, 

Songes, compfaintés, roundel, virelayes j 

How that he dorfte net his forwe tefle, 

But languifheth as doth a Furi¢ in helles 

And die he mutt, he ffid, as did Ecco 

For Narciffus, that dorft not tell hire wo. 

In other manner than ye here me fay 

Ne dorft he not to hire his wo bewray, 

Sauf that paraventure fomtime at danctd, 

Ther yonge folk kepen hir obfervances, 

It may wel be he loked on hire face 

In fwiche a wife as man that axeth grart'; 

But nothing wifte fhe of his éntént: . - 
Nathclefs it happened or they thetines weht; 
Bevaufe that he was hire neighebour, fig 
And was a man of worthip and honour, 

And had yknowen him of time yore, : 
‘They fell in fpeche, and forth ay more and more 
‘Unto his purpos drew Aurelius, 

And when he faw his time he faide thus: 
Madame quod he, by Gud that this world made, 
So that I wift it might your herte gladé, 

I wold that day that your Arviragus 

‘Went over fee that I Aurelius 

Had went ther I fhuld never come again, 

For wel I wot my fervice is m vain ; 

My guerdon n’is but brefting of min herte, 
Madame, rueth upon my peines fmerte, 

For with a word ye may: me fleen or fave. 
Here at your feet God wold that I were grave. 
Ine have as now no leifer more to fey : 

Have mercy, fete! or ye wol do me dey. 

She gan to loke upon Aurelius: eer 
Us this your will, (quod fhe) and fay ye thus ? 
Never erft (quod ihe) ne wift I what ye ment, , 
Ent now, Aurelic, 1 know your entent, 

By thilke God that yaf me foule and lif 


/ 


| Ne dhal I never ben an untrew wif 


In word ne werk, ¢s fer as } have wit ; 
1 wol ben his to whom that Iam knit ¢ 
Take this for final anfwer as of me. 
But efter that in play thus faid fhe: 
Aurelie, (quod fhe) by high God above 
Y¥ct wol I granten you to ben your love, 
{Sin [ you fee fo pitoufly complaine.) 
Loke, wifat day that endelong Bretaigne : 
Ye remue all the rockes fton by fton, 
| ‘That they ne letten thip ne bote to gons 





I fay, whan he han made the coft fo clene 
Of rockes that ther n’is no fton yfene, 
| ‘Phan wol I love you beft of any man; 
Have here my trouth, in all that ever Tean, 
Tor wel | wote'that it fhal never betide, 
e folie out of your herte glide = 
{ Gay 
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‘What deintee thuld a man have in his lif 
For to go love another mannes wif 


‘That hath hire body whan that ever him liketh ? 


Aurelius ful often fore fiketh : 
Ts ther non other grace in you? quod he. 
No, by that Lord, quod fhe, that maked me. 
‘Wo was Aurelie whan that he this herd, 
And with a forweful herte he thus anfwerd : 
Madame, quod he, this were impoflible ; 
‘Than mofte I die of foden deth horrible. 
And with that word the turned him anon. 
"Tho come hire other frendes many on, 
Ard in the alleyes romed up and doun, 
Aud nothing wift of this conchifioun, 
But fodenly begonnen revel newe, 
‘Til that, the brighte fonne had loft his hewe, 
Fer the orizont had reft the fonne his light, 
(This is 2s much to fayn as 't was night) 
Avid home they gon in mirthe and in folas, 
Sauf only wrecche Aurelius, alas! 
He to his hous is gon with forwefal herte ; 
He faith he may not from his deth aflerte : 
Him femerh that he fele his herte cold. 
Up to the heven his hondes gan he held, 
Andon his knees bare he fet him doun, 
And in his raving faid his orifoun. 
For veray wo out of his wit he braide ; 
He n’ifle what he fpake, but thus he fuide; 
‘With pitous herte his, laint hath he begonne 
Unro the goddes, ana firft unto the Sonne, 
‘He faid, Apollo ! god and governour . 
Of every plante, herbe, tree, and flour, 
That yeveft after thy declination " 
"To eche of hem his time and his fefon, 
As that thin herbergh changcth low and hie, 
Lerd Phebus! caft thy merciablé eie 
On wrecche Aurelie, which that am but lorne 
Lo, Lord! my lady hath my deth yfworne 
‘Withouten ik, but thy benignitee 
“Upon my cedly hertc have fom pitee + 
Her wal { wot Lord Phebus, if you lett, 
‘Ye may me helpen fauf iny lacy bet. 
‘Now voucheth fauf that I may you devife 
How that J may be holpe, and in what wife. 
Your plistul fufter, Lucina the fhene, ‘ 
"That of the fee is chief‘goddeffe and quene, 
’ "Phough Neptunus have deitee’ in the ice, , 
Yot emperice aboven him is the : 
Y ‘nowe wel, Lord, that right as hire defire 
3s) Le quicked and lighted of your fire, 
For which fhe folwcth you ful belily, 
Richt fo the fee defireth naturelty " 
‘To folwen hire, as fhe that is gcddeffe 
Both in the {ce and rivers more and leffe : 
Wherfore, Lord Phebus { this is my requeft, 
Do this miracle, or do min herte breft, 
‘That row next at this oppofition, 
Which in the figne fhat be of the Leon, 
As preycth hire fo grét a flood to bring, 
That five fadome at the left it overfpring 
‘Vhe higheft rock in Armovike Bretaigne, 
And let this flood enduren y eres rwaines 
‘Than certes to my lady may I fay, 
Holdegh youg heil, the rockes ben away. 











Lord Phefs! this miracle doth for m 
Prey hire fhe go no fafter cours than ye& 
1 fay this, preyeth your fufter that the % 
No fafter cours than ye thife yeres two, * . 
‘Than fhal fhe ben even at ful alway, » 
And fpring-flood laften bothe night and-4ay. 
And but fez vouchefauf in fwic nere, 
To graunten me miy foveraine<ady dere, _— 
Prey hire to finken every rock adoun 

Into hire owen derke regioun 

Under the ground, ther Pluto dwelleth in, 
Or nevermo fhal I my lady win. 

‘Thy temyle in Delphos wol I barefoot {eke. 
Lord Phebus ! fee the teres on my cheke, 
And on my peinc have fom compaffioun. 
And with that word in forwe he fell adoun, 
And longe time he lay forth in a trance. 

His brother, which that knew of his penance, 
Up caught him, and to bed he hath him broug 
Difpeired in this turment and this thought 
Let I this wofal creature lie, 

Chefe he for me whether he wol live or die. 

Arviragus with hele and gret honour 
(As he that was of chevalric the flour) 

Is comen home, and other worthy men : 

Of blisful art thou now, thou Dorigen! 
That bait thy lufty hufbond in thin armes, 
The frefhe knight, the worthy man of armes, 
That loveth thee as his owen hertes lif. 
Nothing lift him to be imaginatif 

Hany wight had {poke while he was oute 

‘To hire of love; he had of that no doubte : 
He not entendeth to no fwiche matere, 

But danceth, jufteth, and maketh mery chere. 
And thus in joye and bliffe I let him dweil, 
And of the fike Aurelius wol I tell. 

In langour and in turment furious 
‘Two yere and more lay wrecched Aurelius 
Er any toot on erthe he mighte gon ; 

Ne comfort in this time ne had he non 


, Sauf of his brother, which that wasa clerk : 


He knew of all this wo and all this werk; 


} For to non other creature certain 


Of this matere he dorfte no word fain : 
Under his breft he bare it more fecree 


Than eyer did Pamphilus for @xu 
His breit was hole without: to feen, 
But in his herte ay was tk arwe kene, 


And wel ye knowe that of a furfanure © 

In furgerie is perilous the cure, 

But men might touch the arwe orGme therb 
His brother wepeth and y“ucth prively, 

‘Til at the laft him fell in remembrance 

‘That while ‘he was at Orleaunce in France, 

As yonge clerkes that ben likerous 

To reden artes that ben curious 

Seken in every halke and every herne 

Particuler fciences for to lerne, 

He him remembred that upon a day 

At Orleaunce in ftudie a book he fay 

Of magike naturel, which his felaw 

‘That was that time a bacheler of law, 

Al were he ther to lerre another era: 

Had prively upon his defle yiaft 5 
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"Which Book {pake moche of operations 
M1 ouching the eight-and-twenty manfions 
"That lofigen to the mone, and fwiche folie 
As ingour dayes nis not worth a flies 
For how churches feith, in our beleve, 
Ne fuffretn az illufion us to greve. 
whan this Yyok was in his remembrance 
Anon for joye his herte gan to dance, 
And to himielf he faied prively, 
My brother fhall be warifhed hattily ; 
For lam fiker that ther be {ciences 
By which men maken divers apperances 
Swiche as thife fubtil tregetoures play ; 
For oft at feftes have I wel herd fay 
NWhat tregetoures, within an halle large, 
oye made come in a water and a barge, 
An the halle rowen up and doun ; 
Some time had femed tom a grim leoun, 
And fomtime floures fpring as in a mede, 
Somtime a vine, and grapes white and rede, 
Somtime a caftel al of lime and fton, 
. And whan hem liketh voideth it anon: 
Thus femeth it to every mannes fight. 
Now than conclude I thus; if that I might 
At Orleannce fom olde felaw find 
That hath chife mones manfions in mind, 
Or other magike naturel above, 
He fhuld wel make my brother have his love; 
For with an apparence a clerk may make, 
‘To mannes fight, that all the rockes blake 
Of Bretaigne were yvoided everich on, 
And fhippes by the brinke comen and gon, 
And in {wiche forme endure a day or two: 
‘Than were my brother warefhed of his wo, 
‘Than muft fhe nedes holden hire beheft, 
Or elles he thal fhame hire at the left, 
What fhuld I make a lenger Tale of this? 
Unto his brothers bed he comen is, 
And fwiche comfort he yaf him for to gon 
To Orleaunce, that he up ftert anon, 
And on his way forthward than is he fare, 
In hope for to ben liffed of his care. 
Whan they were come almoft to that citee, 
But if it were a two furlong or three, 


A Fonpseplestacoring by himfelf they mette, 
when Ynat in LatuSs thriftily hem grette : 


And after that he faySa wonder thing ; 

1 know, quod he, the caufe of your coming : 
And or they forther any foote went 

He told heAball that was in hir entent, 

This Breton ¢, im axed of felawes 
"The which he had ykKnowen in olde dawes, 
And he anfwered him that they dede were, 
For which he wept ful often many a tere. 

Doun of his hors Aurelius light anon, 

And forth with this magicien is gon 

Home to his hous, and made hem wel at efe: 
Ne lacked no vitaille that might hem plefe. 
So Wel arraied hous as ther was on 

Aurelius in his lif faw never pon. 

“rye thewed him, or they went to foupere, 
Foreftes, parkes, ful of wilde dere : 


spew 7 hones with hir bornes hie, 
* 0 eft that were ever feen with cies 


- But now in 


He faw of hem an hundred flain with houndes 
And fom with arwes blede of bitter woundes; 
He faw, when voided were the wilde dere, 
‘Thife fauconers upon a faire rivere a 
‘That with hir haukes han the heron flain. 
Tho faw he knightes juften in a plain : 
And after this he did him fwiche plefance, 
‘That he him fhewed his lady on a dance, 
On which himfelven danced, as him thought. 
And whan this maifter, that this magike wrought, 
Saw it was time, he clapped his hondes two, 
And farewel, al the revel is ago}. 
And yet remued they never out of the hous, 
While they faw all thife fightes marvellous, 
But in his ftudie, ther his bookes be, 
They faten ftill, and no wight but they three, 
To him this maifter called his fquier, 
And fayd him thus, May we go to fouper? 
Almoft an houre it is, I undertake, 
Sin I you bade our fouper for to make, 
Whan that thife worthy men wenten with me 
Into my ftudie ther my bookes be. 
Sire, quod this fquier, whan it lkéth pou, 
It is al redy, though ye wol right now, 
Go we than foupe, quod he, as for the beit ; 
‘Thife amorous folk fomtime moft han reft. 
At after fouper fell they in tretee 
What fumme fhuld this maifters guerdon be 
To remue all the rockes of Bretaigne, 
And eke from Gerounde to the mouth of Saine. 
He made it’ ftrange, and fwore, fo God him 





fave, 

Leffe than a thoufand pound he wold not have, 
Ne gladly for that fumme he wol not gon, : 

Aurelius with blifful herte anon 
Anfwered thus; Fie on a thoufand pound! 
‘This wide world, which that men fayn is ronnd, ~ 
1 wold it yeve, if I were lord of it. : 
This bargaine is ful drive, for we ben knit. 
Ye fhul be paied trewely, by my trouth; 
But joketh, for non negligence or flouth 
Ye tarie us here no lenger than to morwe, =~ 
Nay, quod this clerk, have here my faith to borwé,”_ 

To bed is gon Aurelius whan him left, , 
And wel nigh aj that night he had his reft. , 
What for his labour and his hope of bliffe 
His woful herte of penance had a life. 

Upon the morwe whan that it was day 
To Bretaigne token they the righte way, 
Aurelie, and this magicien him befide, « 
And ben defcended ther they wold abide ; 
And this was, as the bookes mé remember,  - 
The colde frofty fefon of December. 

Phebus waxe old and hewed like Laton, 
‘That in his hote declination 
Shone as the burned gold with ftremes bright ; 
Capricorne adoun he light, 
Wher as he fhone ful pale, ¥ dare wel fain. 
‘The bitter frofte with the fleet and rain 
Deftroyed hath the grene in every yerd ; 
Janus fit by the fre with double berd, 
And drinketh of his bugle horn the wine} 
Beforn him ftant braune of the tufked fwine, 

G itij 


$0 
And Newel diet very lufty mah. 
Aurelius in all that ever he can 
Doth to his maifter chere and reverence, 
And praicth him to don his diligence 
‘To bringen him out of his peines fmerte, 
Or with a fwerd that he wold lit is herfé, 
"This fotil clerk fwiche routh hath of this man, 
‘That night aiid day he fpédeth him that he can 
“To wait a time of his conclufion ; 

‘This is to fayn, to make illufion, 

By fwiche af apparence or joglerie, 

(ean no termes of aftrologie) 

That fhe and evéry wight fhuld wene and fay 
"That of Bretaigne the rockes were away, 
Or elles they were fonken under ground, 
So at the laft he hath his time yfound 

To make his japes and his wretchedneife 
OF fwiche a fuperftitious curfednelie. 

His tables Toletanes forth he brought, 

Ful wel cortected, that ther lacked nought, 
Nother his collect ne his expans yeres, 
Nother his rotes ne his other gercs, 

As ben his centres and his argamentes, 
And his proportione! convenientes, 

For his equations in every thing : 

. And by his eighte Iperes in his werkin 
He knew ful wel how fer Alnath was thove 
Fro the hed of thilke fix Aries ahave 
That in the hinthe fpere confidered is ; 

_ Ful fotilly he calculed alf this, 

'Whan he had found his firfte manfion 

He knew the-remenant by proportion, 
Arid kneiv the rifing of his mone wel, 
And in whos face, and terme, and every del; 
And knew ful wel the mones manfion 
Accordant to his operation; =~ 

And knew alfo his other obfervances, 

For {wiche illvfions and fwiche mefchances 
As Hethen folke ufed in thilke daies; 

For which no Jenger maketh he delaies, 
But thurgh his magike, for a day or tway, 
At feemed ali the rockes were away. 

Auircliuj, which that defpeired is » 
‘Whether Be thal han his lave or fare amis, 
Awaiteth night and day on this miracle; 

And whan he knew that ther was non obftacle, 
That voided were thife rockes everich qn, i 
Doun to hia maifteres feet he fell anon, 

And fayd, J, woful wretch Aurelius, 

Thanke you, my lord, and lady min Venus, 
‘That me han holpen fro my cares cold, 

And to the temple his way forth hath he hold, 
‘Theras he knew he fhuld his lady fee; 

And whan he faw his time anon right he 

With dredful herte and with ful humble chere 
Salued hath his foveraine lady dere. 

My rightful Lady, quod this woful man, 

_ Whom I'moft drede and love as I bei can, 
And lotheft were of all this world difflefe, 
Ne’re it that I for you have fwiche difefe 
"That 1 mutt die here at your foot anou, 
Nought wold f tell how me is wo begon ; 

But certes other muft I die or phine; 
Yedle me giltcles for veray peine 5 
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But of my deth though that ye han a0 rf th 
Avifeth you or that you breke your trouth": 
Repenteth you, for thilke Gcd above, 

Or ye me fie, bécaufe that I you love : 

For, Madame, wel ye wots what 
Not that I chalenge any thing o 
Of you my foveraine Lady, but of 
But in a garden yond, in fwiche a place, 
Ye wote right wel what ye behi; 
And in myn hond your trouthe 
To love me beft: God wote ye faicd fo, 
Although that I unworthy be therto. 

Madame, I fpeke it for the honour of you, 
More than te fave my hertes lif right now, 

T have don fo as ye commanded me, 

And if yé vouchefauf ye may’ go fee, 

Doth as you lift, have your beheft in mind, 
For quick or ded right ther ye thal me find. 

In you lith al] to do me live or dey, 

But wel I wote the rockes ben awey. 

He taketh his leve, and fhe aftonied ftood ; 
In all hire face n’as o drope of blood: 

She wened never han come ia fwiche 2 trappe. 

Alas! quod fhe, that ever this fhould happe $ 
For wend I never by poffibilitee 
That fwiche a monftre or mervaikz might be ; 
It is again the proceffe of Nature. 

And home fhe goth a forweful creature; 
For veray fere unnethes may fhe go. 

She wepeth, waileth, all a day or two, 
And fwouneth that it routhe was to fee, 
But why it was to no wight tolde the, 
For out of toun was gon Arviragus; 
But to hirefelf the {pake, and faied thus, 
With face pale, and with ful fory chere, 
Inhire complaint, as ye fhul after here, 

Alas! quod fhe, on thee, Fortune, I plain, 
That unaware haft me wrapped ip thy chain, 
Fro which to efcapen woté I no foccour 
Sauf only deth or elles difhonour : 

On of thife two behoveth me to chefe. | 
But natheles, yet had 1a lever lefe 
My lif than of my body have a fhame, 


Or know myfelven falfe, or lefe Jame : 
And with my deth P may be gv’. y wis} 
Hath ther not snany a nobles“if or this, 


And many a maid, pflaine hirefelf, alas! 

Rather than with hire body don trefpas ? 

Yes certes; lo, thife tories bere wignpte. 
Whan thirty tyrants ful of cpwh/ineffe 

Had flain Phidon in Athens af the feft, 

They commanded his doughtren for to arreft 

And bringen hem beforne him defpit 

Alnaked, to fulfilhire foule delit ; 

And in hir fadres blood they made hem dance 

Upon the pavement, God yeve hem mefchance ! 

For which thife woful maidens, ful of drede, 

Rather than they wold lefe hir maidenhede, 

They prively ben Gert into a welle, 

And dreint hemfelven, as the bookes tele. 
‘rhey of Meffene let enquere and fcke 

Of Lacedomie fifty maidens eke Te 

On which the wolden don hir lecherie; 

But ther wes non of all that compagnic 


hight; 
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at fh¢oRas flaine, and with a glad entent 
ccs reper for to dieti thant affent 
fo hegApreffed of hire niaidenhede. 
Why fald I than to dein ben in drede ? 


Lo eke aera Ariftoclides, 
That loved a ma+\hight Stimphaliliés, 
yamshat hire fatier flaine was on a hight, 
Unto Dianes temple goth the right, 
And hente the image in hire handes two, 
%ro which image wold the never go; 
No wight her handes might it of it arrace 
‘Til the was laine right in the felve place. 
Now fin that maidens hadden fwiche defpit 
Lo be defouled with mannes foule delit, 
‘Wel ought a wif rather hirefelven fle 
Thos be defouled, as it thinketh me. 
What thal I fayn of Hafdrubales wif, 
That at Cartage beraft hirefeli hire if? 
For whan fhe faw that Roimains wan the toun, 
She toke hire children all, and fkipt adoun 
Into the fire, and chees rather to die 
‘Than any Romain did hire vatanie, 
Hath not Lucrece yflaine hirefelf, alas! 
At Rome, whan that fhe oppreffed was 
Of Tarquine? for hire thought it was a thame 
‘To liven whan fhehadde loft hire tame. 
‘The feven maidens of Milefie alto 
Han flaine hemfelf, for veray dtéde and wo, 
Rather than folk of Gaule hem fhiild oppreffe. 
Mo than a thoufand florics, as I geffc, 
Conde I now tel! astouching this matere. 
Whan Abradate was flain, his wif fo dere 
Hirefelven flow, and ict hire blood to glide 
In Abradates woundes depe and wide, 
And fayd, My body at the lefte way 
‘Ther fal no wight defoulen if I may. 
What fhuld 1 mo enfamples hereof fain? 
Sin that fo many han hemfelven flain, 
‘Wel rather than they wold defouled be, * 
I wol conclude that it is bet for me 
‘To fle myfelf than be defouled thus : 
1 wol be trewe tnto Arviragus, 
Or celles fle myfelf in fome manere, 
As Did Demotiones doughter dere, 
Becau; defouled he. 
OSedafus! itis fui oqet pitee 
‘To reden how thy doughtren died, alas! 
‘That flowe hentfelven for fwiche maner cas. 
As gret anitee wasit, or wel more, 
The Thebani ma-Yep, that for Nichdnore 
Hirefelven flow right%or fwiche mencre wo. 
Another Theban mayden did right fo, 
For on of Macedoine had hire oppreffed ; 
She with hire deth hire maidenhed redreffed. 
What thal Ifain of Nicerates wif, 
‘That for fwiche cas bereft hirefelf hire lif? 
How trewe was eke to Alcibiades 
HiNove, that for to dien rather chees 
Than for to fuffre his body unburied be ? 
we, which a wif was Alcefie che? (quod the) 
What fayth Homere of good Penelope? 


All Srearmete of hire chaititee, 
“@ Laodomia ‘s wretten thus, 


whan at Troye was Gain Prothefilaus 








ney 
No lenger wolde the live aftér his day, 
The fame of noble Portia tell I may; 
Withouten Brutus cotide fhe not live, 
To whoim the had all whole hire herte yere, 
The parfit wifhood of Artemifie 


Honoured is thurghout all Batbarie. 


© Teuta quene ! thy wifly chaftitee 
To alle wives may a mirrour be. 
‘Thus plained Dorigené a day of twey, 
Purpofing ever that fhe tolde dey ; 
But nathcles upon the thriddé night 
Home came Arviragus, the wotthy kyight, 
And axed hire why that fhe weep fo fore ? 
And fhe gan wepen ever lenger the more, 
Ales, quod fhe, that ever I was ylicrne! 
Thus have | faid, (quod fhe) thus Have 4 fwortte, - 
And told him all, as ye have herd before : 
it nedeth not reherfe it you no more. : 
This hufbond with glad chere, in frendly wilB, 
Anfwerd and fayd as I thal you devife ; 
Is ther ought elles, Dorigene, but this? 
Nay, nay, quod the; Ged, helpe me fo, ae wis: 
‘This is to much, andit were Geddes 
Ye, wif, quod he; let fepen that is Qi; 
It may be wel paraventuresyet to-day. 
¥e thal your trouthe holden by my fay ; 
For God fo wifly have mercy on me, 
Thad wel lever ftiked for to be, 
For veray love which that 1 to you have; 
But if ye thuld your tronthe kepe and favd : 
‘Trouth is the hieft thing that man may kepex 
But with that word lie braft anon to wepe; 
And fayd; 1you forbede, on peitte of déthy 
That never while you lafteth Hf or breth 
‘To no wight tell ye this mifaventure ; 
As I may beft I wol miy wo endure: 
Ne make no contenance of hevineffe, 
That folk of you may demen harme or geffe, 
And forth he clepéd a {quiet and a maine 
Goth forth ation with Dorigene, he faid, 
And bringetli hire to fwicke a place anoit, 
They take hir feve, and on hir way they gétt 
But they né wiften why the thider went g 
She n’olde no wight tellen hire entent. 
This fquier which that highte Aurelius, 
On Dorigene that was fo amorous, 
Of aventure happed hire to mete 
Amid the toun, right in the quickeft itrete, 
As fhe was boun to go the way forthright 
Toward the gardin, thet as fhe had hight; 
And he was to the gatdinwatrd dlfo, 
For wel he fpied whan the wolde go 
Out of hire hous to afty mdziét placé : 
But thus they met of aventure or grace, 
And he falueth hire with glad entent, 
And axeth of hire whiderward fhe went. 
And fhe anfwered half as fhe were mad, 
Unto the gardin, as myn hufbond bad, 
My trouthe for to hold, alas! alas! 
~ Aurelius gan wondren on this cas, 
And in his herte had gret compaffion 
Of hire, and of hire Jamentation, 
And of Arviragus, the worthy knight, 
That bad hire holden all that the had hight, 





sob 


So loth him was his wif fhuld breke hire trouthe 3 


And in his herte he caught of it gret routhe, 

Confidcring the beft on every fide, 

‘That &o his tuft yet were him lever abide 

Than do fo high a cherlifh wretchedneffe 

Ageins fraunchife and alle gentilleffe 

For which in few wordes fayd he thus: 
Madame, fay to your Lord Arviragus 

‘That fin I fee the grete gentillefle 

Of him, and cke I fee wel your diftreffe, 


‘That him were lever have fhame (and that were 


routhe) 
‘Than ye to me fhuld breken thus your trouthe, 
T hadde wel lever ever to fuffren wo 
‘Than to depart the love betwix you two. 
3 you relefe, Madame; into your hond 
Quit every feurcement and every bond 
"Yhat ye han made to me as berebeforne 
Sin thilke time that ye were yborne. 
‘Have here my trouthe, 1 fhal you never repreve 
Of no behefl; and here! take my Jeve 
As of the trewefl and the befte wif 
‘That ever yet I knew inal my Jif, 
But every wif beware of hire beheft ; 
On Dorigene remembreth at the left. 
"Thus can a fquier don a gentil dede 
As wel as can a knight, withonten drede. 
She thanketh him upon hire knees bare, 
And home unto hire hufbond is the fare, 
And.told him all as ye han herd me fayd 5 
And, trufteth me, he was fo wel apayd 
‘That it were impoflible me to write. 
What fhuld I lenger of this cas endite ? 
Arviragus and Dorigene his wif 
In foveraine bliffe leden forth his lif, 
Never eft ne was ther anger hem petwene ; 
‘He cherifhed hire as though fhe were a quene, 
And fhe was to him trewe for evermore. 
‘OF thife two folk ye get of me no more. 
Aurelius, that his coft hath all forlorne, 
Curfeth the time that ever he was borne, 
Alas! quod he, alas that 1 behight 
Of pured gold a thoufand pound of wight 
Unto this philofophre! how thal I do? 
i fee no more but that I am fordo. 
Min heritage mote 1 nedes fell, 
And ben a beggar here I n’ill not dwell, 
And fhamen all my kinrede in this place, 
But I of him may geten better grace: 
But natheles 1 wol of him affay 
At certain daies yere by yere to pay, 
- And thanke him of his grete curtefie. 
My trouthe wol I kepe, I wol not lie. 


THE FRANKELEINES TALE, 


With hette fore he goth unto his cof’ 4 
. And broughte gold unto this philfophri :. 
|The value of five hundred pound 1 gefidY — 
And him befecheth of his gentilleffe 
To graunt him daies of the temenay 
And fayde; Maifter, [ dare wpe svat 
I failled never of my trouthe & $ 
For fikerly my dette thal be be quit 
‘Towardes you, how fo that ever I fare 
'"Po gona begging in my kirtle bare : * 
But wold ye vouchen fauf upon feurtce 
‘Two yere or three for to refpiten me, 
‘Than were I wel, for elles mote I fell 
Min heritage ; ther isno more to tell, 
This philofophre fobrely anfwerd, 
And faied thus, whan he thife wordes herd ls 
Have I not holden covenant to thee? 
Yes, certes, wel and trewely, quod he. 
Haft thou not had thy lady as thee liketh ? 
No, po, quod he, and forwefully he fiketh, 
What was the caufe? tell me if thou can, 
Aurelius his tale anon began, 
And told him ail as ye han herd before ; 
It nedeth not reherfe it any more. 
He fayd, Arviragus of gentillefle 
Had lever die in forwe and in diftreffe 
Than that his wif were of hire trouthe fals. 
The forwe of Dorigene he told him als, 
How loth hire was to ben a wicked wif, 
And that fhe lever. had loft that day hire lif; 
And that her trouth the fwore thurgh innocence ; 
She never erft hadde herd {peke of upparence 
‘That made, me han of hire fo gret pitee, 
And right as freely as he fent hire to me 
As freely fent I hire te him again. 
This is all and fom; ther n’is no more to fain, 
The philofophre anfwerd ; Leve brothre, 
Everich of you did gentilly to other : 
"Thou art afgier, and he is a knight, 
But God forbede, for his blifeful might, 
But if a clerk could don a gentil dede 
As wel as any of -you, it is no drede. 
Sire, | relefe thee thy thoufand pound, 
As thou right now were crope out of the ground, 


Ne never er now ne haddeft 
For, Sire, I wol not take affény of thee 
For all my craft, ne noug%t for my travaille : 


Thou haft ypaied wel for my vitaille, 


It is ynough, and farewel, have goodlay. 
And toke his hors, and forth he is way. 
Lordings, this queftion y#4a' 1 axen now, 


Which was the mofte free, as thinketh you 2 
Now telleth me or that ye further wende, 
Tcanno more, my Tale is at an ende, 





THE DOCTOURES PROLOGUE 


* 


Yr, let that paffen, quod our Hofte, as now. 
Sire Dodtour of Phylike, ¥ prey you, 
‘Tell usa Tale of fom honeft matere. 


THE DOCTOURES PROLOGUE. 


It fhal be don, if that ye wol it here, 
Said this Do¢tour, and his Tale began anon, 
Now, good men, quod he, herkencth everich om. 


THE DOCTOURES TALE*. 


‘Turn was, as telleth Titus Livius, 
A knight that cleped was Virginius, 
Fulfilled of honour and worthineffe, 
And ftrong of frendes, and of gret richeffe. 
‘This knight a doughter hadde by his wif; 
No children hadhe mo in all his lif. 
Faire was this maid in excellent beautee 
Aboven every wight that man may fee, 
For Nature hath with foveraine diligence 
Ytormed hire in fo gret excellence 
As though fhe wolde fayn, Lo, I Nature, 
‘Thus cap. ‘spd peint a creature, 
Whan that me lift “who can me coutrefete? 
Pigmalion? not thoug> he ay forge and bete, 
Or grave, or peinte; for ! dare wel fain 
Apelles, Xguris, fhulden werche in vain 
Other to gra‘rr-.or peinte, or forge, or bete, 
If they prefumea i.4,to countrefete ¢ 
For he that is the former principal 
Hath maked me his vicaire general 
‘To forme and peinten carthly creatures , 
Right as we lift ; and eche thing in my cure is 
Under the mone that may wane and waxe 5 
, And for my werk right nothing wol I axe = 
lord and 1 ben ful of an accord; 
1 made hire to the worthip of my lord, 


we 


 Virginius flayeth his only dsughter rather than the 
‘fhall be defiled by the letcherous judge Appius. S?> 


So dol all min other creatures, 

What colour that they han or what figures, 

Thus femeth me that Nature wolde fay. 
This maid of age twelf yere was and tway. 

In which that nature hadde fwiche delit 5 

For right as fhe can peint alily whit 

And red a rofe, right with fwiche peinture 

She peinted hath this noble creature 

Er fhe was borne upon hire limmes free, 

Wheras by right fwiche colours fhulden bes 

And Phebus died hath hire treffes grete 

Like to the ftremes of his burned hete. 

And if that excellent were hire beautec, 

A thoufand fold more vertuous wag fhe. 

In hire ne lacked no condition 

That is to preife, as by difcretion, 

As wel in goft as body, chaft was fhe, 

For which fhe floured in virginitee 

With all humilitee and abftinence, 

With all attemperance and patience, 

With meafure eke ef bering and array. 

Difcrete the was in anfwering alway, 

‘Though fhe were wife as Pallas, dare } fain, 

Hire facounde eke ful womanly and plain ; 

No countrefeted terms hadde fhe 

Te femen wife, but after hire degree 

She fpake, and all hire werdes more and leffe 

Souning in vertue and in gentilleffe, 


4 
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Shamefaft fhe was in maidens fhamefaftneffe, 
Conftant in herte out of idél befineife 

To drive hire out of idel flogardie. 

Bacchus had of hire mouth right no maiftrie, 
For wine and youthe don Venus encrefe, 
As men in fire wol caften oile and grefe. 
And of hire owen vertue unconftreined 

She hath hirefelf ful often fike yfeined, 

For that the wolde fleen the compagnie 
‘Wher likely was to treten of folie, 

Asis at feftes, at revels, and at dances 

‘That ben occafions of daliances, 
Swiche thinges maken children for to be 

‘To fone ripe and bold, as men may fee, 
Which is ful perilous, and hath ben yore 3 
For al to fone may fhe lernen lore 

Of boldnedt whan fie woter! is a wif. 

And yé midiftteftes ini Your ofdé Lif, 

‘That lordes doughters hat in powernarice, 
Ne taketh of my wordes difplefance : 
Thinketh that ye ben fet in governinges 
Of lordes doughters only for two thinges, 
Other for ye han kept your honeftee, 

Or elles for ye han fallen in freeltee, 

And knowen wel ynough the olde dance, 
And han forfiken fully fwiche mefchanct 
For evermo ; therefore for Chriftes fake 
‘To teche hem vertue loke that yc ne flake. 

A theef of venifon, that hath forlaft 
His likeroufneffe and all his olde craft, 

Can kepe a foreft belt of any ian : 
«Now kepeth hem wel, for if ye wol ye can. 
Loke wel that unto no vice affent, 
Left ye be damned for your wikke entent, 
For who fo doth a traytonr i& certain: 
_ And tiketh kepe of that I that you fain ; 
Of alle trefon foveraine peftilchce 
Is what a wight betrayeth insiocence, 

Ye fathers, and ye mothers eke alfo, 
Though ye hart childrén, be it on of mo, 
Your i8 the chatge of all hir furveatice, 
‘While that they ben under your governance : 
Beth ward that by énfample of your living. 

€ by your negligence in chaftifing, 

hat they ne perifh, for { dare wel faye 
Afthat they don ye fhul it dere abeye. 

Under a thepherd foft and negligent 

‘The wolf hath many 2 fhepe and lamb to-rent, 
Sufficeth this enfample now as herc, 

For I mote turne agen to my matere, 

This maid, of which I tell my Tale expreffe, 
She kept hirefelf, hire heded no maiftreffe, 
For in hire living maidens mightén rede, 

As in a book, every good word and dede 
‘That longeth to a maiden vertuous : 
“She was fo prudent and fo hounteous, 
For which the fame out fprong on every fide 
Eoth of hire beautee and hire bonntce wide, 
"Chat thurgh the lond they preifed hire ech one 
‘That loved vertue, fauf Envie alone, 
‘That fory is of other’ mates wele, 
And glad is of his forwe and his unhele. 
The Doatour maketh this defcriptioun. 

This maiden on a day went in the toun 








Toward a temple, with hire mother derg, 
As is of young maidens the manere. 
Now was ther than a juftice in that \ 
That governour was of that regionn ; 
And fo befell this juge hiseyen caft 


Upon this maid, avifing hire ful fait 
‘As the came forth by ther thi jal Ro 
non his his herte changed afid his mood- 
‘So was he caught with beautee of this maid, 
And to himfelf ful prively he faid, 
This maiden thal be min for any man. 
Anon the fend into his herte ran, 
“And taught him fodenly that he by fleighe 
This maiden to his purpos winnen might ; 
For certes by no force ne by no mede 
Him thought the was not able for to {pede ; 
For flie was ftrong of fréides; end éke thé 
Confermed was in fwiche foverainé bountes- 
That wel he wift hé hight hite never witthe 
As for to make hire with hire body finne: 
For which with gret deliberatioun 
He fent after a cherl was in the toun, 
‘The which he knew for fotil and for bold, 
This juge unto this cherl his tale hath told 
In fecree wife, and made him to enfure 
He fliuldé tell it to no creature, ~ 
And if he did he thulde lefe his hede, 
And whan affented was this curfed rede, 
Glad was the juge, and maked him gret chere, 
And yaf him yeftes precious and dere 
Whan thapen was all hir confpiracie 
'ro point to point, how that his lecherie 
Parformed fhulde be ful fotilly, 
As ye fhul here it after openly, 
Home goth this cherl; that highte Clatdiuss 
This fulfe juge; that highte Appius, 
(So was his name, for it i8 sto Eble, 
But knowen for an hiftorial thing notables 
The feritence of it foth ig out of doute} 
This falfe juge goth now faft aboute 
To haften his delit all that hé may. 
And fo befell; fone after on a day 
‘This falfe juge, aé telleth us the ftorie; 
As he was wont, fat in his confiftorie; 
And yaf his domes upon fondry cas; 
‘This falfe cher! came forth 
And faide ; Lord; ifthat i 
As doth me right upon 
In whic I plaine upon Virginitts; 
And if that he wol faynit is not thys; 
I wol it preve, and finden Mtnefie 
‘That foth is that my billé exprefic. 
‘The juge anfwerd, Of this in hie abfesice 
I may not yeve diffinitif fentente, 
Let don him call, and f wol gladly here 
Thou fhale have right dnd wrong as t ow kere. 
Virginins came to wete the pages wi, 
And right drion was ted this cutfed Bill ; 
‘The fentence of it was as.ye firal here: 
‘To you my Lord Sire Appius fo dete 
Sheweth your poure fervant Claudius 
How that a kniglit called Virginivs 
Agein the lawe, agein all equitce, 
Holdeth, expre‘le agein the will Of By, 





















'y fervMat which that is my thral by right, 

ich fol min hous was ftolen on a night 

ite thle! the was ful yong ; I wotit preve 

fe, Lord, fo that it you not greve: 

is doughter nought, what fo he fay; 
Wherfore =. you, my Lord the juge, 1 pray; 
Yeld me my thre. if that it be your wi 

“Lo, thi: was all the fentence of his bill, 

Virginius gan upon the cherl behold 7 
But hattily er he his tale wid, 

And wold han preved it as fbuld a knight, 
And eke by witnefling of many a wight 
That all was falfe that faid his adverfary, 
‘This curfed juge wolde nothing tary, 

\Ne here a word more of Virginius, 
Biit yave his jugement, and faide thus : 

1 4eme anon this cherl his fervaut haves 
Thot fhalt no lenger in thin hous hire fave s 
Go bring hire forth, and put hire in our ward: 
The cherl thal have his thral; thus I award. 

And whan this worthy knight Virginius, 
‘Thurgh fentence of this juftice Appius, 
Mutte by force his dere doughter yeven 
Unto the juge, in lecherie to liven, 

He goth him home, and fet him in his hall, 
And let anon his dere doughter call; 

And with aface ddef athen cold 

Upon hire humble face he gan behold, 
With fadres pitee ftiking thurgh hisherte, 
Al wold he Pom his purpos not converte, 

Doughter, quod he, Virginia by thy name, 
Ther ben two waies, other deth or fhame, 
That thou muft fuffre, alas that I was bore! 
For never thou defervedet wherfore 
Yo dien with a fwerd or with a knif, 

O dere doughter, ender of my lif! 

Which] have foftred up with fwiche plefance 
‘That thou were never out of my remembrance; 
O doughter! which that art my lafte wo, 
And in my lif my lafte joye alfo; 

O gemme of chaftitee! in patience 

Take thou thy deth, for this is my fentence; 
For love and not for hate thou niuft be ded; 
My pitous hond muft fmiten of thin hed, 
Alas that ever Appius thee fay! 

Thus hathrcTEHe. > judged ther to-day. 
And told hire all the’ mg, as ye before 

Han herd; it needeth not to tell it more. 

© mercy, dere father t quod this maid. 
And with that word the both hire armes laid 
About his neck, as the was wont to do, 


(The tereg brat gus wEhis eycn two} 
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And faid, O goode father thal I die? 
Is ther no grace ? is ther no remedie ? 
No certes, dere doughter min ! qued he, 
Than yeve me leifer, father min quod fhe, 
My deth for to compiaine a litel {pace ; 
For parde Jepte yave his doughter grace 
For to contphaine or he hire flow, alas! _ 
And God it wot nothing was hire trefpas, 
But for fhe ran hire father firft to fee, 
Te welcome him with gret folempnitee, 
And with that word the fell afwoun anon, 
And after, whan hirg fwpunipg was agon, 
She rifeth ‘up, and to hire father faid ;" 
Bleffed be God that I shal die a mai ! 
Yeve me my deth or that I have a fhame : 
Doth with your child your wille a Goddes nama, 
And with that word the praied him ful oft 
That with his fwerd he wolde fmite hire foft s. 
And with that word afwoune again fhe fell. 
Hire father, with fut forweful erte and will, 
Hire hed of fmote, and by the top it hent, 
And to the juge he gan it to prefent, 

As he fat yet in dome in confiftorie. ae 
And whan the jiige it faw, as faith the ftorigg 
He bad to take him and anhang him faft ‘ . 
But right anon a thoufand peple in thraft 
To fave the knight for routh and for Pitee, 

For knowen was the falfe injguitee. 

The peple anon had fpfpedt in this thing, : 
By maner of the cherles chalenging, 

That it was by the affent of Appius 
They wiften well that he was lecheroug = 
For which unto this Appius they gon, 
And caftehim in a prikn right anon, 
Whereas he flow himfelf 3 aid Claudias, 
‘That fervant was unta this Appius, 

Was demed for to hang upan a tree, 

But that Virginius of His pitee 

So prayed for him that he was exiled, 

And elles certes had he ben beguiled ; 
The remenant were anhanged, more and leffe, 
‘That were confentant of this curfedneffe, 

Here men may fee how fin hath his merite 5 
Beth were, for no man wot whom God wol fmig *” 
In no dégrec, ne in which maner wife 
‘The worme of confciente may agrife 
Of wicked lif, though it fo privee be 
‘That no man wote therof fauf God and hes. 

For be he lewed man or elles fered 
He n’ot how fone that he thal ben afered » 
Therfore I rede you this confeil take, 


Forfaketh Sune or finne you fortake. 
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Goi Hote gan to fwere ashe were wood, 

Harrow ! (quod he) by riailes and by blood 

‘This was a falfe cherl and a falfe juftice. 

As fhameful deth as herte can divife 

Come to thife juges and hir advocas. 

Algate this fely maide is lain, alas! 

Alas! to dere abought the hire beautee ; 

‘Wherfore { fay that all day man may fee 

"That yeftes of Fortune and of Nature 

Ben caufe of deth to many a creature. 

Hire beautee was hire deth, I dare wel fain + 

Alas! fo pitoufly as the was flain. 

Of bothe yeftes that I fpeke of now 

Men han ful often more for harm than prow. 
But trewely, min owen maifter dere, 

This was a pitous Tale for to here; 

But natheles paffe over is no force. 

T pray to God to fave thy gentil corps, 

And eke thyo urinals and thy jordanes, 

‘Thin Ypocras, and eke thy Galianes, 

And every boift ful of thy letuarie 

God bleffe hem and our Lady Seint Maric. 


So mote I the thou art a prépre man, 
And like a prelat, by Seint Ronian, 
Said I not wel? £ cannot fpeke in terme ; 
But wel I wot thou doft min herte to erme, 
That 1 have almoft caught a cardiacle : 
By corpus Domini but I have triacle, 
Or elles a draught of moift and corny ale; 
Or but I here anon a mery Tale, 
Myn herte is loft for pitee of this maids 
Thou ded amy, thou Pardoner he faid, 
Tel us fom mirth of japes ighanon, 

It thal be don, quod he, by Seint Roniom, 
But firft (quod he) here at this ale-ftake 
I wol both drinke and biten on a cake. 
But right anon thife gentiles gan to crie; 

Nay, let him tell us of no ribaudrie : 
Tell usfom moral thing, that we mow lere 
Som wit, and thanne wol we gladly here. 
f graunte ywis, quod he; but J muft thinke 
Upon fom honeft thing while that I drinke, 
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‘Loxpines, quod he, in chirche whan I preche, 
Tpeine me to have an hautein {peche, 

And ring it out as round as goth a bell, 

For I cae all by rote that I tell. 

My teme is alway on, and ever was, 

Radix malorum off cupiditas. 

Firft 1 pronounce whennes that I come, 
And than my bulles thew 1 alle and fome : 
Our liege lordes fele on my patente 
That thew 1 firft, my body to warrente, 
That no man be fo bold, ne preeft ne clerk, 


And after that than tell 1 ferth my tales, 

Bulles of popes and of cardinales, 

Of patriarkes and bithoppes, I thewe, 

And in Latin I {peke a wordes fewe 

To faffron with my predication, 

And for to ftere men to devotion ; 

Than fhew I forth my longe criftal ftones, 

Ycrammed ful of cloutes and of bones ; 
clikes they ben, as wenen they echon, 
Than have Jin Jaton a fhulder bone 

Which that was of an holy lewes thepe. 


Good men, fay I, take of my wordes kepe; 
If that this bone be wafhe in any well, 
Hf cow, or calf, or thepe, or oxe, fwell 


‘Me to difturbe of Criftes holy werk : 


‘* Acompany of riotors confpire to kill Death, who 
kileth chem one after another, Speiget., 
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7 Thy @siy worm hath ete, or worm yitonge, 
iT A ater of that well and wath his tonge, 
And Athis holeanon ; and forthermore, 

‘ ocky sand of feab, and every fore, 

"Shal everg thepe be hole that of this well 
-Drinketh a draught: take kepe of that I tell. 

If that the good man that the beftes oweth 
Wol every Weke, ef that the cok him croweth, 
Faiting ydidnken of this well a draught, 

As thilke holy Jew our eldres,taught, 
His beftes and his ftore thal multiplie : 
And, Sires, alfo it heleth jaloufie ; 

For though a man be falle in jalous tage, 
Let maken with this water his potage, 
Ani never fhal he more hie wif miftrift, 

.Thadgh he the foth of hire defaute wilt, 

Al had the taken preeftestwo or three, 

Here % amitaine eke that ye may fee; 
He that his hand wol put in this mitaine 
He fhal have multiplying of his graine, 
Whan he hath fowen, be it whete or otes, 
So that he offer pens or elles grotes. 

And men and women, o thing warne I you; 
If any wight be in thie chirche now 
‘That hath don finne hortible, fo that he 
Dare not for fhame of it yfuriven be ; 

Or any womanye the yasz or old, 

‘That hath ymade hire hufbond cokewold, 
Swiche fulk fhul han no power ne no grace 
To offer to my relikes in this place: 

And yho fo findeth him out of fwiche blame 
He wol come up and offer in Goddes name, 

And I affoyle him by the auctoritee 
Which that by bulle ygranted was to me, 

By this gaude have F wonnen yere by yere 
An hundred mark fin 1 was Pardoriere. 

I flonde like a clerk in my pulpet, 

And whan the lewed peple is doun yfet 

| preche fo as ye han herd before, 

“And tell au hundred fulfe japes more : 
‘Than peine I me to ftretchen forth my necke, 
And ei: and weft upon the peple I becke, 
As doth a dove fitting upon a berne : 
Myn hondes and my tonge gon fo yerne, 
‘That it is joye to fee my befinedfe. 

Of avarice aps! fwiche curfednefte . 

tsall my preching, for to make hem free 
Yo yeve hir pens, and namely unto me; 
For min entente is not but for to winte, 
And noziing for corre@ion of finne : 
Urecke uever wham that they be beried 
‘Though that hir foules gon a blake beried. 

For certes many a predication 
Cometh oft time of evil entention ; 

Som for plefance of folk and flaterie, 

,fo ben avanced by bypocrifte ; 

And fom for vaine giorie, and fom for hate : 

Hat whan I dare non other wayes debate, 
‘Than ayol I fting him with my tonge fmerte 
In preching, fo that he thal not afterte 
To ben defamed falfely, if that hg 
‘Hath trefpafed to my brethren or to me + 
for thongh I telle not his propre name, 

Men fhal wel -knowen that it is the fame 


ead 
By fignes, and by other circumfances, 
Thus quite I folk that don us ditplefances, 
‘Thus fpit I out my venime under hews 
Of holineffe, to feme holy and trewe. 
But fhortly min entente I wol devile ; 
I preche of nothing but for covetife, 
Therfore my teme is yet, and evet was, 
Radix malorum off cupiditas. 
‘Thus can I preche.again the fame vice 
Which that I ufe, and that is avarice. 
But though myfeif be gilty in that finne, 
Yet can I maken other folk to twinne 
From avarice, und fore hem to repente s 
But that isnot my Principal entente ; 
1 preche nothing but for covetife, 
OF this matere it ought ynough fuffife. 
Than tell hem enfamples many ow 
Of olde ftories longe time agon, 
For lewed peple loven tales olde; , 
Swiche thinges can they wel report and holde. 
What ? trowen ye that whiles 1 may preche 
And winnen gold and filver for I teche, 
‘That J wol live in poverte wilfully > 
Nay, nay; I thou: ht it never trewely: 
For J wol preche and beg in fondry londes, 
I wol not do no labour with min hondes, 
Ne make bafkettes for to live therby, 
Becanfe J wol not beggen idelly. 
Twol non of the apofiles contrefete, 
I wol have money, wolle, chefe, and whete, 
Al were it yeven of the poureft page, 
Or of the poureft widewe in a village, 
Al thulde hire children iterven for famine : 
Nay, I wol drinke the licour of the vine, 
And have ajoly wenche in very toun. 
But herkeneth, Lord ings, in conclufionn, 
Your liking is that I thalf tell a Tale, 
Now I have dronke a draught of corny ale, 
By God I hope I thal you tell a thing 
‘That thal by refon ben at your liking; 
For though myfelf be a ful vicious man, 
A moral Tale yet I you tellen can, 
Which I am wont to prechen for to winne, 
Now hold your pees, my ‘Tale I wol beginue, 
In Viaudres whilom was a compagnie 
Of youge folk that haunteden folie, 
As hazard, riot, flewes, and tavernes, 
Wheras with harpes, lutes, and giternes, 
‘They dance and plaice at dis bothe day and night, 
And ete alfo and drinke over hir might, 
‘Thurgh which they dou the devil facrifice, 
Within the devils teniple, in curfed wife, 
By fuperfiuitee abhominable. 
Hir othes ben fo gret and fo damnable 
‘That it is grifly for to here hem fwere. 
Our blisful Lordes body they to-rere 3 
Hem thought the Jewes rent him not ynough; 
and cche of hem at others finne jough, 
ht anon in comen tombefteres 
male, and yonge fruitefter 
Singers with harpes, baudes, wafer 
Which ben the v. devils ofliceres, 
To kindle and blow the fire of lecheric, 
‘That is annexed unto glutenie, 






















































ae 
The holy writ take I to my witneffe 
‘That luzurie is in wine and dronkeneffe. 
Lo, hew that dronken Loth unkindely 
Lay by his daughters two unwetingly ; 
So dronke he was he n’ifte what he wrought, 
Herodes, who fo wel the ftories fought, 
- Whan he of wine replete was at his fefte, 
Right at his owen table he yave- his hefte 
To fleen the Baptift John ful giltcles. 
Seneca faith a good word doutcles; 
He faith he can no difference find 
Betwix a man that is out of his mind 
And a man whiche that is dronkelew; 
But that woodneffe, yfallen in a threw, 
Perfevereth lenger than doth dronkeneffe. 
O glotonie! full of curfednefle, 
O caufe firft’of our confufion ! 
O original of our damnation ! 
‘Til Crift had bought us with his blood again : 
Loketh how dere, thortly for to fain, : 
Abonght was thilke ‘curfed vilanie : 
Corrupt was all this world for glotonie. 
Adam our father, and his wif alfo, 
Fro Paradis to labour and to wo 
Were driven for that vice, it is no drede; 
For while that Adam fafted, as I rede, 
‘He was in Paradis, and whan that he 
Ete of the fruit defended on-a tree, 
Anon he was out caft to wo and peine, 
 glotonic! on thee we! ought us plaine. 
QO! wift a man how many maladies 
Folwen of exceffe and of glotonics, 
He wolde ben the more mefurable 
OF his diete, fitting at his table. 
Alas! the fhorte throte, the tendre mouth, 
‘Maketh that cit and weft, and north and fouth, 
Jn erthe, in air, in water, men to {winke 
‘To gete a gloten deintee mete and drirke. 
Of Ne caters. O Poule! wel canft thou trete : 
‘Mete unto wombe, and wombe eke unto mete, 
Sha) God deftroien bothe, as Paulus faith. 
Alas! a foule thing is it by my faith, 
‘To fay this word, and fouler is the dede, 
‘Whan man fo drinketh of the white and rede 
‘That of his throta he maketh his privee 
‘Thurgh thilke curfed fuperfluitee. 
‘The apoftle faith weping ful pitoufly, 
‘Titer walken many of which you told have 1; 
Tay it now weping with pitous vois 
‘That they ben enemies of Criftes crois, 
‘Of whiche the end is deth; womb is hir God : 
© wombe, o belly! itinking is thy cod, 
Falfilled of dong and of corruptioun ; 
At either end of thee foule is the foun. 
How gret labour and coft is thee to find! 
"Fhife cokes how they ftamp,and ftreinc, ard grind, 
sAnd turnen fubftance into accident, 
"Fo fulfill ali thy Jikerous talent ! 
Out of the hardy bones kuocken they 
‘The mary, for they caften nought away 
That may go thurgh the gull.t foft and fote: 
Of fpicerie, of leef, of harke, and rete, 
Shal ben his faufe ymaked, by delit 
To make him yct a newer appetit: 
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But certes he that haunteth fwiche“gAuces 
Is ded while that he liveth.in tho vices. 
A lecherous thing is wine, and dronkenef& 
Is ful of ferivitig and of wretchedneffe, 
O dronken man! disfigured is thy face, 
Sour is thy breth, foul art thou to enbs‘ce, 
And thurgh thy dronken nofe femeth the foyn , 
As though thou fajdeft sy Gampfoun {Sampfount 
And yet, God wot, Sampfoun dronknevet no wilic, 
Thou faleft as it were’ a ftiked fwine ; 
Thy tonge is loft, and all thin honeft cure, 
For dronkeneffe is veray fepulture 
Of mannes wit anlghis difcretion, 
In whom that drinke hath domination 
He can no confeil kepe, it is no drede, 
Now kepe you fro thé white and fro the rede, 
And namely fro the white wine of Lepe, * 
That is to fell in Fiflsftrete and in Chepe,- « 
This wine of Spaigne crepeth fubtilly 
In other wines growing fafte by, 
Of which ther rifeth fwiche fumofitee, 
That whan a man hath dronken draughtes threg, 
And weneth that he be at home in Chepe, 
He isin Spaigne, right at the toun of Lepe, 
Not at the Rochell, ne at Burdenx tpun, 
And thafine wol hesfay Sampfoun! Samfoun ! 
But herkeneth, Loxfings, o word, I you pray,- 
That all the foveraine actes, daré'T fay, 
Of victories in the Olde Teftament, 
‘Thurgh veray God that is omnipotent, 
Were don in abftinence and in prayere 3 « 
Loketh the Bible, and theré ye mow it letes. 
Loke, Attila the grete conquerour 
Died in his fepe with fhame and difhonour, 
Bieding ay at his nofe in dronkeneffe : 
A capitaine fhulde live in fobreneffe. 
And over all this avifeth you right wel 
What was commanded unto Lamual ; 
Not Samuel, but Lamuel, fay I. 
Redeth the Bible, aud find it exprefly 
Of wine yeving to hem that have juffice, 
No more of this, for it may wel fuffice. 
And now that! have fpoke ef glotonie, 
Now wol I you defenden hafardrie. 
Hafard is veray moder of lefinges, 
And of deceite and curfed forfwerigges, 
Blafpheming of Crift, manflaughter, and watt all 
Of catel, and of time; and forthermo 
It is repreve, and contrary of honour 
For to ben hold a commun hefardour, 
Aud ever the higher he is of eftat 
The more he 1s holden defolat. 
If that a prince ufeth hafarderie, 
In alle governance and policie 
He is, as is by commun opinion, 
Yhold the lefie in reputation, 
Stilbon, that was a wife embaffadour, 
‘Was fent to Corinth with ful gret honour 
Fro Calidone, to maken hem alliance ; 
And whan be came he happed him par “ence 
That all the greteft that were of that lond 
Yplaying atte hazard he hem fond ; 
For which, as fone as that it mighte be, 
He flale him home agein to his contreg, 
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taydd ther, 1 ayel not lefe my name, 
ol not take on me fo gret defame, 
for to allie yato non hafardours : 
‘h fom other wife caxbaffedonra, 
For bypy trouthe me were liver dig’ 
Thag | fou fhuld to hafardours allie; 
t hen fo glorious ip honeurs, 
lie you ta non hafardoure, 
ile, ne as by my tretee, 
‘This wife philefophre thus fayd he. 
Loke eke how ¢ the King Demetrius 
The King of Parthes, as the book fayth us, 
ent him a pair ef dis af gold in frorne, 
For he had ufed hafard therbeforne, 
For which he held his gfery and his renoun 
At no value or reputatioun. 
Lordes may finden othtr maner play 
Honelprough te drive thedayaway. 
Now wal I {peke of othes falfe and grete 
Aword ar twa, 93 olde haokes trete, 
Gret fwering is a thing abhomipable, 
And falfe fwering is yet more reprevable. 
‘The highe God farbad fwering at al, 
Witnefle an Mathew ; hut in fpecial 
OF fwering fayth the holy Jeremie, 
Thou fhalt fwere foth th®n othes, and nat lic, 
And fwere in dome, WU eke in rightwifneffe; 
But ided (wering isa curfednefle. — - 
Behold and fea that in the firite table 
Of highe Goddes heftes honourable 
How that the fecand heft of him is this, 
Take not my name in idle or amis. 
Lo, rather he forhedeth fwiche fwering 
‘Than homicide or many an other thing. 
T fay that as by ordre thus it ftandeth, 
‘This knoweth he that his heftes underftondeth 
How that the fecond heft af God is that ; 
And fortheemore, L wal the tell all plat 
‘That vengeanee thal nat parten from his hous 
‘That af- his othes is outrageous. 
By Goddes precious herte, and hy his nailes; 
And by the blaod of Crift that is in Hailes, 
Seven is my chance, and thin is cink and treye: 
By Gaddes armes if thou falfly pleye 
‘Phig daggor {al tharghout thin herte go. 
‘This fruit cometh af the biechel bones two, 
Forfwering, irs, falfeneffe, and homicide. 
"Now for the love of Crift, that for us dide, 
Leteth your othes bethe gret and fmale. 
But, Sires, now wal {tell you forth my Talee? 
Thife riotoures three of which I tell, 
Lang es or prime rong of any bell; 
Were fet hem in a taverne far to drinke, 
te as they fat they herd a belle clinke | 
eforn a corps was caried ta his grave ; 
gThat on of hem gan callen ta his knave, 
Go bet, quod he, and axe redily 
hast corps is this that paffeth here forth hy, 
And fake that thou repart his ame wel. 
Sire, quod this boy, it nedeth never a del; 
it was metold or ye came here two houress 
He was parde gn old felaw of youres, 
“And fedenly he was yfuin to-night, 
Yor dronke as he fat on his bench upright; 
Vouk 










‘Ther came a privee tHecf men clepen Beth. 
‘That in this contree all, the peple fleth, 
And with his fpere he {mote his herte atwoy 
And went his way withouten wordes mo. 


| He hath a thoufand flain this pettilence ; 


And, niaifter, or ye come in his prefence 
Me thinketh that it were ful neceffarie 
For to beware of Swiche an adverfarie : 
Beth redy for mes¢-nagte:him evermore $ 
‘Thus taughte me my adehas I fay no nore: 
By Scinte Marie, fayd-this taxerng 
The child faytli foth, for he hath fais 
Hens overa mile, within a gret village, F 
Both min aid woman; child, and hyne and pages’ 
\ trowe his habitation be there se Oe PARE 
To ben avifed gret wifdom it were 
Or that he did a man a difhonour. 
Ye, Goddes armes, quod this riotour, 
Is it fwiche peril with him for to mete? 
I thal him feke by ftile and cke by ftrete, 
I make a vow by Goddes digne bones, 
Herkeneth, felawes, we three ben alle ones; 
Let eche of vs hold up his.hond to other, 
And eche of. is be¢omen others brother, 
And we wol flen this falfe traitour Deth : 
He thal be flain, he that fo many fleth, 
By Goddes dignitee, or it be night. 
Togeder han thife three hir trouthes plighe 
To live and dien eche of hem for other, 
As though he were his owen boren brothers 
And up they ftert al deonken in this; a5 
And forth they gon towards that village 
Of which the tavernet had Spoke beforn, 
And many a grifly oth than Have they fworng 
And Criites bleffed body they torent, 
Deth fhal be ded, if that we may him hent, 
Whan they han gon not fully half a mile, 
Right as they wold han traden over a ftile, 
An olde man and a poure with hem mette s 
Vhisolde man ful mekely hem grette, 
And fayde thus; Now, Lordes, God you fee! 
‘Phe proudeft of thife riotoures three 
Anfwerdagen; What? cher], with fory Stacey 
Why art thou all forwrapped fave thy face # 
Why livett thou fo longe in fo gret age? 
‘This olde man gan joke in his vilage, 
And fayde thus ; For I'ne eannot. finda 
A man, though that I walked into Inde, 
Neither in citee ne in no village, : 
That wolde change his youthe formin ages 
And therefore mote I han minape fill. 
As longe time as it is Goddes will, 
Ne Deth, alas { ne wit not han my lif; 
Thus walke f like arefteles eaitif, 7 
And on che ground, which is my modres gate; 
Lknocke with nif ftef ortich and late, 
And fay to hire, Leve fother, let me in. 
Lo, how I vanith, flefh, and blood, and fib, 
Alas! whan fhul my bones ben at refte? 
Mother, with yos wold I changen my chefte, 
That in my chambre Jonge time hath be, -- 
Ye, foran heren clout to wrap in me. 
But yet to me the wol not don that grace} 
For which ful pale and welked is my face: 
H 
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But, Sires, to you it is no curtefie 

To fpcke unto an olde man vilanie, 

But he trefpafe in word or elles in dede. 
In holy writ ye moun yourfelven rede 
Ageins an olde man hore upen his hede 

Ye thuld arife : thereforg I yeve you rede 
Ne doth unto an olde man non harm now, 
No more than that ye wold a man did you 
Inage, if that ye may fo long abide 5 

‘And God be with you where you go or ride 
{ mofte go thider as J have to go. 

Nay, olds cherl, by God thou thalt not fo, 
Sayde this other hafardour anon 3 
‘Thou parteft not fo lightly,. by Seint John. 
‘Thou {pake right now of thilke traitcur Deth, 
"That in this contree all our frendes fleth; 
Have here my trouth, as thou art his efpie, 
"Tell wher he is, or thou fhalt it abie 
By God and by the holy facrement, 

For fothly thou art on of his affent 
"To flen us yonge folk, thou falfe thefe. 

Now, Sires, quod he, if it be you fo lefe 
‘To finden Deth, tourne up this croked way, 
For in that grove I left him by my fay 
Under a tree, and ther he wol abide, 

Ne for your boft he wol him nothing hide. 
Se ye that oke? right ther ye fhuln him find, 
God fave you that bought agen mankind, 
And you amende! "Thus fayd this olde man. 

And everich of thife riotoures raga 
‘Til they came to the tree, and ther they found 
Of Floreins fine of gold ycoined round 
Wel nigh and cighte bethels, as hem thought : 
No lenger than after Dethe they fought, 

But eche of hem fo glad was of the fight, 

Yor that the Florcins ben fo faire and bright, 
"That down they fete hem by the precious hord; 
"The werfte of hem he fpake the firfte word. 

Brethren, qued he, take kepe what I fhal fay; 
‘My wit is gret though that I bourde and play. 
‘This trefour hath Fortune unto us yeven, 

In mirth and jolitee our lif to liven, 
And lightly asit cometh fo wol we fpend. 
By, Goddes precious dignitee ! who wend 
‘To-day that we thuld han fo faire a grace? 
But might this gold be caried fro this place 
Home to myn hous, or elles unto youres, 
(For wel I wots that all this gold is oures) 
‘Thanne were we in high felicitee; 
‘But trewely by day it may not be, 
Men wolden fay that we were theeves ftrong, 
‘And for our owen trefour don us hong. 
‘This trefour mutt ycaried be by night 
‘Aswifely and as fleighly as it might ; 
“Wherfore I rede that cut among us alle 
We drawe, and Jet fee wher the cut wol falles 
‘And he that hath the cut, with herte blith, 
Shal rennen to the toun, and that ful fwith, 
‘And bring us bred and win ful prively 5 
‘And two of us fhal kepen fubtilly 
‘This trefour wel; and if he wol not tarien, 
Whan it is night we wol this trefour carien 
By on affent wher as us thinketh beft. 

That en of hem the cut brought in his fei, 
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And bad him drawe, and loke wher it @old fais 
‘And it fell on the yongeft of hem alle, 

And forth toward the toum he went anon = 

And al fo fone as that he was agon 

‘That on of hem fpake thus unto that othg¥} 
Thou woteft wel thou art my fworen bréthes; 
Thy profite wol I tell the right anon. 

‘hou woft wel that our felaw is agon, 

And here is gold, and that ful gret plerff€e, 
"That fhal departed ben among us three ; 
But natheles, if I can fhape it fo 

That it departed were among us two, 

Had I not don a frendes turn to thee? 

"That other anfwerd, I g’ot how that may be : 
He wote wel that the oh is with us tweye. é 
What fhuln we don, what fhuin we to him feye? 
Shal it be confeil? fayde the firfte threwe, 
‘And I fhal teliermthec"in wordes fewe 
What we fhul don, and bring it wel about 

I grante, quod that other, out of doute, 
That by my trouth I wol thee not bewreic. 

Now, quod the firft, thou woit wel we ben 
And tweie of us shal ftrenger be than on. [tweie. 
Loke, whan that he is fet thou right anon 
Arife, as though thou woldeft with him play, 
And f thal rive him thutgh the fides tway 
While that thou ftrogleft him asin game, 
And with thy daggerloke thou do the fame; 
And than fhal this gold departed be, 

My dere irend! betwixen thee and me ; 
‘Than moun we bothe our luftes al fulfille, 
And play at dis right at our owen wile. 
And thus accorded ben thife fhsewes tweye 
To flen the thridde, as ye han herde me feye. 

This yongeft, which that wente to the toun, 
Fol oft in herte he rolleth up and doun 
The beautec of thife Florcins new and bright, 
O Lord! quod he, if fo were that J might 
Have all this trefour to myfelf alone, 

"Ther n’is no man that liveth under the-trone 

Of God that fhulde live fo mery as 1. 

And at the laft the fend our enemy 

Putte in his thought that he shuld poifon beye, 

With which he mighte flen his felaws tweye = 

For why? the fend fond him in fwiche living 

“Yhat he had ltve to forwe him to bring 3 

For this was outrely his ful entente, 

‘Yo flen hem both and never to repente. 

AS forth he goth, no lenger wold he tary, 

In% the toun unto a potecary, 

And projed him that he wolde fell 

Some poiicn, that he might his ratouns quel}; 

And eke ther was a polkat in his hawe 

"That, as he fayd, his capons had ylawe 5 

And fayn he wolde him wreken, if he-might, 

Of vermine that deftroicd hem by night. 
The potecary anfwerd, Thou fhalt have | 

A thing, as willy God my foule fave, 

In all this world ther n’is no creature 

"That ete or dronke hath of this confe@ffre, 

Not but the mountance of a corne of whete, 

‘That he ne fhal his lif anon forlete, 

Ye, ferve he fhal, and that in leffe while 

‘Than thou wolt gon a pas not buta mile g 
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Riis poifori is fo flrong and violent. 
‘his curfed man hath in his hond yhent 
"Th poifon in a box, and fwithe he ran 

into Nye nexte ftrete unto a man, 
And bégwed of him large botelles three, 
sAd@ikin the two the poilen poured he; 
The ride he kepte clene for his drinke, 
FOF all ke night he thope him for to fwinke 
In carying of the gold out of thai place. 

And whan this riotour with fory grace 
Hath filled with win his grete bottzlles three 
To his felawes agen repaireth he, 

What nedeth ? reok to fermon more ? 
For right as they had’ his deth before, 
Right fo they han him jlain, and that anon. 
And whan that this was don, thus fpake that on; 
Newwlet us fit and drinke, and make us mery. 
And attcr warmest nis Doay bery. 

And with that word it happed him par cas 
To take the botelle ther thé poifon was, 
And dronke, and yave his felaw drinke alfo, 
For which anon they ftorven hothe two. 

But certes 1 fuppofe that Avicenne 
Wrote never in no canon ne in no fenne 
Mo wonder fignes of egnpoifoning 
Than had thife wretch’-s two or hir ending. 
Thus ended pen thife"homicides two, 

And cke the falfe empoifoner alfo. 
O curfedneffe of all eurfedneffe ; 
O tmitours homicide! 0 wickedneffe 
O glotonie, luxurie, and hafardric ! 
Thou blafphemour of Crift with vilanie 
And othes grete of ufige and of pride! 
Atas! mankinde, how may it betide 
That to thy Creatour, which that thee wronght, 
And with his precious herte-blood thee bought, 
‘Thou art fo falfe and fo unkind? alas! 

Now, good men, God foryeve you your trefpas, 

And ware you fro the finne of avarice, 

Min bofy pardon may you all warice, 

So that ye offre nobles orftarlinges, 

Or elles filver broches, fpones, ringes. 

Boweth your hed under this holy bulle, 

Cometh up, ye wives, and offreth of your wolle ; 
Your names I entre here in my roll anon ; 

Into the bliffe of heven fhul ye gon : 

{ you aifoile by min high powere, 

You that wiln offre, as clene and eke as clere 

s ye were borne. Lo, Sires, thus I praches- 
Add Jefu Crift, that is our foules leche, 

So graunte you his pardon to receiye 
Fox that is beft, 1 wel you not deceive, 
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But, Sires, o word forgatel in my Tales 
Thave relikes and pardon in my male 
As faire as any man in Engelond, 
Which were me yeven by the Popes hond. 
If any of you wol of devotion 
Offren, and han my abfolution, 
Cometh forth anon, and kneleth here adoun, 
And mekely receiveth my pardoun ; 
Or elles taketh pardon as ye wende, 
Al new and frethe at every tounes endes 
So that ye offren alway newe and tiewe 


| Nobles or pens which that ben good and trawe, 


Ir isan honour tocverich that is here 

That ye moun have a fuffifant Pardonere 

To affoilen you in contre as ye ride 

For aventures which that moun betide, 

Paraventure ther may falle on or two 

Doun of his hors, and breke his necke atwo. 

Loke, which a feurtec is it to you alle 

That Tam in your felawthip yfalle, P 

‘That may afforle you both more and leffe, 

Whian that the feule thal fro the body paflés 

I rede that our Hofte fhal beginne, Y 

For he is moft envoluped in finne. 

Come forth, Sire Hofte, and offre firft anon, 

And thou fhalt kiffe the rclikes everich on, 

Ye fora grote: unbokel anon thy purfe, . 
Nay, nay, quod he; than have I Criftes curfe. 

Let be, quod he ; it thal not be, {0 the ich, 

Thou woldgt make me kiffe thin olde brech, 

And fwere it were a relike of a feint, 

hough it were with thy foundement depeint : . 

But by the crois which that Seint Heleine fond 

I wolde I had thin coilons in min hond 

Inftede of relikts or of feintuarie. 

Let cut hem of, I wol thee help hem caries 

They fhul be fhrined in an hogges tord. 
This Pardoner anfwered not a words 

So wroth he was no worde ne wolde he fay. 
Now, quod our Hofte, I wol no lenger play 

With thee, ne with non other angry man, 
But right anon the worthy knight began, 

(Whan that he faw that all the peple lough} 

No more of this, for itis right ynough,  * 

Sire Pardoner, be mery and glad of chere 

And ye, Sire Hofte, that ben to me fo dere, 

i pray you that ye kiffe the Pardoner; _ 

And, Pardsaer, I pray thee draw thee ner, 

And as we diden let us laugh and play. 

Anon they kiffed, and riden forth hir way. 


Rij 


we 
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Oup Hofte upon his ttirraps ftode anon, 

And faide, Ggod men, herkeneth everich on, 
‘This was a thrifty Tale for the nones. 

Sire Parith Preeft, quod he, for Goddes bones 
‘Pell usa ‘Sale, as was thy forward yore; 

1 fee wel that yc lerned men: in lore 

Can mochel goad, by Goddes digwitec. 

‘The Perfon him anfwerd, Besedisite ! 
‘What eileth the man fp finfully to fwere ? 

Our Heft anfwerd, Q fankip! be ye there? 
Now good men, quod our Hofte, herkagth to me? 
Y.fmel! a Loller in the wind, quod he: 
Abideth for Goddes digne paflion, 

For we fhul hap 2 predicatian 


This Loller here % fom, 
Nay, by my fathers foule, thgt fhal he nat, 

Sayde the Shipman; here shal he nat prechey 

He shal no gofpel-glofen here ne teche. 

We leven all in the gret God, quad he: 

He wolde fowen fom difficultee, 

Or fpringen cockle in our clene corne ; 

And therefore Hofte, 1 warne thee beforne 

My joly body hala Taleéelle, 

And } thal clinken you {o'Imtry a belle 

That I thal waken all this compagnie 5 

But it thal not ben of yislofopbiy 

Ne of phyfike, ne termes queinte of lawex,_ 

‘fher is but litel Latin in my mawe. * 
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A. Marchant whilom dwelled at Scint Denife 
‘That riche was, for which men held bir wife 
Awif he had of excellent beautee, 

And compaignable and revelous was fhe, 
Which is a thing that caufeth more difpence 
‘Than worth is ajJ the chcre andreverence ~ 
‘That men hem don at feftes and at dances = 
Swiche falutations and contenances 

Paffen as doth a fhadwe upon the wal ; 

But wo is him that payen mote for all. 

The fely hutbond algate he mote pay, 

He mote us clothe and he mote us array 

All for his owen worthip richely, 

tn which array we dancen jolily : 

And if that he may not paraventure, 

Or elles tuft not fwiche difpence endure, 

But thinketh it is wafted and ylof, 

"Than mote another payen for our colt, 


dor leno us gold, and that is perilous. 

This noble marchant held a worthy hous, 
For tntich he had all day fo gret repaire 
For his‘largeffe, and for his wif was faire, 
That wonder te But Lerkeneth to my Tale. 

Amonges all thife geftes gret and fmale 

"Ther was a monk, a faire man and a bold, 
I trow a thritty winter he was old, 
‘That ever in on was drawing to that place. 
‘This yonge monk, that was fo faire of face, 
Acquainted was fo with this goode man, 
Sithea that hire firfte knowlege began, 
"That in his hous as familier was he 
As it pofible is any frend to be. 





.| And for as mochel us this goode man + 
“| And eke this monk of which that I began 


Were bothe two yborne in o village, 
The monk him claimeth as for cofinage, 


THE SHIPMANNES TALE 


, 
Agi he again him fayd net ones nay, 
“Rat was as glad therof as foule of day, 
For, to his herte it was a gret plefance, 
hts ben they knit with eterne alliance, 
And’che of hem gan other for to enfure 
sperhed while that hir lif may dure, 
3s Dan John, and namely of difpence, 
hous, and ful of diligence 
lefance, and alfo gret- cohtaggt 
"gate to yave the iefte page 
Inall that hous, butafter hir degree 
He yave the lord aud fithen his meinee, 
Whan that he came, fom mancr honeft thing, 
Tor which they ‘axg as glad of his coming 
As foule is tpn gr the fonne up rifeth. 
No more of this as now} for it fufficeth. 

But fo befeil this marchant on a day 


Shope him to maken rédy his array 
Toeieskasaun of Brus ion to fare, 
‘To byen ther a portion of ware, 
For which he hath to Paris fent anon 
A nieflager, and preied hath Dan John 
‘That he fhuld come to Seint Denis, and pleie 
With him and with his wif a day or tweie, 
Or he to Brugges went, in all wife. 

‘This noble monk, of which you devife, 
Hath of his abbot as hits lift licence, 
(Becaufe he was a maa of high prudence, 
And cke an officer out for to ride 
To Seen hir granges and hir bernes wide) 
And yato Seint Denis he cometh anon, 

0 was fo welcome as my Lord Dun John, 
Our dere coufin, ful of curtefie ? 
With him he brought a jubbe of Malvefic, 
And eke another ful of fine Vernage, 
And volatile, as ay was his ufage. 
And thus I jet hem ete, and drinke, and pleye, 
This marchant and this monk, 2 day or tweye. 

The thridde day this marehant up arifeth, 

And on his nedes fadly bim avifeth, 

And up <:to his countour hous goth he, 

To reken with himfelven, wel may be, 

Of thilke yere how that it with him ftood, 
And how that he difpended had his good, 
And if that he encrefed were or non, 

His bookes and his bagges many on 

He laycth beforn him: on his counting bord. 
Ful ¢ was his trefour and his hord, 

For which ful fafte his countour dore he thet, 
And eke he n’olde no man fhuid him let 
@f his accountes for the mene time ; 

And thus he fit til it was paffed primey, 

Dan John ‘was rifen in the morwC ato, 
And inthe gurdin walked to and fro, 

And hath his thinges fayd ful curteifly. 

This goode wif came walking prively 
luta the gatdin ther he walketh foft, 

And him falueth, as fhe hath don oft : 
Awmaiden child came in hire compagnie, 
Which as hive luft the may governe and gie, 
For yet under the yerde was the mide. 

O dere-coufin min! Dan John, fhe faide, 
What aileth you fo rathe for to arife? 

Nece, qued he, it ought ynough fuilife 












Five hourcs for to flepe upon 8 night, 
But it were for an olde appalled wight, 
As ben thife wedded men, that Ife and dare, 


| As in a fourme fitteth a wery hare 


Were al forftraught with houndes pret and finale 
But, dere nece! Thy he ye fo pale? : 
I trowe-certes that our goode man 
Hath you laboured fith this night began, 
That you wére nede to reften haftily. 
And with that word he dough ful merily, 
And of his ewen thought he were all red. 
This faire wif gan fer to fhake hire hed, 
And faicd thus; Ye, God wate all, quod the : 
Nay, cofin min, it ant not fo with més = 
For by that God that yave me foule and lif 
In all the reame of Fraunce is ther no wif 
That Jaffe lu& hath to that fery play, 
For I may fing alas and wala wa 
That I was borne! but to no wight (quod fhe} 
Dare I not tell how that it Rant with me; 
Wherfore I thinke out of this lond fo wende, 
Or clles of myfelf to make an ende, 
So ful am I of drede and eke of care. 
‘This monk began upon this wif to ftare, 
And fayd, Alas! ‘my nece, God forbede 
That ye for any ferwe or any drede 
Fordo yourfelé: but telleth me your grefe, 
Pareventure 1 may in your mifchefe 
Confeile or helpe; and therfore telleth me 
All your annoy, for it shal ben fecree 5 
For on my pertes here 1 make an oth 
That never in my lif, for lefe ne loth, 
Ne thal I of no confeil you bewray. 
_ The fame agen to you, quod the, I fay. 
By God and hy this portos I you fwere, 
Though men me welden alll in pieces tere, 
Ne fhull [ never, for to gon to helle, 
Bewrey o word of thing that ye me tell; 
Nought for no cofinage ne alliance, 
But veraily for love and affiance. 
‘Thus ben they fwortie, and hereupon they kifte, 
Aiud eche of hem told other what hem lifte. 
Cofin, quod fhe, if that i hada fpace, 
As Thave non, and namely in this place, 
‘Phan wold j tell a legend of may lif, , 
vhat 1 have fuffred fith {was a wif 
With min hufbond, al be he your cofin. oe 
Nay, quod this monk, by God and Seint Martig, 
He n’is no more ¢ofin unto me . 
Than is the leef that hangeth on the tree; 
I clepe him fo, by Seint Denis of France, 
To han the more caufe of acquaintance 
Of you, which I have loved {pecially’”” 
Adoven alle women fiketly 5 
This fwere I you on my profeffioun. 
Telleth your grefe, icf that he come adoun, 
And hafteth you, and goth away anon. 
My dere love ! quad fhe, v my Dan John! 
Fullefe were me this confeil for to hide, 
But out it mote, I may no lenger abide. 
Myn hufbond is to me the werfte man 
That ever was fith that the world began; 
Bat fith Tam a wit, it ft not me 
Tp tellen no wight of onr priveteg, 
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Neither in bed ne in non other place ; 
God fhilde I fhulde it teller’ for his grace : 
A wif ne fhal not fayn of hire kufbond 
But ali honour, asT can underfond; 
Save unto you thus moch I tellen fhal: 
As helpe me Ged he is nought worth at all, 
In no degree the value of a flie. 2 
But yet me greveth moft his nigardie: 
And wel ye wot that women naturally 
Defiren thinges fixe as well as}; 
‘They wolden that hir hufbondes fhulden be 
Hardy, and wife, and riche, and therto tree, 
And buxome to his wif, and frefh a-bedde. 
But by that ilke Lord that for us bleddc, 
For his honour myfelven for to array, 
‘A Sonday next I muite nedes pay 
‘An hundred franks, or elles am I Jorne 
Yet were me lever that 1 were unberne 
‘Than were dona fclandre or vilanie. 
(And if min hufbond eke might it efpie 
In’ere but Jofts and therfore L you prey 
Lene me this fumme, or clies mote I dey: 
Dan John, I Jay, lene me this hundred frankes ; 
 Parde I wol not faille you my thankes, 
If that you liftto do that £ you pray; 
For ata certain: day I wol you pay, 
And do to you what plefance and fervice 
> 'That [may don, right as you lift devife 5 
And but 1 do God take on me vengeance 
As foul as ever had Genelon of France. 
"Phis genti] monk anfwered in this manere 5 
Now trewely, min owen lady dere! 
T have (quod he) on you fo grete a routhe, 
That 1 you fwere, and plighte you my trouthe, 
"That whan your hufbond is to Flandres fare 
1 wol deliver you out of this care, 
For I wol bringen you an hundred frankes. 
‘And with that word he caught her by the flankes, 
‘And hire embraced hard, and kifte hire oft. 
Goth now your way, quod he, al fille and foft, 
And let us dine as fone as that ye may, 
For by my kalender it is prime of day ¢ 
Goth now, and beth as trewe as I fhal be. 
Now elles God forbede, Sire, quod fhe. 
And forth the goth as joly asa pie, : 
“And bad the cokes that they thuid hem hie, 
So that men mighten dine, and that anon. 
Upto hire hufbond is this wif ygon, 
And knocketh at his countour boldely. 
Qui oft lak quod he; Peter, it am I, 
Quod fhe. Whut, Sire, how longe wol ye fall? 
How longe time wol ye reken and caft 
Your fummes, and your bookes, and your thinges? 
‘The devil have part of all {wiche rekeninges! 
Ye han ynough parde of Goddes fone. 
Come doun to-day, and let your bages stonde. 
Ne be ye not afhamed chat Dan John 
Shal fafting all this day clenge gon? 
What! let us here a mafle, and go we dine. 
Wi, quod this man, littl canit thou divine 
The curious befineffe thet we have; 
For of uschapmen, all fo God me fave, 
And by that lord that cleped is Seint Ive, 
Scarfly amongea twenty ten thal thrive 
3 
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, Continuclly, lafting unto oure age. 


We moun wel maken chere and good vifage, 

And driven forth the world as it may be, 

And kepen oure eftat in privetee 

‘Til we be ded, or elles that we play 

A pilerimage, or gon out of the way + 

And therfors have I gret neceffitce 

Upon thic.queinte worid to avifen me 5 

Yor evermore mote we ftond in drede __ 

Of hap and fortune in our chepmanhedeT, 
‘To Flanders woi I goto-motwe at day, 

‘And come agein as fone as ever I nay, 

For which, my dere wil ! I thee bef 


As be to every. wight buxom: a) iq 
And for to kepe our good urioLs 
Aud honefly governe we¥our hous. 


x hat ynough in every maner wife 

* houshold thay fuffice. 

e lacketh non o vitaille 

Of filver in thy purf: thalt thou not faille. 

And with that word his countour dore he fhette, 
‘And doun he goth; no lenger wold he lette ; 
aftily a maffe was ther faide, 

And Ipedily the tables were ylaide, 

Aad to the diner fafte they hem fpedde, 

And richely this monk the chapman fedde, 

And after diner Dan Jofn fobrely 
This chapman toke apart, and prively 
He faidhim thus ; Cofin, it ftondeth"fo 
Thit wel I {ee to Brugges ye wol go; 

God and Scint Auftin fpede you and gide! 
1 pray you, cofin, wifely that ye ride ; 
Governeth you alfo of your dicte” 
Attemprely, and namely in this hete. 
Betwix us two nedeth no ftrange fare 
Farewel, cofin, God fhilde you fro care! 

1¥ any thing ther be by day or night, 

If it lie in my power and my might, 

‘That ye me wol command in any wife, 

It thal be don right as ye wol devife, 

But o thing or yc go, if it may bes 
I wolde prayer you for to lene me 
An hun¢red frankes for a weke or tweye, 
For certain beftes that I mufte beye, 

To ftoren with a place that is oures, 

(God help me fo I wold that it were youres) 
I thal not faille furely of my day, 

Not for a thoufand frankes, a mile way. 

But let this thing be fecree, I you preye 5 
Yoryet to-night thife beftes mote I beye. 
Ana Se now wel, min owen cofin dere ! 
Grand mirsy of your colt and of your chere. 

‘this nobic Marchant gentilly anon 
Avfwerd and faid, O cofin min, Dan John 
Now fikerly this is a fmal requefte ; 

My goid is youres, whan that it you lefte, 
And not oniy my gold but my chaflare : 
Take what you left, God thilde that ye fpare 
But o thing is, ye know it wel-ynovgh 

Of chapmen that hir money is hir plough + 
We morn creancen while we han a name, 
But geodles for to ben it is no game. 

Pay it agen whan it lith in your efe : 

‘Alter my might ful fayn wold [you plele. 
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While hurdred frankes fet he forth anon, 
_ nd prively he toke hem to Dan John: 
No wight in al this world wift of this lone 
ySaviag this marchant and Dan John alone. . 
es, drinke, and fpeke, and rome a while and 
‘Til that Dan John rideth to his abbeye. -{pleye, 
¢ Morwe came, and forth this marchant rideth 
ot dies ward; his prentis wel him gideth’ 
‘Tilhe cffie into Brugges merily. 
Now gowdathjs marchant fafte and befly 
About his nede, and bieth, and creanceth 5 
He neither playeth at the dis ne danceth, 
But as a marchant, shortly for to tell, 


He ledeth his lif and ther I let him dwell, 
"The Sonday nex™&e marchant was agon 
‘To Scint Denis ycomet Dan John, 


‘With croune aind berde all frei and newe yfhave. 
In all the hous ther n‘as fo litel a knave, 
Mere ayight elles, that he n’as ful fain 
P se arront eon as come again. 
And fhortly to the point right for to gon, 
This faire wif accordeth with Dan John 
That for thife hundred frankes he thuld all night 
Haven hire in his armes bolt upright : 
And this accord parformed was in dede. 
Yn mirth all night a befy lif they lede 
Til it was day, that Dap John yede his way, 
And bad the meinie farewel, have good day : 
For uon of hgm, ne no wight in the toun, 
Hath of Dan John right non fufpeétioun : 
“And fgsth he ridcth home to his abbey, 
Or per him litte; no more of him I fey, 
" miarchant, whan that ended was the faire, 
‘To Scint Denis he gan for to repaire, 
And with his wif he maketh felte and chere, 
And telleth hire that chaffare is fo dere 
That nedes muite he make a chevifance 
For he was bonde in a recognifance 
‘Yo payen twenty thoufand fheldes anon : 
For which this marchant is to Paris gon 
To borwe of certain frendes that he hadde 
A certain frankes, and fom with him he ladde. 
And whan that he was come in to the toun, 
For gret chiertce and gret affectioua 
Unto Dan John he goth him firft to pleye, 
Not for to axe or borwe of him moneye, 
But for to wete and {een of his weifare, 
And for to tellen him of his chaffare, 
As frendes don whan they ben mette in fere, 
Dan John him maketh fefte and mery chere, 
And he him tolde agen ful {pecially 
How he had wel ybought and gracioufly 
(Thanked be God) all hole his mageber“iife, 
Save tet he maft in alle manere wife 
Maken a chevilance, as for his befte, 
And than he fhulde ben in joye and refte. 
Dan John anfivered, Certes I am fain 
That ye in hele be comen home agai 
And if that I were riche, as have } bliffe, 
OF twenty thoufand fheldes thuld ye not miffe, 
For ys fo kindely this other day 
Lente me gold, and asf can and may 
I thanke you, by God and by Scint Jame, 
Bus nathcles & tcke unto cur dame, 














Your wif, at home, the fame gold again 
Upon your benche; fhe wote it wel certain, 
By certain tokenes that Ican hire tell, 
Now by your lzve I may no lenger dwell 5 
Our abbot wol out of this toun anon, 

And in his compagnic { mufte gon. 

Grete wel our dame, min owen nece fwete ! 
And farewel, dere cofin! til we mete. 

This marchant, which that was ful ware and 
Creanced hath, and paide cke in Paris [wife, 
“Yo certain Lumbardes, redy in hir hond, 
The famme of gold, and gate of hem his bond, 
And home he goth mery asa popingay, 

.w he ftood in fwiche array 
e he winne in that viage 
A thouiund frankes ubove all his coftage. 

His wif ful redy mette him at the gate, 
As the was wont of old ufage algate ; 

And all that night in mirthe they ben fetce, 
For he was riche, and clerely out of dette. 
Whan it was day, this marchant gan embrace 
His wif all newe, and kifte hire in hire face, 
And up he goth, and maketh it ful tough. 

No more, quod the ; by God ye have ynough’; 
And wantonly agen with him fhe plaide, 

‘Til at the laft this mfarchant to hire faide + 

By God, quod he, I ama lite! wrothe 
With you my wif, although it be me lothe 5 
And wore ye why? by God, as that J gefle 
hat ye han made a manere ftrangenefic 
Betwixen me and my cofin Dan John. 

Ye fhuld have warned me or {had gon 
That ke you had an hundred frankes paide 
By redy token, and held him evil apaide 
For that 1 to him fpake of chevifance 
(Me femed fo as by his contenance) 

But natheles, by God our heven king 

1 thoughte not to axe of him no thing. 

I pray thee, wif, ne do thou no more fo: 
‘Yell me alway, er that I fro thee go. 

If any dettour hath in min abfence 

Ypaid thee, left thurgh thy negligence 
Imight him axe a thing that he hath paide. 

"This wif was not aferde ne affraide, 

But boldely the faid, and that anon, 

Mary! I defie that falfe monk Dan John 5 

‘ kepe not of his tokenes never a del: > 

He toke me certain gold, | wote it wel. 

What! evil thedome on his monkes fnoutes 

‘or God it wot I wend withouten doute 

‘That he had yeve it me becaufe of you, 

To don therwith min honour and my-prow 
‘or cofinage and eke for delle chere 

‘That he hath had ful often times here : 

But fith 1 fee { onde in fwiche disjoint 

I wol anfwere you fhortly to the point. 

Ye have mo flakke dettours than am Ty 
For I wol pay you wel and redily 
Fro day to day; and if fo -be f faiile, 

Jam your wif, fcore it upon my taile, 
And I thal pay as fone as ever I may 3 
¥or by my trouth Uhave on min array, 
And not in wafte, beftowed it every debt 
And for I have beftowed it fo wel 

Hy 




















tu THE SHIBMANNES TALE. 


For your honour, for Goddes fake t fay Sith that the thing’ may not amended be. 

As beth nog wrothe, but let us laugh and play: Now wif, he faid, and | foryeve it thec ; 

Ye fhal my joly body han to wedde ; But by thy lif be ne no mere fo larga; 

By God I n’ili not pay you but a-hedde : Kepe bet my goed; this yeve I thee in charge, 
F ryeve it‘ me, min owen fpouse dere! Thas endeth now my Tale, and God us femdtc.* 
‘Yurne hitherward, and maketh better chere. Taling ynough apte our lives ende., 


‘This marchant faw ther was no remedy, 
And for to phide it n’ere bat a foly, 


THE FRIORESSES PROLOGUE. 


THE PRIORESSES PROLOGUE. 


We: faid, by corpor DokNaj, quod our Hofte y 
Now longe mote thou failen by the cofte, 
"Thou gentit maifter, gentil marinere. 


Areretve she mionke « thoyfand Jaft quad yere, 
A ha! felawes, beth wire of fwiche a Jape. 
‘The monke put in the manngs hode an ape, 
And in hie wifes eke, by Seint Auftin. 
Draweth no monkes more into your in. 

Bue now paffe over, and Ict us fcek abouta 
Who shall now tellen ferft of all this toute 


Another Tale : and with that word he faid, 

As curteifly as it had been 2 maid ; 
My Lady Prioreffe, by your leve, 

So that f wift 1 fhuld you not agreve, 

I wolde demen that ye tellen fhold 

A Tale next, if fo were that ye wold,, 

Now wol ye vachefauf, may Lady dere? 
Gladly, qued fhe; and faide as ye thyl bare, 


THE PRIORESSES TALE*. 


© Lord our Lord ! thy name how merveillous 

Is in this large world yfprad ! (quod fhe) 

For not al only thy laiide precious 

Parfourmed is by men of dignitec, 

But by the mouth of children thy boantee 

Parfourmed is, for on the breft fouking 

Sometime shewen they thin herying. 
Wherfore in laude, as} can beft_ and may, 

Of thee and of the white lily flour 

‘Which that thee bare, and is.a maide alwaf, 

‘To tell a ftorie I will do my labour; 

‘Net that I may encrefen hire honowr, 

For fhe herfelven is honopr and rete 

Of bountce, next hire fone, fow MEL 
“Garettier miaide | o ae fre! 
buthe unbrent ! brenning in Moyfes fight, 

prs ravilhedeft doun fro the deitee, 

Phurgh thin humbleffe, the goft that in the alight 
Of whos vertue, whan he thin hette light, 
Conceived was the fathers fapience, 

Helpe me to tell it in thy reverence. 
Lady! thy bountee, thy magnificence, 
Thy vertue and thy gret umikitee, 


* A miracle of a Chriftian child murdered by the Jews. 


Ther may no tongue expreffe in no fcience 
For fomtime, Lady { or men pray to thee 
‘Thou goft beforn of thy benignitee 
And geteft us the light of thy prayere 
To giden us unto thy fone fo dere. 
My conning is fo weke, o blisful Quens 
For to declare thy grote worthinefle, : 
‘That I ne may the weighte not fultene 5 
But asa child of twelf moneth old or leffe, 
That can unnethes any word exprefie, 
Right fe fare }, and therefore I you pray 
Gideth my fong that I thal of you fay. 
‘Ther was in Afie, in a gret eitec, 
Amonges Criften folk a Jewerie, 
Suftencd by a lord of that contree, 
For foule ufure and lucre of vilanie 
Hateful to Crift and to his compagnie, 
Andthurgh theftretemen mighten rideand wende , 
For it was free, and open at eyther ende. 
A litel {cole of Criften folk ther ftood 
Doun at the ferther end, ia which ther were 
Children an hepe comen of Criften blood, 
That lerned in that kcle yere by yere 


| Swiche mamere doGtrine as men ufed theres 


yen 


This is to fay, to fingen and to rede, 
As fale children don in hir childhede. 

Among thife children was a widewes fone, 
A litel clergion, fevene yere of age, 

‘That day by day to {cole was his wone, 
And eke alfo, wheras he fey the image 

Of Criftes moder, had he in ufage, 

As him was taught, to knele adoun, and fay 
‘lve Marie as he goth by the way. 

‘Thus hath this widewe hire litel fone ytaught 
Our blisful Lady, Criftes mother dere, 

To worthip ay, and he forgute it naught, 
For fely childe wol away fone lere. 

But aye whan J remembre on this matere 
Seint Nicholas ftant ever in my prefence, 
For he f yong to Crift did reverence, 

This litel childe bis lite] book lerning, 

As he fat in the fcole at his primere, 

He Ala Redenptoris herde fing, 

‘As children lered hir antiphonere, 

And as he dorft he drow him nere and nere, 
And herkened ay the words and the note, 
Til ke the firfte vers coude al by rote. 

Nought wift he what this Latin was to fay, 

For he io yonge and tendre was of age; 

But ona day his felaw gan he pray 

‘To expounden him this fong in his language, 
Or telle him why this fong was in ufage : 
‘This prayde he him to conftrue and declare 
Fu} oft time upon his knees bare. 

His felaw, which that elder was than he, 
Anfwered him thus ; This fong I have herd fay, 
‘Was maked of our blisful Lady fre, 

Hire to fulue, and eke hire for to prey 

‘To ben our help and focour whan we dey. 
1can no more expound in this matere ; 
Ilerne fong ; I can but {mal grammere. 

And is this fong maked in reverence 

Of Criftes moder ? faid this innocent : 

Now certes I wol don my diligence 

‘To conne it all or Criftemaffe be went, 
‘Though that I formy primer fhal be fhent, 
And thal be beten thries in an houre, 

I wol it conne our Ladie for to honoure. 

His felaw taught him homeward prively 

Fro day to day til he coude it by rote, 

Aud than he fong it wel and boldely 

Fro word to word according with the note:: 
Twies a day it paffed thurgh his throte, 

‘To fcoleward and homeward whan he wente; 
On Criftes moder fet was his entente. 

As I have faid, thurghout the Jewerie 

‘This litcl child, as he came to and fro, 
Ful merily than wold he fing and crie 
0 Abna Redemptoris: ever mo, 

"The fwetengfle hath his herte perfed fo 
Of Criftes moder, that to hire to pray 
He cannot flint of flinging by the way, 

Our firfte fo, the ferpent Sathanas, 

‘That hath in Jewes herte his wafpes neft, 
Up fwale and faid, O Ebraike peple, alas ! 
Js this to you a thing that is honeft. 

‘That fwiche a bey fhal walken as him lefte 
In your defpit, and fing of fwiche fentence, 
‘Which is again our lawes reverence ? 


THE PRIORESSES TALE. 


From thennesforth’the Jewes han confpirdd 
‘This innocent out of this world to chace : 
And homicide thereto han they hired, 

‘That in an aleye had a privee place, 

And asthe child gan forthby for to pace 

‘This curfed Jcw him hent and held him faft, 

And cut his throte, and in a pit him ca? 
fay that in a wardrope they him tyr, 

“Wher ife Jewes purgen hir entrai 

Ocurfed RX! 
















































! of Herodes alle-news;*— 

What may your evil entente you availle? 
Mordre wol out, certein it wol not faille ; 

And namely ther the honour of God fhal fprede 
The blood out crieth on your cpfed dede. 

O martyr fouded in virg*aitee ! 

Now maift thou finge a~4 folwen ever in on 
The white Lamb celeftial quod the, 

Of which the gret evangelift Seint John 

In Pathmos wrote, whigh faythethat they +ha? gor 
Beforn this Lamb, and {ings Tong al newe, 

That never flefhly woman they ne knewe. 

This poure widewe awaiteth al that night 
After hire litel childe, and he came nought, 
For which as fone as it was dayes light, 

With face pale of drede and befy thought 
She hath at {cole and elles wher him fought, 
Til finally the gan fo fepalpie 

‘Yhat he Jaft feen was in the Jeweric. . 

With modres pitce in hire breft:nclofed 
She goth, as fhe were half out of hire minde, 
To every place wher fhe hath fi:ppofed 
By likelihed hire litel child to finde ; 
ind ever on Criftes moder meke and kinde 
She cried, and at the lafte thus fhe wrought, 
Among the curfed Jewes fhe him fought. 

She freyneth and fhe praicth pitoully 
To every Jew that dwelled in thilke place 
‘To telle hire of hire child went ought forth by ; 
They fayden Nay ; but Jefu of his grace 
Yave in hire thought, within a little fpace, 
‘That in that place after hire fone fhe cride 
‘Ther he was caften in a pit befide. 

O grcte God, that pgrformeft thy Iaude 
By mouth of innocentes, lo here thy might 
‘This gem of chaftitee, this emerande, 

And eke of martirdome the rubie bright, 
Ther he with throte ycorven lay upright 
He Alma Redemptoris gan to finge * 

So louge, that all the place garf ta ringe. 
~The Criftea folk that thurgh the ftrete wente 
Im xgmen for to wondre upon this thing, 
And InQifly they for the provott fente : 
He came Ssen_withantcn crying, 

And hericth Crift, that is of heven king, 
And eke his moder, honour of mankind, 
And after that the Jewes let he binde 

This child with pitous lamentation 

Was taken up, finging his fong alway, 
And with honpur and gret proceffion 
‘They carien him unto the next abbey ; 
His moder fwouning by the bere lay : 
Unnethes might the peple that was there 

This newe Rachel bringen fro his bere. 

‘With turment and with fhameful deth eche on 
This provoft doth thife Jewes for to erye : 


THE PRIORESSES TALE, 
-| As ye-han herde ; and whan that I had fonge 


That SF this moder wifte, and that anon: 
He olde no fwiche curfedneffe obferve : 
eM hal he have that evil wol deferve ; 
-Theffor with wild hors he did hem drawe, 
vAnd after that he heng hem by the lawe. 
Upon his bere ay lith this innocent 
“aeforgthe Ster while the male laft, 


ZAnd alfgyegyat the abbot with his covent N 
“Han fpe Reem fo to berie him ful fai. 


And whan they“haly water on him caf” 
Yet fpake thischild, whan fpreint wastheholy water, 
Andiang, G dima Redemptoris Mater ! 
This abbot, whjch that was an holy man, 
As monkies ben, oo> 
This yonge child to conf 
And faid; O dere child ! I 
In vertue of the holy trinitee, 
Tell we what is thy caufé for to fing, 
~éith that tpthsote is cuits ey fming. 
My throte is cut unto my nekke bon, 
Saide this child, and as by way of kinde 
1 shuld have deyd, ye longe time agon, 
But Jefu Crift, as ye in bookes finde, 
Wol that this glory Jaft and be in minde, 
And for the worthip of his moder dere. 
Yet may I fing O Alma loude and clere. 
+» This welle of mercie, Criftes moder fwete, 
* Lloved alw@p, ag after my conning ; 
And whan thal] my lif thulde forlete 


aypic the eame, and bad me for to fing 
Th. im veraily in my dying, 





mag) 


Me thought fhe laid a grain upon my tonge. 

Wherfore I fing, and fing I mote certain, 
In honour of that blisful maiden free, 

‘Til fro my tonge of taken is the grain, 

And after that thus faide fhe to me; 

My litel child, than wol I fetchen thee, 
Whan that the grain is fro thy tongue ytake + 
‘Be not agafte, I wol thee not forfake. 

This holy monk, this abbot him mene I, 
His tonge out caught, and toke away the grain, 
And he yave up the goft fai foftely. 

And whan this abbot had this wonder {ein 
His fate teres trilled adoun as reyne, 

And groff he fell al platte upon the ground, 
‘And fill he lay as he had ben ybound. 

‘The covent lay cke upon the pavement 
Weping and herying Criftes moder dere ; 
And after that they rifen, and forth ben-went, 
And toke away this martir fro his bere, 
And ina tombe of marble tones clere 
Enclofen they his litel body {wete : 

Ther he is now God lene us for to mete, 

O young Hew of Lincola ! fain alfo 
With curfed Jewes, as it is notable, 

For it n’is but a litel while ago, 

Pray eke for us, we finful folk unttable, 
‘That of his mercie God fo merciable 
On us his grete mercic multiplie, 

For reverence of his moder Marie. 


aq PROLOGUE TO SIRE THOPAS 





PROLOGUE TO SIRE THOPAS. 


Wruan faid wae this miracle every man He femeth elvith by hig/Ontenartce, 
As fobct was that wonder was to fee, For unto no wight doch He daliancé. 
‘Til that owt Hofte to fapen he began, Say now fomwhat, fin other folk han faide ; 
And thah at eft ite loked upon meg Tell us a Tale of mirthe; and that anon. 
And faite thus What maa att thou? quod ht; | Hofte, qued I,ae LevtretexiLapaide; 
‘Thou lokeft ax thoa *oldeft find an hare, For other Tale certes can 1 non 
For ever upoti the ground I fue thee ftare. But of a rime I Jerned yore agon. 
Approche nere, and loke tip ieérily. Ye, that is good, quod he ; we thullen here 


Now ware you, Sites, and let this man have place; | Som deintee thing me thiuketh bv thy chere: 
He in the walte ix fhapen as wel ax I. 

‘This were a popet ih an arme to enbrace 

For any woman, {mal and faire of face. 
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THE RIME OF SIRE THOPAS?*, 


Listenern, Lordinges, in good entent, He coude hunt at the wilde dere, 
And 1 wol tel you veramant And ride on hauking for the rivere 
Of mirthe and of folas, With grey gofhauk on honde; 
Al of a knight was faire and gent Therto he was a good archere 
Jn bataille and in turnament, Of wraftling was ther non his pere 
His name was Sire Thopas, Ther ony ram fhuld ftonde. 
Yborne he was in fer contree, Ful many a maide bright in bour 
In Flandres, al beyonde the fee, ‘They mourned for him ger amour 
At Popering in the place: Whan hem were bet to flepe; 
His father was a man ful free, .| But he was chafte and no Icchour, 
And lord he was of that contrec, | And fwete as is the bramble four 
As it was Goddes grace. ‘Thaj_bereth the red hepe, 
Sire ‘Thopas was a doughty fwain, Ane fo it fell upon .aday, 
‘White was his face as paindemaine, Forfoth, as I you tellen may, 
His lippes red as rofe + Sire Thopas wold out ride; 
His rudde is like fearlet in grain, He worth upon his ftede gray, 
And I you tell in good certain And in his hond a Iauncegay, 
He had a femely nofe. A long fwerd by his fide. 
His here, his berde, was like fafroun, He priketh thurgh 2 faire foreft, 
That to his girdle raught adoun; ‘Therin is many a wilde beft, 
His fhoon of Cordewane ; Ye both buck and hare ; 
Of Brugges were his hofen broun 5 And as he pricked north and eft, 
His robe was of chekelatoun, I telle it you, him had almefle 





That cofte many a Jane. Betidde 2 fory care, 


* Anorthern Tale of an outlandith knizht, purpotely | 
ettercd by Chaucer in arime and tly'e diffeting from the 
reft, as though he himte! re not the author but only 
the'repurter 0: tie other Lales. Uris 





THE RIME OF SIRE THOPAS., 


Mer fpringen herbes grete and fmale, 
‘Tae licoris and the fetewale, 
And many a cloue gilofre, 
‘And notenmuge to put in ale, 
‘Whether it be moift or ftale, 
Or fogto lat in cofre. 
idges ingen, it is no nay, 
The fper\gu‘and the popingay, 
"That joye Yt was te here, 
The throftél cok made eke his lay, 
‘The wode doye upon the fpr: 
-He fang ful loudqand cleze. 
Sire “Chopas feli n> love-langing 
Al whan he herd the thioftel ling, 
And priked as he were wood; 
His faire ftede in his priking 
So fwatte that men might him wring, 
His fides were x! blond, 

Sire Thopas eke fo wery svas 
Tor priking on the fofte gras, * 
So fiers was his corage, 
That doun he faid him in that place 
‘fo maken his itede fom folace, 
And yaf him good forage, 

A, Seinte Mary, denedicite £ 




















To binde nf ? 
Me drem ipa night parde 
@aclf quyext thal my Iemman be, 
Andi under my gore. 
An elf quene wol I love 
For in this world no woman is 
Worthy to be my make in toun 
All other women [I forfuke, 
And toan elf quene I me take 
By dale and eke by doun. 
Into his fadel he clombe anon, 
And priked over ftile and fton 
‘Anelf quene for to efpie, 
hil ke fo Jong had riden and gone 
‘That he fond in a privee wone 
‘The contree of Faerie. 
Wherin he foughte north and fouth, 
And oft he {pied with his mouth 
Jn many a forett wilde, 
For in that contree n’ss ther non 
That to him: dorft ride or gon, 
Neither wifne childe. 
‘Fil that ther came a gret geaunt, 
eUnt, 
A perilous men ofduda; 2 
Tedayde, Cand, by gaunt 
je if thou prike out of myn haunt 

















non I flee thy ficed with mace——- 
jere is the Quene of Facrie, 
With harpe, and pipe, and fimphonic, 
Dwelling in this place, 
The child fayd, Al fo mote J the 
To morwe wol I meten thee, 
Whan I have min armoure, 
Aud yee I hope per me soy 
Pet thou thal with this launcegay 
bien it ful foure: thy mewo 


a a ng 


tas 


Sire Thopas drew abak ful fat s 
This geaunt at him ftenes caft 
Out of a fel ftaffe fling : 
But faire efcaped child Thopas, 
And all iswas thurgh Goddes grace, 
And thurgh his faire bering. 

Yet lifteneth, Lordings, te my Tale, 
Merier than the nightingale, 
For now | wol you roune 
How Sire Thopas with fides fmals, 
Priking over hill and dale,” 
Is comen agein to toune, 

His mery men commandeth he 
To maken him bothe game and gle, 
For nedes mutt he fighte 
With a geaunt with hedes three 
For paramour and jolitee 
Of on that fhone ful brighte. 

Do come, he fayd, my mineftrales 
And geftours for to tellen tales 
Anon in min arming, 
Of romaunces that ben reales, 
Of popes and of cardinales, 
And cke of love-longing. 

They fet him firft the fwete win, 
And mede eke in a mafelin 
And real fpicerie, 
Of ginger-bred that was ful fin, 
And licoris and eke comin, 
With fagar that is trie. 

He didde next his white lere 
Of cloth of lake fin and clere 
A breche and cke a therte, 
And next his fhert an haketon, 
And over that an habergeon. 
For percing of his herte ; 

And over that 2 fin hauberk 
Was all ywrought of Jewes werk, 
Ful ftrong it was of plate, 
And over that his cote-armoure, 
As white as is the lily floure, 
in which he wold debate. 

His theld was all of gold fo red, 
Aud therin was a bores hed, 
A charboucle befide ; 
Ana ther he {wore on ale and bred 
How that the geaunt fhuld be ded, 
Betide what fo betide, 

His jambaix were of cuirbouly, 
His fwerdes fheth of ivory, 
His helme of latoun bright, 
His fadel wes of rewel bone, 
His bridet as the fone fhone, 
Or as the mone light. 

His fpere was of fin cypres, 
That bodcth werre and nothing pees 
The hed ful tharpe yground : 
His ftede was all dapple gray, 
It goth an aumble in the way 
Ful foftely and round in londe- 
Lo, Lordes min, here isa fit, 
H ye wol ony more of it 
"Fo tee it wol I fend. 
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And herkeneth to my fpell ; 
Of batailte and of chevalrie, 
‘Of ladies love and druerie, 
Anon I wol you tell. 

Men fpeken of romaunces of pris, 
OF Hornchild and of Ipotis, 
Of Bevis and Sire Guy, 
Of Sire Libeux and Pleindamonr, 
But Sirc 'Vhopas he bereth the flour 
Of rea] chevalrie. 

His goode ftede he al beftrodc, 
And forth upon his way he glode 


OF SIRE THOPAS, 


| As fparcle out of bronde; 
Upon his creft he bare a tour, 
And therin ftiked a lily flour; 
God fhilde his corps fro fhonde! 
And for he was a knight auntrous 
He n’olde flepen in non hous, 
= en in his hood ; 
His brit helm was kis wanger, | 
And by his baited his deftrer 
Of herbes finand good. 
Hiaifelf drank water of the well, 
As did the knight Sire Perciveh 
So worthy under wede, 


‘lil on a day. i 
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PROLOGUE TO MELIBEUS. 


No more of this for Goddes dignitee, 
Quod our Hofte, for thou makeft me 
So wery of thy veray lewednefle, 
That al fo willy God my foule bleffe 
Min eres aken of thy drafty {peche, 
Now fwiche a rime the devil I beteche ; 
This may wel be rime dogerel, quod he. 
Why fo? quod 1; why wolt thou letten me 
More-et maT ale than an other man, 
Sin that it is thy bette rime I can? 







By God, g@f6d he, for plainly at o word 
Thyedes Timing is not worth a tord + 


Tho@oft nought elles but difpendett time, 

Sire, at o word thoy fhait no lenger rime, 

»Let fee wher thou cantt tellen ought in gefte, 

Or tellen in profe fomwhat at the lefte 

In which ther be fom mirthe or fom dodtrine. 
Gladly, quod 1; by Goddes fwete pine 

Twol you tell a lite} thing in profe 

That oughte tiken you, as I fuppofe, 

Or elles certes ye be to dangerous. 

It is a moral Tale vertuous, 

Al be it told fomtime in fondry wife 

Offondry folk, as § fhal you devife, 


As thus; ye wot that every evangelift 
‘That telleth us the peine of Jefu Crift 
Ne faith not alle thing as his felaw‘ doth; 
But natheles hir fentence is al foth, 

And alle accorden as in hir fentence, 
Albe ther in hir telling difference ; 

For fom of hem fay more and fom fay leffe 
Whan they his pitous paflion expreffe . 

I mene of Mark and Mathew, Luke and John, 
But douteles hir fentence is all on, 
Uherfore, Lordinges all, 1 you befeche, 

If that yc thinke I vary in my fpeche, 

As thus, though that I telle fom del more 
Of proverbes than ye han herde before 
Comprehended in this litel tretife here, 
To enforcen with the effect of my matere, 
And though U not the fame wordes fay 

As ye han herde, yet to you alle I pray 
Blameth me not, for as in my fentenca 
Shul ye nowher finden no difference 

Fro the fentence of thilke tretife lite 

After the which this mery Tale I write 
Aud therfor¢ herkeneth what I fhal fay, 
And let me tellen ali my Tale I pray. 


wes 


WHE TALE OF MELIBEUS. 














TALE OF MELIBEUS*. 


A. yvoncr man called Melibeus, mighty and 
riche, begate upon his wif that called was Pru- 
dence a doughter which that called was Sophie. 

Upon a day befell that he for his difport is went 
Ynto the feldes him toplaye. His wif and eke his 
doughter hath he left within his hous, of which the 
dores weren fult yfherte, Foure of his olde foos han 
it efpied, and fetten ladders to the walles of his hous, 
and by the windowes ben entred, and beten his 
wif, and wounded his doughter with five morta} 
woundes in five fondry places; this is to fay, in 
hire fect, in hire hondes, in hire eres, in hire nofe, 
and in hire mouth, and leften hire for dede, and 
wenten away. 

‘Whan Melibeps retartied was into his hous, and 
fey al this mctchicf, he like a madman rending his 
clothes gan to wepe and cric. 

Pradence his wif, as fer forth as the dorfte, be- 
fought him of hjs weping for to ftint : but not 
forthy he gan to crie and wepen ever lenger the 
more. 

This noble wif Prudence remembred hire upon 
the fentence of Qvide, in his hook that cleped is 
"The Remedie of Love, wheras he faith, He is a 
fool that diftourbeth the moder to wepe in the 
deth of hire childe til the have wept bire fille, as 
for a certain time ; ‘and than fhala man don his di- 
figence with amiable wordes hire to reconforte, 
and preye hire of hire weping for to ftinte. For 
which refon this noble wif Prudence fuifred hire 
hutbond for to wepe and crie as for a certain fpace, 
and whan fhe faw hire time fhe le to him in 






this wife: Alas! my Lord, quod the, why make” 


ye yourfelf for to be like a fool? forfothe it apper- 
teineth not to a wife man to maken fwiche a forwe 
Youre doughter with the grace of God thal was 
and efcape. And al were it fo that ihe right now 
were dede, ye n¢ ought not as for hire deth youre- 
felf to deftroye. Senck fuith, The wile man thal 
not take to gret difcomfort for the deth of his chil- 
dren, but certes he fhulde fuffren it in patience, as 





wel as he abideth the deth of hisowen propre per- ; 


fone. 


* Prudence, the difcreet wife of Melibeus, perfradeth 
her fiifuand to patience, and to receive his enemies to 
mercie and grace. & Vale Tull of maralitic, wheria bork 
high and low may lkcrne to governe their aifections, 
Speghte 











"This Mclibeus anfwered anon and faide ; What 
man (quod he) fhulde of his weping ftinte that 
hath fo gret a caufe for to wepe? Jelu Crift our 
Lord himfelf wepte for the deth of Lazarus 
his frend. Prudence anfwerd; Certes wel l wots 
attempre weping is nothing defended to him that 
forweful is among folk in forwe, but jt is rather 
graunted fim to wepe. The apoftle Poule yao 
the Romaines writeth, Man fhal rejoyce with hem 
that maken joye, and wepen with fwiche folk as 
wepen. But though attempre wepins-he exanted,” 
outrageous weping eertesis dalerded. Mefure of 


weping fhulde be confiderad aft ¢ fore that 
techcth us Senek. Whan that thy ¢ iswiue 


(quod he) fet not thin eyen to maifte ben a& teres 
ne to muche drie; although the teres comen to 
thin eye let hem nat fatle. And whan thou haf 
forgon thy frend do diligence to get agein anether 
frend ; and this is more wifdom than for to wepe 
for thy frejde which that then aft loene, for 
therin is no bote. And therfore if ye governe 
you by fapience, put away forwe out of youre 
herte. Remembreth you that Jefus Sirals fayth, A 
man that is joyous and glad in herte it him con- 
ferveth florifhing in his age; but forhly « frrwe- 
ful herte maketh his bones drie. He faith che 
thus, that furwe in herte flecth ful many a man. 
Salomon fayth, that right 2s mouthes in the fhepes 
ficefe anoien to the clothes, and the finale wormes. 
to the tree, right fo anoieth forwe to the herte of 
man; wherfore us ought as wel in the deth of 
oure children asin the loffe ef our goodes tempo- 
rel have patience. 

Remembre you upon the paticnt Job; whart 
he hadde loft his children and his tempore) fub- 
ftaunce, and-iehis body endti 














pdtsetand received ful 
many a2 grevous tribulation, yet fayde he “thus, 
Oure Lord hath yave it to me, our Lord hath 
beratt it me; tight as oure Lord hath wold ri’ ht 
fo it is don; ybleffed be the name of oure Lo.4. 
| "Lo thife forefaide thinges anfwered Melibeus unt ~ 
his wif Prudence : All thy wordes (quod he) ber 
‘ trewe, and therto profitable, but trewely min 
herte is troubled with this forwe fo grevoufly that 
{not what to don. Let calle (quod Prudence} 
thy trewe frendes alle, and thy Linage. which 
that ben wife, and tellerh to hem jour cas, ead 
t herkeneth what they fays in cenfeilling, ana ga 
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seine yeu after hir fentence. Salomon fait, 
"Werke all thinges by confeil and thou thalt never 
repente. 

Than by confeil of his wif Prudence this Meli- 

jus let cullen a gret congregation of folk, 2s fur- 

ns, phificiens, olde folk and yonge, and fom of 

olde enemies reconciled (as by hir, t) 

ato hifslove and to his grace; and therwithal ther 

comenWome-of his nelghehoutiy tt diden him 

reveretke more for drede thay for love, as it hap- 

peth oft women alfo fff many fubtil flatter- 
ers, and wife advocats Jerned in the lawe. 

And whan thife folk togeder affembled weren, 
this Melibeus in forweful wile faewed hem His cas, 
and by the manere of his fpeche it femed that in 
herte he bate acruel ire, ready to don vengeaunce 
upon his foos, and foticinly defired that the werre 
fhulde beginne, but natheles yet axed he his con- 
teil upon this matere. A furgien, by licence and 
affent of fwiche as weren wife, up rofe, and unto 
Melibeus fayde as ye moun here. 

Sire, (quod he) as to us furgiens apperteineth 
that we do to every wightshé befte that we can, 
wher as we ben withholden, and to our patient 
that we do no damage, wherfore it happeth many 
time and ofte that whan twey men han everich 

rowetirdergther o fame furgicn heleth hem both, 
wherfore ungo our art it is not pertinent to norice 
werre, ngffarties to fupporte : but certes as to the 

“aripeffg of youre doughter, al be it fo that peri- 

fy fhe be wounded, we fhuln do fo entent if 
befineffe fro day to night, that with the grace of 
God fhe {hal be hole and found as fone as ts pofti- 
Me, Almoft right in the fame wife the phificiens 
anfwerden, fave that they faiden a fewe wordes 
more; that right as maladies ben cured by hir 
contrarics, right fo fhal man warithe werre. His 
neigheboures ful of envie, his feined frendes that 
femed reconciled, and his flaterers, maden fem- 
blant of weping, and empeired and agregzed mu- 
chet of this materc, in preyfing gretly Melibee of 
might, of power, of richeffe, and of ircndes, def- 
pifing the power of his adverfaries, and faiden 
outrely that he anon fhulde wreken him on his 
foos, and beginnen werre. 

Up rofe than an advocat that was wife, by 
leve and by confeil of other that were wife, and 
fayde ; Lordinges, the nede for the which we 
ben aifembled in this place is a ful havie thing, 
and heigh matere, becaufe of the wrong and 
of the wikkedneffe that hath be don, and eke by 
reafon of the-g.cté Us..nJgts that in time coming 

An poffible to fallen for the fame caufe, and cke 
by refon of the gret richeile and power of the 
parties bothe, for the which refons it were 2 ful 
gret peril to erren in this matere ; wherfore, Meli- 
heus, this is oure fentence: we confeille you, 
aboven alle thing, that right anon thou do thy 
diligence in keping of thy propre perfone in 
{wichea wife that thoune wantuon efpiene watche 
thy body for to fave: and after that we confeille 
an thin hous thou fette fuffifant garnifon, fo 

. thf. they moun as wel thy body asthy hous de- 
fende ; but certes for to meeven werre, ne fgdenly 
Vou. I. 
















ny 
for to do vengeaunce, we moun not dene in fd 

litel time that it were profitable; wherefore we 

axen leifer and fpace to have deliberation in this 

cas to deme; for the comune proverbe faith thus 

He that fone demeth fone fhal repentes and eke 

men fain that thilke juge is wife that fone undera 

ftondeth a matere and jugeth by leifer + for al be ir 

fo that al tarying be anoiful, algates it is not to 

“preve in yeving of jugement, ne it vengeance 

vkinz, whan it is fuffifant and refonable: and 

that Shewed our Lord Jefu Crift by enfample ; for 

whan that the woman that was taken In advouttie 

was brought in his prefence, to knoweh what 

fhuld be don with hire perfone, al be it that he- 
wift wel himfelf what that he wolde anfwere, yet 

ne wolde he not anfwere fo deinly, 
have deliberation, and in the ground he wrote 
twies : and by thife caufes we uxen deliberations 
and we fluln than by the grace of God confeilld 
the thing that fhal be profitable, 

Up fterte than the yonge folk at one’, and the 
moft partie of that compagnie han Scorned this: 
olde wife man, and begonnen to make nolfe and. 
faiden, Right fo as while that iren is hot meré 
fhulde fmitc, right fo meh fhula de wreken hir 
wronges while that they ben frefhe and newe i 
and with loude voys they cridea Werre! werre! 
Up rofe tho on of thife old wife, and with his hand 
made countenance that men fhuld holde hem fillé 
and yeve him audience, Lordingcs, (quod he} 
ther is ful many a man thet crieth Werre! werre! 
that wote ful litel what werre amounteth. Werre 
at his beginning hath fo gret an entring and fo 
large, that every wight may enter whan himliketh; 
and lightly find werre; but certes what end that’ 
fhal befalle it is not light to know; for fothly 
whan that werre is ones begonhe there is ful many 
a child unborne of his moder that fhal ferve’ 
yong by caufe of thilke werre, other ellestive in 
forwe, and dien in wretchednefie; and therfore 
or that any werre be begonne mcn mutt have 
gret confeil and gret deitberation, And wha 
this olde man wende to enforcen his tale by refonsy 
wel nie alle at ones begonne they to rife for to 
breken his tale, and bidden him ful oft his wordes 
for to abregge; for fothly he that preehcth to 
hem that litten not heren his wordes, his fermen: 
hem anoieth ; for Jefus Sirak fayth that fufke ins 
weping is a noious thing: this is tofayn, as 
mucke availleth to fpeke beforn folk to which his 
fpeche anoieth astofinge beiérne him that wepeth, 
And whan this wife man faw that hint wanted 
audience al fhamefait he fette him dour agein + 
for Salomon faith, Thet a8 thou ne mayft have 
non audience enforce thee not to {peke. I fee wel 
(quod this wife man) that the comune proverbe 
is forth, that good conieil wanteth whan it is moft 
nede, 

Yet had this Melibeas in hi: 
that prively in his ere con{villed him certain thing, 
and confeilled him the contrary in general audis 
ence, Whan Mclibeus had herd thar the greteft 
party of his confeil were accorded that he fhulde- 
make werre, anon he conf&nted to hire confeillingy 
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and fully affermed hir fentence. Than Dame Pru- . behight to performe your emprife, and neverthes 
dence, whan that fhe faw how that hire hufbonde ; les ye weive to performe thilke fame emprife by 
fhope him fortoawreke him on his foos, andto be- | juit caufe, men fhuld not fay therfore ye were @ 
ginne werre, fhe in ful humble wife, whan fhe faw | lycr ne forfworn; for the book fayth that the wife | 
hire time, faydé him thefe wordes: My Lord, (quod | man muketh no lefing whan he turneth his corag~- 
fhe) I you befeche, as hertly as I-dare and can, for the better. And al be it that your emprife by. 
ne hafte you not to faite, and for alle guerdonds | elta and ordeined by gret multitude of foJ}3* 
as yeve me audience; for Piers Alphonfe * fayth, | yef thar you not accomplifh thilke ordinancp“but 
“Who fo that doth to thee outher good or harme | you liketh, formshg trouthe of thinges and thi, prow 
hafie thee not to quite it, for in this wife thy fit ben rather founugn in fewe folk that bea wife 
frend wol abide, and thin enemie fhal the lenger | and ful of refon, tham by gret o-sltit=2’ of folle 
live in drede. The proverbe fayth, He, hafteth } ther every man_cryeth and clattereth what him 
wel that wifely can abide ; and in wikked hait is | liketh; fothly fwiche multitude is not honeft. As 
No profite. to the‘fecond refon, wheras ye fay that all women 
‘This Melibee anfwered unto his wif Prudence ; ben wicke; fave your graee, certes ye defpife alle 
T purpofe not (qued he) to werken by thy con- | women in this wife, and he that all defpifeth, as 
feil for many caufes and refons, fer certes every | faith the book, all defplefeth: And Senek faith, 
wight wold bold me than a fool; this is to fayn, ] that who fo wol have fapience fhall no man dif- 
if T for thy confeilling wolde change thinges that | preife, but be thal gladly teche the fcience that he 
‘bed ordained and affirmed ‘by fo many wife men. | can without prefumption or pride; and fwiche 
Secondly, 1 fay that all women ben wicke, and | thinges as he ncught can he thal not ben afhamed, 
non good of hem all; for of a thoufand men, faith | to lere hem, and te enquere of leffe folk than him- 
Salomon, 1 found o good man; but certes of alle | felf. And, Sire, tether hath ben ful many a 
women good found 1 never. And alfo, certes if | good woman may lightly be preveds for certesy 
I governed me by thy confeil it thulde feme that } Sire, our Lord Jefu Crift n’olde never han def- 
Thad yeve thee over me the maiftrie; and God | cended to be borne of a woman if all women had 
forbede that it fo were ; for Jefus Sirak fayth, that | be wicked; and after that, for the gre,bewte 
$f the wif have the maiftrie fhe is contrarious to | that is in women, our Lord Jefu Crig, whan he 
hire hufbond; and Salomon fayth, Never in thy | was rifen from deth to lif, appeared rtoa 
Lif to thy wif, ne to thy child, ne to thy frend, | woman than to his apoftles, And though thag Sa« 
ne yeve no power over thyfelf; for better it were lomon fayde he founde pever no good woman, vu 
that thy children axe of thee thinges that hem folweth not therfore that all women be wicked, 
nedcth, than thou {ce thyfelf in the handes of thy | for though that he ne found no good woman, 
children, And alfo if 1 wol werche by thy con- | certes many another man hath founde many @ 
Seilling, certesit muft be fomtime fecree, til it were | woman ful good and trewe: orelles, peraventure, 
time that it be knowen, and this ne may not | the entent of Salomon was this, that in foveraine 
be if ¥ thulde be confeilled by thee [For it is ] bountec he found no woman ; this is to fay, that 
writen ¢ The jangleric of women ne can no thing } ther is no wight that hath foveraine bountee fave 
hide fave that which they wote not; after the phi- | God alone, as he himfelf recordeth in his Evange~ 
Yofophre feyth, In wikked confeil women ven- | lies; for ther is no creature fo good that him ne 
quithen men: and for thife refons I ne owe not wanteth fomwhat of the perfedtion of God that 
to be confeilled by thee.] is his maker. Youre thridde refon is this; ye fay 
‘Whan Dame Prudence, ful debonairly, and with | that if that ye governe you by my confeil it 
yret-pacience, had herd all thathire hufbonde liked | fhulde feme that ye had yeve me the maiftrie and 
for to fay, than axed fhe of him licence for to | the lordfhip of your perfon. Sire, fave your grace, 
fpeke, and fayde in this wife: My lord, (quod | it is not fo; for if fo were that no man thulde be 
fhe) as to your: firft refon it may lightly ben an- confeilled but only of hem that han lordfhip and 
fwerd, for I fay that it is no folie to chaunge con- | maiftrie of hisperfon, men n’oldenot be confeilled 
feil whan the thing is chaunged, or elles whan the | fo often; for fothly thilke man that afketh con- 
thing femeth otherwife than it femed afore. And | feil of a purpos, yet hath he free chois whether 
moreover, I fay, though that ye have fworne and } he wol werke after that confeil or non, And as 
ze to your fourth refon, thor >=7< tai shat the jang- 
lerie of women can hide thinges that they wot 
not, as who fo fayth that a woman can not hide 
that the wote ; Sire, thife wordes ben underftonde 
of women that ben janglereffles and wicked, of 
which women men fain that three thinges driven 
a man out of his hous, that is to fay, fmake, drope 
ping of raine, and wicked wives; and of {wiche 
wonten Salomon fayth, that a man were better 
|. dwell in defert than witha woman that is riotous? 
and, Sire, by your Jeve, that am not I, for yeXave 
ful often affaied my gret filence and my grét pe 








































* He calle himldit PerPus Alfunnfi in his Dialogus contra 
Yudacos, mf. Harl, 3861. He there informs us, that ae 
vas hiavfelf originally a Jew, but converted and baptized 
Gu the year 1106, in July, die natalis App, Petri et Pauli 
upon which account he took the name af Peter. 

+ Whatis fheluded between hooks is wanting in all the 
amif. which t have examined ; it js plainly neceflary to the 
fenfe, as it thews us what the tourth and filth reafons of 
Melileus were to which lrudence replies: [have there- 
fore inferted as literal a tranfla‘ion as | imagine Chaucer 
amight bave made of tle following paffage in the Fr. 
Melibee, mf. Reg. 19. C. vii. Carileileicript, 
4: des femmes ne puct tiens celler for: : 
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inges that men oughten fecretly tohiden. And 
sfothly as to your fifthe refon, wheras ye fay that 
in wicked confeil women venquifhed men, God 
te that thilke refon fant here in no ftede; for 
erftondeth now ye axen confeil for to .do 
‘kedneffe, and if ye wol werken wickedneffe, 
and Sour wif reftraineth thilke wicked "Pos, a> 


3 
overcépeth you by refon and by good confeil, 
certes your wif ought rather top prcifed than to 
he blam: hus yuide ye upd ritonde the philo« 
fophré that fayth, in wicked confeil women ven- 


quithen hir huSbondes, And ther as you blamen 
all women and hir refons, I fhal thewe you by 
many enfamples that many women have ben ful 
good, and yet ben, and hir confeil holefome and 
Profitable. Eke fom men han fayd that the confeil 
of women is either to dere or elles to litel of pris: 
but al be it fo that ful many a woman be bad, and 
hire confeil vile and nought worth, yet han men 
founden ful many a good womany and difercte 
and wife in confeilling, Lo Jagéb, thurgh the 
good confeil of his mother Repéke. wan the be- 
nifon of his father and lordfhip over all his 






brethren ; Judith by hire good confeil delivered 
the citee of Bethulie, in which the dwelt, out of 
the 


ade of Holofern, that had it befeged, and 

A deflroye; Abigail delivered Nabal 

ire houfbgs fro David the king, that wolde han 

flain higg@and appefed the ire of the king by hite 

by hire good confeilling; Helter by hire 
conieil enhaunced gretly the peple of God in the 
regne of Affuerus the king; and the fame bountee 
in good confcilling of many « good woman moun 
men rede and tell, And further more, whan that 
oure Lord had created Adam oure forme father 
he fayde in this wife ; It isnot good to be a man 
allone ; make we to him an helpe femblable to 
himfelf. Here moun ye fee that if that women 
‘weren not good, and hir confeil good and profita- 
ble, oure Lord God of heven wolde neither han 
wrought hem. ne called hem helpe of man, but 
rather confufion of man. And ther fayd a clerk 
ones in two vers, What is better than gold? 
jafpre ; what is better than jafpre ? wifdom ; and 
what is better than wifdom ? woman 3 and what 
is better than a good woman? slothing. And, 
Sire, by many other refons moun ye feen that 
many women ben good, and hir confeil good and 
profitable ; and therefore, Sire, if ye wol trofte 
to my confeil, I thal reftore you your doughter 
hoig and found, 224 1 woldon to you fo muche 
that ye fhuisi have honour in this cas. 

“Wan Melibee had herd the wordes of his wif 
‘Prudence, he fayd thus; I fe wel that the word of 
Salomon is foth, for he faith that wordes that ben 
fpoken difcretly by ordinaunce ben honiecombes, 
for they yeven fweteneffe to the foule and hole 
fomneffe ta the body: and, wif, becaufe of thy 
Gwete wordes, and eke for I have preved and afo 
faied thy grete fapience and thy grete trouthe, I 
‘wol governe me by thy confeil in alle thing. 

wen Sire, (quod Dame Prudence) and fx 

Wt ye vouchfafe to be governed by my confeil, £ 
PS Se ten <a. ee 
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in alle your werkes mekely befechen to the heigh 
God that he wol be your confeillour, and fhapeth. 
you to fwiche entente that he yeve you confeit 
and comforte, as taught Tobie his fone; At alle’ 
times thou fhalt bieffe God, and preie him ta. 
dreffe thy wayes} and loke that alle thy confeila 
ben in him for evermore, Seint James eke fayth, 
If any of you have nede of fapience, axe it of God. 
And afterwarde than fhullen. ye take confeil in 
yourfeli, and examine wel your owen thoughtes 
of fwiche thinges as you thinketh that ben beft 
for your profit ; and than fhuin ye drive fro your 
herte three thinges that ben conttarious to good 
confeil, that is to fayn, ire; coveitife, and haftineffe, 

Firft, he that axeth confeil of himfelf, certes he 
muft be withouten ire for many caufes, The firft 
is this; he that hath gret ire and-wrath in hima 
felf, he weneth alway that he may do thing thas 
he may not do; And, fecondly, he that is irows: 
and wroth he miay not wel deme ; and he that thay. 
not wel deme may not wel confeille. The thridder 
is this ; he that isirous and wroth, as fayth Senek;: 
ne may not Speke but blimeful thinges, and with. 
his vicious wordes he firreth othe? folle to vanget 
and to ire, And eke, Sire, ye muft drive coveitife 
out of your herte ; for the apoftle fayth, that com 
veitife is the rote of all harmes: and trofteth wel 
that a coveitous man ne can not deme, né thinke, 
but only to fulfille the end of his coveitife, ard: 
certes that ne may never ben accomplifed; for 
ever the more haboundance that he hath. of 
richeffe, the more he defireth. Andj. Sire, ye. 
mutt alio drive out of youre herte huitinelle’s for. 
certes ye ne moun not deme for the befte @ foden 
thought that falleth in your herte, but ye muft 
avife you on it ful ofte; for, as ye have herde 
herebeforn, the commune proverbe is this, He 
that fone demeth fone repenteth. 

Sire, ye ne be not alway in like difpofition, for 
certes fom thing that fomtime femeth to you that 
it is good for to do, another time it femeth to you 
the contrarie; 

And whan ye han taken confeil in yourfelf, 
and han demed by good deliberation fwiche thi 
as you femeth bette, than rede [ you that ye kept’ 
it fecrec, Bewreye not your confeil td no petiones 
but if fo be that ye wenen fikerly that thirgh: 
youre bewreying youre condition had ben to yo 
more profitable ; for Jefus Sirak faith, Neither to 
thy foo ne to thy frend difcover not thy feeree, ne: 
thy folie; for they woln yeve you zudienée and. 
loking, and fupportation, in our -prefénce, and: 
fcorne you in youre abfence. her clérk fayth, 
that fearfly fhalt thou finden any perfone that may 
kepe thy confeil fectely. "The book faith, While 
that thou kepeft thy confeil in thin herte-thow 
kepeft it in thy prifon, and. whan thou bewreyeft. 
thy confeil to any wight, he holdeth thee in hie: 
fnare : and therfore you is better to hide yous 
confeil in your herte than to preye him to whom: 
ye han bewteyed youre confeil that he wol kk 


it clofe and ftille ; for Seneca fayth, Iffo be that 


thou ne mayft not thin owen tonfeil hide, how 


13% 
jy that thy bewreying of thy confeil to a perfone 
wol make thy condition to ftonden in the better 
plight, than fhalt thon telle him thy confeil in 
this wifes Firlt, thou fhalt make no fembiant 
whether thee were lever pees or werre, or this 
or that, ne fhewe him not thy will ne thin en- 
tente; for trofte wel that communly thefe con- 
feillours ben Jaterers, namely the contzillours of 


grete lordes, for they cnforcen hem alway rather j 


to {peken plefant wordes, enclining to the lordes 


Iuft, than wordes that ben trewe or profitable, and } 


therfore men fayn that the riche man hath {elde 
good confeil but if he have it of himfelf And 
after that thou fhalt confider thy frendes and 
thin enemies. And as touching thy frendes, thou 
fhalt confider which of hem ben mokt feithful and 
moft wife, and eldeft and moft appreved, in con 
feilling, and of hem halt thou axe thy confeil as 
the cas requircth, 

T fay, that firft ye fhuln clepe to youre confcil 
youre frendes that ben tcewe; fer Salomon faith, 
that right asthe herte of a man deliteth in favour 
that is wote, right fo the confuil of trewe frendes 
yeveth fwetenelfe to the foule: he fayth alfo, 
‘Ther may nothing be likened to the trewe frend, 
for certes gold ne filver ben not fo much worth as 
the good will of a trewe frend ; and cke he fayth, 
that a trewe frend is a ftrong defence; who fo 
that it findeth, certes he findeth a gret trefor. 
‘Than fhuln ye cke contider if that your trewe 
frendes ben diferete and wiie; for the book faith, 
Axe alway thy confeil of hem that ben wife. 
And by this fame refon fhuln ye clepen to youre 
confeil youre frendes that ben of age, fwiche as 
han feyn and ben expert in many thinges, and 
ben appreved in confeillinges; for the book fayth, 
Ya olde men is a] the fapience, and in longe time 
the prudence: And Tullius fayth, that grete 
thinges he ben not ay accomplifed by ftrengthe 
ne by deliverneffe of body, but by good confeil, by 
audtoritee of perfones, and by {cieuce ; the which 
three thinges ne ben not feble by age, but ccr- 
tes they enforcen and encrefen day by day. And 
than fhuln ye kepe this for a general reule; firft, 
ye fhuiln clepe to your confvil a fewe of your 
frendes that ben efpecial; for Sulomon faith, Many 
vs have thou, but among a thoufand chefe 
thee onto be thy confeillour, For al be it fo that 
thou firit rc telle thy confeil but toa fewe, thou 
smiayeft afterwarde tell it to mo folk if it be nede. 
Yut loke alway that thy conieillours have thilke 
threc conditions that I have fayd before 5 that is 
to fay, that they be trewe, wile, and of olde ex- 
perience. And werke not alway in every nede 
by on confeillour allone, for fomtime behoveth it 
tobe confeilied by many; for Salomon fayth, 
Salvation of thinges is wher as ther ben many 
confeillours. 

Now fith that I have told you of which folk ye 
fhulde be confeilled, now wolI teche you which 
confeil ye ought to efchue, Firft, ye fluln efchue 
the con’eilling of fooles ; for Szlonion fayth, Take 
no confeil of a fool, for he ne caanot confeille but 





after his owen luft and his affection: the book ‘ 
fayth, The propertec of a fool is this, he troweth | 


lightly harme of every man, and lightly troweth 


JHE TALE OF MELIBEUS. 


all bountee in himfelf. ‘Thou fhalt eke efchae 
‘ the confeiiling of all flaterers, fwiche as enforcett 
‘hem rather to preifen youre perfone by flate- 
rie, than for to tell you the fothfaftneile 27 
thinges. Ss 
| fore Tullius fayth, Among alle the peg 
lefkes thafben in frendfhip the greteft is flaycrie 5 
i and therfore itjg more nede that thou efchy.e and> 
drede fistere! ae ny other peple. The book 
faith, ‘hoa tha “pher grede_and les fro the 
fwete wordes of flatermg preifers than ffo the 
egre wordes of thy frend that faith thee fothes : 
Salomon faith, that the wordes of a flaterer is a 
fnare to cacchen innocentes: he fayth alfo, He 
that {peketh to his frend wordes of fwetenefle 
and of plefaunce, he fetteth a net beforne his feet 
to cacchen him; and therfore fayth Tullius, Eu- 
cline not thin eres to flaterers, nc take no confeil 
of wordes of flateriz: and Caton fayth, Avife 
thee wel, anch efchue wordes of fweteneffe and of 
plefaunce. ae thou fhalt efchue the con- 
feilling of thin ol%g cnemics that ben reconciled. 
The book fayth, that Tit wight retourneth fafely 
into the grace of his olde enemie: and Yfope 
fayth, Ne troft not to hem to which thou haft 
fomtime had werre or enmitee, ne telle heioe 
thy confeil : and Senek telleth the cauce why ; Ic 
may not be, fayth he, ther as gret ath long 
time endured that ther ne dwelleth for vapour 
of warmneffe; and therfore faith Silom, 'n 
thin olde foo troft thou never ; for fikerly though 
thin enemie be reconciled, and maketh thee chere 
of humilitee, and louteth to thee with his hed, 
ne troft him never, for certes he maketh thilke 
feined humilitee more for his profite than for any 
love of thy perfone, because that he demeth to 
have vidtorie over thy perfone by fwiche feined 
contenance, the which victorie he might not have 
by ftrif of werre. And Peter Alphonfe fayth, 
Make no felawthip with thin olde encmies, for 
if thou do hem bountee they wollen perverten it 
to wickednefle. And cke thou muft efchue the 
confeilling of hem that ben thy fervaunts, and 
beren thee gret reverence, for paraventure they 
fein it more tor drede than for love; and therfore 
faith a philofophre in this wife, Ther is no wight 
parfitly trewe to him that he to fore dredeth, And 
‘Tullius fayth, Ther n’is no might fo gret of any 
eroperour that longe may endure, but if he have 
more love of the peple than drede. Thou fhalt 
alfo efchue the confeilling of that ben 
dronkelewe, for they ne can no conftil hide; for 
Salomon fayth, ‘Ther n’is no privetee ther a3 roy 
neth dronkenneffe. Ye fhuln alfo have in fufpe 
the confeilling of fwiche folk as confeille you o 
thing prively,and confeille you the contrarie open- 
ly; for Caffiodore fayth, that it is a manere fleighte 
to hinder his enemy whan he theweth to don a 
thing openly, and werketh prively the contra 
Thou fhalt alfo have in fufpe@ the confeilling of 
wicked folk, for hir confeil is alway ful of xaude. 
And David fayth, Blisful is that man that pth 
not folwed the confeilling of fhrewes. Thou shar 
alfo efchue the confeilling of yonge folk, for hi 
confciliing is not ripe, as Salomon faith. 
Now, Sire, fith 1 have thewed you of 
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folk ye fhullen take youre confeil, and of which , harme or damage may betide : alfo if thy confad 
Yelk ye fhullen efchue the confeil, now wol I | be dithonefte, other elles come of difhonefte'caats, 
teche you how’ ye fhuln examine your confeil after | chaunge thy confeil; for the lawes fain thatcedt 
the do@rine of Tullius. Jn examining than of ; beheftes that ben difhonefte ben of no value ; apd 
your confcillours, ye fhuln confidre many thinges. | eke if fo be that it be impoflible, or may not 
Agider fir, thou fhalt confidre that in thilke thing | goodly be performed or kept. 
Meet thou purpofeft, and upon what thing that | And take this for a general reule, that every 
‘equ wolt have confei}, that veray tropthe befaid | confeit that is affermed fo flrongly that it may not 
and'<onferved ; this is to fay, telle trewely thy | be chaunged for-no condition that may betide, I 
“tale; yor he that fayth falfe mgy, not wel be con- ! fay that thilke confeil is wicked. 
Seilledyp that cas of which Me licth. And after | ‘This Melibeus, whan he had herd the dodtrine 
this Chou" Teadsen ™ binges that accorden | of his wif Dame Prudence, anfwered in this 
to that thou purpofelt for to do by thy confeillours, | wife: Dame, quod he, as yet unto-this time ye 
if refon accord therto, and cke if thy might may ; han wel and cov bly taight me, as in-general, 
atteine therto, and if the more part and the bet- { how I fai governe me in the chefing ‘and in the 
ter part of thin confeillours accorden therto or | withholding of my confeillours ; but now wold-1 
mo. ‘Than fhalt thou confidre what thing fhal : fain that you wold condefcend in efpecial, and 
folwe of that conféilling, as hate, pees, werre, | telle me how likcth you or what femeth you by 
grace, profite, or domage, znd reany other thinges, | oure counfeillours that we han chofen in oure pres 
and in alle thinges thou fk chefe the befte, | fent nede, 
and weive all other thinges. an fhalt thou My Lord, quod the, I befeche you in alle hurt 
confidre of what roote is engendted the matere | bleffe that ye wol not wilfully replie agein 
of thy confeil, and what fru it may conccive | reforis, ne diftempre your herte, 1 
and engendre, Thos % eke confidre alle | thing that you difplefe, for God wate that ad-in. 
the caufes from whéhnes thcy ben fprongen. | min entente f fpeke it for your bejte, for youre. 
And whan thou haft examined thy confeil, as | honour and for youre profit eke, and fothly I hope 
Thave faid, and which partie is the better and | that youre benignitee wo! taken it in patience. 
awmtmengfitable, and hait appreved it by many | And trofteth me wel, quod fhe, that youre con= 
wife folk and olde, than fhalt thou confidre | {cil asin this cas ne thulde not (as,to fpeke. propre+ 
ayft performe it and maken of it a | ly) be called a confeilling, but a motion or a« 
de; for certes refon wol not that any mag_| meving of folie, in which confeil ye han erredda 
ide beginne a thing but if he mighte performe | many a fondry wife. 
it as him oughte, ne no wight fhulde take upon Firft and forward, ye han erredin the affeme. 
him fo hevy a charge that he might not beren it, | bling of youre confeiliours, for ye tholde firft han 
for the proverbe fayth, He that to muche em- | cleped a fewe folk to youre confeil, and after ye 
braccth diftreineth litel; and Caton faith, Affay | miyhte han thewed it to mo folk if it hadde be 
to do fwiche thinges as thou hait power to don, | nede; but certcs ye han fodeinly cleped. to ‘your 
Left the charge oppreffe thee fo'fore that thee be- | confcila gret multitude of peple, ful chargeant, 
hoveth to weive thing that thou haft begonne. | and ful anoyous for to here, Alfo ye han erred, 
And if fo be that thou be in doute whether thou | for ther as ye thulde han ogy cleped to youre con- 
mayft performe a thing or non, chefe rather to | feile youre trewe frendes olde and wife, ye han 
fuflre than to beginne. And Peter Alphonfe | cleped fraunge folk, yonge folk, falfe daterere, 
fayth, If chou baft might to don a thing of which | aud enemies reconciled, ‘and folk that don you res 
thou muft repente, it is better nay than ya; this | verence withouten love. And eke ye han egred; 
is to fayn, that thee is better to holde thy tonge | for ye han brought with you to youre confeil ire, 
4liNe than for to fpeke. Than mayft thou un coveitife, and haftifneife, the which three thingés 
ttonde by stronger refons, that if thou haft power | ben contrary'to every cenfeil honeft and profitable, 
to performe a werk of which thou thalt repente, | the which three thinges ye ne han not anientiffed: 
than is thee better that theu fufire than beginne, | or deftroyed neither in yourefelf ne in youre com 
Wel fayn they that defenden every wight to | {eillours us you ought. “Ye han erred alfo, for. ye 
affaye a thingeof which he is in doute whether | han thewed to youre confeillours youre talent and: 
gefirme it or non. And after whan ye } youre affections to make werre anon, and for to 
ined your confeilas 1 have faid beforne, | do vengeaunce, and they han efpied by youre 
*nowen wel thar ye moun performe your | wordes to what thing ye ben enclined, and ther= 
emprife, conferme it than fadly til ir be at an en fore han they confeilled you rather to youre taw 
Now is it refon and time that I fiewe you whan | lent than to youre profite. Ye han erred. alfo, for 
and wherfore that you maun chaunge your con- | it femeth that you fufficeth to han ben conigilled. 
feil withouten rcpreve. Sothly aman may change | by thife confeillours only, and with litel avis, 
his purpos and his confe'] if the caufe cefeth, or | wheras in fo high and fo gret a nede it had ben 
pvhan a newe cas betideth ; for the lawe faith, that | neceffarie mo confeillours and more deliberation 
ujon thinges that newly betiden behoveth newe | to performe youre emprife. Ye han erred alfo, 
confeil; and Seneca fayth, If thy confeil is comen | for ye han not exainined your confeil in the 
we eres of thin enemies chaunge thy confvil. | forefaid mancre, ne in due manere as the cas 
frou mayft alfo chaunge thy confeil, if fo be | requireth. Ye han erred alfo, for ye han maked’ 
goat thou End that by crrour or by other caufe.| no divifon bety 
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fayn, betwix ‘youre trewe frendes and youre 
feined confcillours; ne ye han not knowe ‘the 
wille of youre trewe frendes olde and wife, 
but ye han caf alle hir wordesin an hochepot, 
and enclined your herte to the more part and 
to the greter nombre, and ther be ye con- 
defcended: and fith ye wot wel that men fhuln 
plway finde a greter nombre of fooles than 
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ther. But certes the wordes of the phyficiens 
fhulden ben underftonde in this wife, for gop4 


" and wickedneffe ben two contrarics, and pees and 


pf. wife men, and therfore the confeillings that 


* ben at congregations and multitudes of folk, ther 
gsmen take more regard to the nombre than to 


| harme, ne wick 


the fapiencc of perfones, ye feen wel that in fwiche | 


confeillings fooles han the maiftrie, Melibeus 
anfwered and faid agein; I graunte wel that I 
have erred, but ther as thou haft told me herebe- 
forne. that he n’is not to blame that chaungeth 
Kis confeil in certain cas, and for certain and jut 
caufes, 1 am al ready to chaunge my confeil right 
as thou wolt devife. The proverbe fayth, For to 
don finne is mannifh, but certes for to perfevere 
jn finne is werke of the devil. 

To this fentence anfwered anon Dame Pru- 
dence, aud faide ; Examineth (quod fhe) wl your 
confeil, and let us fee the which of hem han fpoken 
mof refonably, and taught you beft confeil : and 
for as muche as the examination is rieceffarie, let 
tas beginne at the furgiens and at the phyficiens 
that firft fpaken in this mater. | fay that phyficiens 
and furgiens han fayde you in youre confeil dif- 
gretly as hem oughte, and in hir {peche faiden ful 
wifely that to the office of hem apperteineth to 
don to every wight honour and profite, and no 
wight to anoye, and after hir craft to don gret 
diligence unto the cure of hem which that they 
hanin hir governaunce. And, Sirc, right as they 
han anfwered wifely and difcretly, right fo rede 
I that they be highly and foverainly gucrdoned 
fer hir noble fpeche, and eke for they fhulden do 
the more ententif befineffe in the curation of thy 
gere doughter : for al be it fo that they ben youre 
frendes, therfore thullen ye not fuffren that they 
ferve you fpr nought, but ye oughte the rather 
guerdene hem, and fhewe hem youre largeffe. 
And as touching the propofition which the phy- 
ficiens entreteden in this cas, this is to fain, 
that in maladies that a contrarie is warifhed by 
another contrarie, I wold fain knowe how ye un- 
derftonde thilke text, and what is your fentence. 
Certes, quod Melibeus, I underftend it in this 
wife, that right as they han don me a contrarie, 
righte fo fhulde I don hem another ; for right as 
they han venged hem upon me and don me 
wrong, right fo thal } venge me upon hem and 
don hem wrong, and than have I cured a contra- 
rie by another. 

Le, lo! quod Dame Prudence, how lightly is 
everyman enclined to his qwen defire and his 
owen plefance ! Cestes (quod fhe) the wordes of 
the phyficiens ne fhulden not han ben underftonden 
in that wife, for certes wickedneffe is not contrae 
tie to wickedneffe, ne yengeaunce to vengeaunce, 
he wrong to. wrong, but they hen fembluble, ‘and 
and therfore a vengeaunce is not warifhed by ano 


ther vengeaunce, ne a wrong by ancther wrong, | 


but everich of hem enccefeth and aggreggeth o- 





werre, vengeaunce and fuffraunce, difcord and ac- 
cord, and many other thinges; but certes wick. 
edneffe fhal be warifhed by goodneffe, difcord 
accord, werre by pees,and fo forth of other things 
And heretg accordeth Seift Poule the apoitlein 
many places; he fayth, Ne yelde not harme for 
fpeche for wicked {pecks, but 
do wel to him that Xgth to thee harme, apA bleffe 
him that faith to thee <“Trany pther 
places he amonefteth pecs and accord. But ow 
wot I fpeke to you of the confeii which that was 
yeven to you by the men of lawe, and the wife 
folk and old folke, that fayden alle by on aceord as 
ye han herd beforne, that over alle thinges ye 
thuln do your diligence to kepe your perfone, and 
to warneftore your henfe; and faiden alfo, that in 
this cas you oughycfor to werclen ful avifely and 
with gret deliFeration. And, Sirc, as to the firit 
point, that toucketh the keping of youre perfone, 
ye fhuln underftomj that he that hath werre thal 
ever more stot ea preien beforne 
alle thinges that Jefu Crift of his mercie wol han 
him in his protection, and ben his foveraine help- 
ing at his nede; for certes in this world ther is 
no wight that may be confeilled ne kept Shanty 
withoute the keping of oure Lord Jef&y Crit. To 
this fentence accordeth the prophete D&yd, that 
fayth, If God ne kepe the citee in idel wal he 
that kepeth it. Now, Sire, than fhuln ye committe 
the keping of youre perfone to youre trewe frendes 
that ben appreved and yknowe, and of hem fhuin 
ye axen helpe youre perfone for to kepe; for Ca~ 
ton faith, If thou have nede of helpe, axe it of thy 
frendes, for ther n’is non fo good a phyficien as 
thy trewe frend. “And after this than fhuln ye 
kepe you fro alle ftraunge folk, and fro lieres, and 
have alway in fufpe& hir compaignie ; for Piers 
Alphonfe fayth, Ne take no compaignie bythe way 
of a ftraunge man, but if fo be that thou have 
knowen him of lenger time; and if fo be that he 
fale into thy compaignie paraventure withouten 
thin affent, enquere than as fubtilly as thou maift 
of his converfation, and of his lif beforne, and 
feine thy way, faying thou wolt go thider as thou 
wolt not go; and if he bere a fpere hold thee on 
the right fide , and if he berea fwerd hold thee on 
his left fide. And after this than fhuln ye kepe 
you wifely from all fwiche mane, peple as ¥ 
have fayed before, and hem and hir cofsfil e‘chue. 
And after this than fhuln ye kepe you imtyiche 
manerethat forany prefumption of youre ftrengeet 
that ye ne defpife not ne account not the might 
of your adverlary fo lite that ye let the keping of 
youre perfone for your prefumption,for every wife 
man dredeth his enemic: and. Salomon fayth, 
Welful is he that of alle hath drede ; for certes he 
that thurgh the hardinefle of his herte,and tharghy 
the hardineffe of himfelt, hath to gret prefumption, 
him firal evil betide. Than fhuln ye evermo Couns 
trewaite emboyffements and alle efpiaile ; fer'eas 
nek fayth, that the wife man that dredeth harmes 
efchueth harmes, ne he ne falleth into perils thas 
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erils efchueth. And al be it fo that it feme that 
"Nhou art in fiker place, yet thalt thou alway do 
thy diligence in keping of thy-perfone ; this isto 
fayn, ne be not negligent to kepe thin perfone 
hot only fro thy greteft enemy but alfo fro thy 
Bite enemy. Senck fayth, A man that is, wel 
jBuifed he dredeth his lcfte enemie; Ovide fayth, 
‘Tat the lite! wefel wol flee the gret ball and the 
wilde hart; and the book fayth, A litel thorne 


may prikke a king ful fore; anda litel hound wol 
hold thg wilde bore, But nagKeles I fay not thou 
thaltsbe 10 Ki doute wher as is no 


dréde. The bgok faith that * fom men [han taught 
he hir deceivour, for they han to much dreded) 
to be deceived. Yet thalt thou drede to be ems 
poyfoned and [therfore shalt thou] kepe thee fro 
the compagnie of fcorners; for the book fayth, 
With fcorners ue make no compagnie, but flee hie 
wordes as venime. 

Now as to the fecond poigs-avheras youre wife 
conteillours confeilled you cowantjtore your hous 
with gret diligence, 1 woide fain Anowe how that 
ye underftonde thilke wordes,And what is your 
fentence. E 

Melibeus anfwered “nd faide; Certes I under- 
ftond it in this wife, that I fhal warneftore min 
hous with toures, fwiche as han caftelles and other 

wmtinrtedifizes, and armure, and artelries, by 
which thinggs I may my perfone and myn hous 
fo sepa defenden that min enemies fhula 
ben jlrede min hous for to approche. 

o this fentence anfwered anon Prudence: 
Warneftoring (quod fhe) of heighe toures and 
of gret edifices, is with grete cottages and with 
grete travaille, and whan that they ben accom- 
pliced yer ben they not worth a ftre, but if they 
ben defended by trewe frendes that ben olde and 
wife. And underftonde wel that the gretefte 
and ftrongefte garncfon that a riche man may 
have, as wel to kepen his perfone as his goodes, is, 
that he be beloved with his fubgets and with his 
neighebourcs; for thus fayth Tullius, that ther 
is a maner garnefon that no man may venquifh 
ne difcomfite, and that is a lord to be beloved of 
his citizeins and of his peple. 

Now, Sire, as to the thridde point, wheras youre 
olde and wife confeillours fayden that you ne 
oughte not fodeinly ne haftily proceden in this 
nede, but that you oughte purveyen and appareilen 
you in this cas with gret diligence and gret deli- 
beration, trey/*ly I trowe that they fayden right 
witely angefght foth ; for Pullius fayth, In every 
nede egfnou beginne it appareile thee with gret 
sdier“Ace. Than fay I that in vengaunce taking in 
in bataille, and in warneftoring, er thou be- 
ginne I rede that thou appareile thee therto, and 
do it with gret deliberation; for Tullius fayth 
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that longe appareiling tofore the hataille maketh 


_fhort vigtoric ; and Caffiodorus fayth, The garne- 


fon is ftronger whan it is longe time avifed. ~: 
But now let us {peken of the confeil that waa 
accorded by youre neigheboures. fwiche as dom: 
you reverence withouten love, youre olde enew 
mies reconciled, your flatcreres, that confeilled you 
certain thinges prively, and openly confeilled you 
the contrarie, the yonge folk alfo, that confeilled 
you to venge you and to make werre anon. Cera 
tes, Sire, as I have fayde beforne, ye han gretly 
erred to han cleped {wiche maner folk to youre 
confeil, which confeillours ben ynongh reproved 
by the refons aforefaid : but nathelés, let us now 
defcende to the fpecial. Ye thul firft proceden afs 
ter the dectrine of Tullius. Certes the trouthe 
of this matere or of this confeil nedeth not dilis 
gently to enquire, for it is wel wift which they 
ben that han don to you this trespas and vilanie, 
and how many trefpafours, and in what manere; 
they han don to you all this wrong and. all thie 
vilanie. And after thi than fhuln ye examine. the 
fecond condition which that the fame Tullius ads 
deth in this matere, for. Tullius-putteth a thing- 
which that he clepeth Confenting; this ‘to fayny 
who ben they,and which ben they, and how many, 
that confenten to thy confeil in thy wilfulneffe ta 
don haftif vengeaunce. And let us confidre alfo 
who ben they, and how many ben they, and which’ 
ben they, that confenteden to youre adverfaries, 
As to the firft point, it is wel knowen which folle 
they be that confenteden to youre wilfulneffe, 
for trewely all tho that confeileden.you to maker 
fodzin werre ne ben not youre frendes. Let 
now confidre which ben they that. ye. holden fo 
gretly youre frendcs as to youre perfone, for al be- 
it fo that ye be mighty and riche, certes ye ne bere 
but allone; for certes ye ne han no child but a 
doughter, ne ye ne han no brethren, ne cofine 
germains, ne non other nigh kinrede, wherfore. 
that your enemies for deede thulde ftinte to piede: 
with you or to deftroye youre perfone, Ye know- 
en alfo that your richeffes moten ben difpended 
in diverfe parties, and whan that every. wight 
hath his part they ne wollen taken but litel regards 
to venge youre deth. But thin enemies ben three, 
and they han many brethren, children, cofins, and. 
other nigh kinrede; and though fo were that 
thou haddeft flain of hem two or three, yet dwel~. 
len ther ynow to wreken hir deth, and to flee thy. 
perfone. And though fo be that youre kinrede be’ 
more ftedefaft and ‘iker than the kinof your ad~ 
verfaries, yet natheles youre kinrede is but a? fer. 
kinrede; they ben but litel fibbe to you, and the’ 
kin of youre enemies ben yigh fibbeto hem; and 
certes us in that hir condition is better than 
youres. Than let us confidere alfo of the confeil~ 
ling of hem that confcilled you to take fodein. 
vengeaunce, whether it accorde to refon; and 
certes ye knowe wel nay; for as by right and re= 
fon ther may no man’ taken verigeaunce on nat 
wigi:t but the juge that hath the jurifdidtion of 
it, whan it i aunted hin to take thilke ven 
gweaun* reattemore!y cs the kiwe reap: 
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And. moreover of thilke word that ‘Luthusclepeth 
Tonfenting, thou fhalt confidere if thy might and 
thy power may confente and fuffice to thy wil- 
fulneffe and to thy confei!lours; and certes thou 
mayeft wel fay that. Nay; for fikerly, as for to 
fpeke praprely, we moun do nothing but only 
fwiche thing as we moun don rightfully ; and 
certes rightlully ye ne mowe take no vengeaunce, 
as of your propre auctorite. “Than mowe ye fen 
that your power ne canfenteth not ne accordeth 
not to your wilfulneffe. Now let us cxamine the 
thridde point; that Tulkus clepeth Confcquent. 
‘Thou fhalt underftonde that the venzeaunce that 
thou purpofett for to take is the confequent, and 
¢ 1eroffolwethanother vengeaunce, peril,andwerre, 
aud othex damages without nombre, of which we 
ben not ware as at thistime, And as touching the 
fourthe point, that Tullius clepeth Engendering, 
thou fhalt confider that this wrong which that is 
don to thee is engendred of the hate of thin cne- 
mies, and of the vengeaunce taking upon that 
wold cngender another vengeaunce, and muchel 
forwe and wafting of richetles, as 1 fayde cre. 

Now, Sire, as to the point that ‘Tullius clepeth 
Cauies, which that is the jaf point, thou shalt un- 
geritonde that the wrong that thou haft reccived 
hhath certaine caufes which that clerkes clepen 
oriens and ¢fciens, and caufs songingua, and caufs 
prepinqua ; this is to fayn, the fer caufe and the 
nigh caufe. The fer caufe is almighty Ged, that 
4s caufe of alle thinges; the ner cunfe is thin three 
enemies; the caufe accidental was hate; the caufe 
material ben the five woundes of thy doughter ; 
the canfe formal is the maner of hir werking, that 
broughten ladders and clomben in at thy wine 
dowes ; the cause final was for to flee thy dough- 
tors it Jetted nct in as muche as in hem was. 
But for to fpeke of the fer caufe, as to what ende 
they fhuld come, or what fhal finally betide of 
hem.in this cas, ne can [not deme but by conject- 
ing and fuppefing ; for we Shula fuppofe that they 
fhuln come to.a wicked ende, beceufe that the 
book of Decrees fayth, Selden or with yret.peine 
‘pen caufes ybrouight to a guod ende whan they 
ben badly beganne, 

Now, Sire, if men wold axen me why that God 
fuffred men to do you this vilanie, certes I ca 
wel aniwer as for no fothfuftnefle; for the 
fayth that the feiences anc the jugements of oure 
Lord God Almighty ben ful depe; ther may no 
man comprehend ne ferehe hem fuflilantly ; na- 
theles, by certain prefumptions and conjectings F 
hold and beleve thit God, which that is ful of pul 
tice and of righcwifeneffe, hath fuifered this betide 
by jul caute refonable. 

Thy name is Melibee, this is to fayn, a man 
that drinketh hony. Thou haf dronke fo muche 
hony of fwete temporel richefles, and delices, end 
honours of this world, that thou arc dronken, and 
haftfocgetten Jefu Crift thy oreatour : thou ne 
haft not den to him fwicke honvar and rever: 
as thee ought, ne thow ne hait wel y 
the wordes of Ovide, that fayth, Ux 
of the pvoges of thy body is hid 
fled: the foule: 
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founden hony, ete of it that fufficeth; for if thou; 
ete of it out of mefure thou fhalt fpewe, and ¥2 
nedy and poure,” And peraventure Crift hath 
thee in defpit, and hath tourned away fro thee his 
face and his ercs of mifericorde, and alfo he hati 
fuffred that thou haft ben punifhed in the mand, 
that thou haft ytrefpafed. Thou haft don fimag 
aggin oure Lord Crift, for certes the three ane- 
mies of mankind, that is to fayn, the flefh, the, 
fend, and the warld, thou haft fuffred hega entre 
into thin herte winully by the windows? of thy 
body, and haft not SEERA fatlantly 
agein hir affautes and hir temptations, fo that 
they han wounded thy foulc in five places; thi is 
to fayn, the dedly finnes that ben entred into 
thyn herte by thy five wittes : and in the fame 
manere our Lord Crift hath wold and fuffred 
that thy three enemies ben éntred into thyn hous 
by the windowes, and han ywounded thy dough- 
ter in the forefayy ere. 

Certes, quo Melibee, 1 fee wel that ye enforce 
you muchel by»yordes to overcomen me in fwiche 
manere that Hit vgs me on min encmies, 
fhewing me the perit>egg the: evils that mighten 
falle of this vengeaunce ; ut who fo wolde confi- 
dre in all vengeaunces the perils and evils that 
mighten fue of vengeaunce taking a man wold n 
ver take vengeaunce, and that were hapaOV TOP oy 
the vengeaunce taking ben the wicked men diffe- 
vered fro the goode men, and they tha.han will 
to do wickedneffe reftrcinen hir wicked ‘purpos 
whan they fen the punifhing and the chattifing 
* of the trefpafours, [lo this anfwered Dame 
Prudence : Certes, quod fhe, I graunte you that 
of vengeaunce taking cometh muche evil and 
muche good; but vengeaunce taking apperteineth 
not to everich on, but only to juges, and to hem 
that han the jurifdiion over the trefpafours.] 
And yet fay I more, that right as a finguler per= 
{ne finneth in taking vengeaunce of another man, 
right fo finneth the juge if he do no vengeaunce of 
hein that it han deferved ; for Senck fayth thus, 
‘Yhat mafter (he fayth) is good that preveth 
fhrewes ; and Caflindore fayth, A man dredeth to 
do outrages whan he wot and knoweth that it dif- 
plefeth to the juges and foveraines; and another 
fayth, The juge-that dredcth to do right maketh 
men fhrewes; and Seint Poule the apoftle fayth 
in hisepiftle, whan he writeth unto the Romaincs, 
that the juges beren not the {pere withouten 
caufe, but they beren it to puni¥e the fhrewes 
and mifdoers, and for to defende theagoode men 
Hf ye wilu than take vengeaunce of yours 
ye fhuln retourne or have your recours to titty 
that hath the jurifdi¢tion upon hem, and he fhal 
Funithe hem as the Jawe axeth and requireth. 

A! fayd Melibee, this vengeaunce liketh me 
nothing. I bethink me now and take hede how 


















* The following pa Tare, which the reader will fee tose, 
very material co the fen’, i have tranflated from the” 
French, and inferted between crotchet:, as before; * bt 

a ce repont Dame Prudence: Certes, citt clige vor- 
frove que de vengeance siect molt de maulx er decgns, 
mais velgeance Wappartient pasa un chalcua, forstse 
lenent aux juges et a ceul® qui ont Ja ‘uridicion fur Re 
$8 aliaiteyrs’+=TyPCSite . 


4 









THE TALE OF MELIBEUS: 


‘gh Fortune hath nourifhed me from my child- 
and hath holpen me to paffe many a flronge 
3: nowwol I affayen hire, trowing with Goddes 
hflpe that fhe fhal helpe me my fhame for to 
we, 
ites, quod Prudence, if ye wol werke by my 
cogseil ye fhuln not affaye Fortune by no way, ne 
fe M@ fhuln not lene or bowe unto hire, after the 
wordes of Senek ; for thinges that ben folily don, 


and tho that ben don in hope of une, fhuln 
never coma,to good ende. And gf the fame Senek 
fayth, ‘The Tioetorsentnatet ore fhining that 


Fortune 1s, the mote brotel and the foner hroke fhe 
ix Trufteth not in hire, for the n’is not ftedefaft 
ne ftable, for whan thou troweft to be moft fiker 
and {cure of hire helpe, fhe wol faille and deceive 
pthee” And wheras ye fayn that Fortune hath 
nourifhed you fro youre"childhode, { fay that in fo 
muchel ye fhuln the leffe trufte in hire and in hire 
wit ; for Senek faith, What map-that is norifhed 
by Fortune the maketh him ‘a gret fool. Now 
than fin ye defire and axe vengeamuce, and the 
vengeaunce that is don after the l=we and before 
the juge ne liketh you Bg the vengeaunce 
that is don in hope of Fortune is perilous and un- 
certain, than have ye non other remedie but for 
.to have your recours unto the foveraine juge that 
swerymar~ttc yilanics and wronges, and he fhal 
venge you; attr that himfelf witnefieth wheras 
he faith, Lott the vengeaunce to me, and I fhal 
do it. 

Melibeus anfwered, If 1 ne venge me of the 
vilunie that men han don to me, I fompne or warne 
*hem that has don to me vilanie, and alle other, to 
do me another vilanie ; for it is written, If thou 
take no vengeaunce of an olde viluny, thou fomp- 
nett thin adverfaries to do thee 2 newe vilanie : 
and alfo for my fuffraunce men wolden do me 
fo ninche vilanie, that 1 might neither bere it ne 
fufteine, and fo fhulde bet: put and holden over 
lowe; for fom men fain, In muchel fuffring thal 
nuny thinges falle unto thee which thou fhalt not 
mowe fuffre, 

Certes, quod Prudence, J graunte you wel that 
overmuchel fuffraunce is not good, but yet ne fol- 
weth it not therof that ev fone to whom. 
men don vilanie fhuld take of it vengeaunce, for 
that apperteineth and longeth all only te the ju- 
ges, for they fhul venge the vilanics and injuries ; 
and therfore tho two auctoritces that ye han fayd 
above ben only Znderftonden in the juges, for 
whan they {y84:n overmuchel the wronges and 

i Se don withouten punifhing, they 
fondine-St a man all only for to de newe wronges, 
bet they commaundenit; al fo as a wife man fayth, 
that the juge that corre@teth not the finner com- 
mMaundeth and biddeth him do finne: and the 
Precs and foveraines mighten in hir lond fo muche 
dulire of the threwes and mifdoers, that they thuld 
en byfwiche fuffraunce by proces of time wexen of 
“the power and might, that they fhulde putte 
out the jyecs and the foveraincs from hir places, 
and ate““lafe maken him lefe hir lordthippes. 
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to venge you; for if ye wol maken comparifen-un- 
to the might of youre adverfaries, ye thuln-fide 
in many thinges that I have fhewed you er thié 
that hir condition is better than youres, and ther» 
fore fay I that it is good: as now that ye fuffre and’ 
be patient. ~ 

Forthermore, ye knowen wel that after the 
commune faw it is a woodneffe a man to ftrive 
with a ftronger ar a more mighty man than he is 
himfelf; and for to ftrive with a man of even 
ftrengthe, that is to fay, with as frong a man as 
he is, it is peril; and for to ftrive with a weker 
man it is folie; and therfore fhulde a man flee 
ftriving as muchel as he mighte; for Salomon 
fayth, It is a gret worfhip to a man to kepe him 
fro noife and ftrif.. And if it fo happe that a man 
of greter mighte and ftrengthe than thou art do 
thee grevaunce, ftudie and befie thee rather to 
fille the fame grevaunce than for to venge thee; 
for Senek fayth, That he putteth him in a grete pe» 
ril that ftriveth with a greter man than he is hime 
felf; and Caton fayth, Ifa man of higher eftat a 
degree, or more mighty than thou, do thee dnore 
or grevance, fuffre him; for he that ones hath. gre- 
ved thee may another time releve thee dnd helpe 
thee. Yet fette 1 cas ye have bothe might and li~ 
cence for to venge you; I fay that ther ben ful many 
thinges that thuln reftreine you of vengeaunce 
taking, and make you for to encline to fuffre and 
for to han patience in the wronges that han ben 
don to you. Firft and forward, if ye’ wol confie 
dre the deiautes that ben in youre owen perfone; 
for which defautes God hath fuffred you have this 
tribulation, as I have fayd to you herebeforne; for. 
the poete fayth, that we oughten patiently taken 
the tribulations that comen to us, whan that we 
thinken and confideren that. we han deferved to 
han hem ; and Seint Gregorie fayth, that whan a 
man confidercth wel the nombre of his defautes 
and of his finnes, the peines and the tribulations 
that he fuffercth femen the leffe unto him; and 
in as muche ashim thinketh his finnes more hevy 
and grevous, in fo muche femeth his peine the 
lighter and the efier unto him, Alfo ye owen to 
¢ and howe youre herte to take the patience 
of oure Lord Jefu Crift, as fayth Seint Peter in his 
Fpiftles. Jefu Crift (he fayth) hath fuffred-for- us, 
and yeven enfample to every man to folwe, and 
fue him, for he did never finne, ne never came 
ther a vilains word out of his mouth, Whax men 
curfed him he curfed hem nought, and whan men 
beten him he manaced hem nought. Alfo the gret 
patience which feintes that ben in Paradis han had 
in tribulations that they han fuffred withouten hir 
defert or gilt, oughte muchel ftirre you to pa- 
tience. Forthermore, ye fhuldg enforce you to 
have patience, confidering that the tribulations of 
this werld but litel while endure, and fone paffed 
ben and gon, and the joye that a man fcketh ta 
han by patience in tribulations is perdurable ; af 
ter that the apottle fayth in his epiftle, The joye 
of God; he fayth, is perdurable, that is to fayn, 
everlufting. Alo troweth and beleveth fledfafle 
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tience; for Salorrion fayth, that the doctrine and 
‘wit of a man is knowen by patience ; and in an- 
ether place he fayth, that he that is patient go- 
verneth him by gret prudence : and the fame Sa~ 
fomon fayth, The angrie and wrathful man mak- 
eth noifes, and the patient man attempteth and 
ftilleth hem: he faith alfo, It is more worth to be 
patient than to be right ftrong; and he that may 
have the lordthipe of his owen berte:is more to 
preife than he that by his force or ftrengthe tak- 
.eth gret citees: and therfore fayth Seint James in 
his epiftle, that patience is a gret vertue of perfec- 
tion, 
Certes, quod Melibee, T graunte you, Dame 


Prudence, that patience is a gret vertue of perfec- - 
tion, but every man may not have the perfection ; 
i the power of his adverfaries, the fpake and fayd in. 
i this wife: Certcs, dere’Sire! I graunte you that 


that ye feken ; ne Tam not of the nombre of the 
xight parfit men, for min herte may never be in 
Fees unto the time itbe venged And al be it fo 


‘bat it was gret peril to min enemies to do mea | 
vilanie in taking vengeaunce upon me, yet token | 


they non hede of the peril, but fulfilleden bir 
‘wicked will and hir corage; and therfore me 
thinketh men oughten not repreve me though T 
“put me in a litel peril for to venge me, and though 
2 doa gret excefle, that as to fayn, that I venge on 
sutrage by another, 

A! quod Dame Prudence, ye fayn your will and 
as you liketh; but in no cas of the world a man 
fhulde not don outrage ne excefle for to vengen 
him ; for Caffiodore fayth, that as evil doth he 
that vengeth him by outrage as he that doth the 
eutrage; and therfore ye ihuln venge you after 
the ordre of right, thaa is to fayn, by the lawe, and 
not by exceffe ne by outrage. And alfo if ye wol 
‘wenge you of the outrage of youre adverfaries in 
ether manere than right commaundeth ye fianen ; 
and therfore fayth Senek, that a man fhal never 
venge fhrewedneffe by fhrewednefle. And if ye 


fay that right axeth a man to defende violence | 


by violence, and fighting by fighting, certes ye fay 
foth, whan the defence is don withoutcn inter- 
walle, or withouten tarying or delay, for to de- 
Sende him, and not for to venge: and it behoveth 
that a man putte fwiche attemperaunce in his de- 


fence that men have no caufe ne mater to repreve ; 


him that defendeth him of outrage and exceffc, 

” for clles were it againe refon. 
‘wel that ye maken no defence as now for to de- 
fende you, but for to venge you, and fo fheweth 
it that ye han no will to do your dede attempre- 
Ty; and therfore me tbinketh that patience is 
good; for Salomon fayth, that he that is not pa- 
tient fhal have gret harme. 

Certes, quod Melibee, I graunte you that whan 
aman is impatient and wrothe of that that tonch- 
eth him not, and that appertcineth not unto him, 
though it harme him, it is no wonder; for the lawe 
faith that he is coupable that entremeteth or med- 
feth with fwiche thing as apperteineth not unto 
him ; and Salomon faith, that he that entremete 
eth of the noife or ftrif of another man is like to 
him that taketh a ftraunge hound by the eres; fer 
fight as he that teketh a ftraunge hound by the 
eres is othcr while biten with the hound, right ic 


Parde ye knowen | 
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the fame wife it is refon that he have “he -my 
that by his impatience medleth him of thsdutie 
of another man, wheras it apperteineth not unto 
him. But ye knowe wel that this dede, that is 
to fayn, my greef and my difefe, toucheth,’ a+ 
right nigh; and therfore though 1 be wrot% ind 
impatient it is no mervaile: and (favingyagut 
grace) I cannot fee that it might gretly harrice 

though I took vengeaunce, for } am richer and 


| more mighty than min enemies ben; and wel 
* knowe ye tha\by money and by baving grete 
i poffeftions ben is World governe 


ed; and Salomon fayth that alle thinges oveye to 


| money. 


Whan Prodence had herd hire hufbond avaunte 
him of his richeffe and of his money, difpreifing 


ye ben riche and mighty, and that richeffes ben 
good to hem that han wel ygeten hem, and that 
wel canne Dfen hem ; for right as the body of a 
man may not liven withouten foul, no more may it 
liven withoutgn temporel goodes, and by richeifes 
may @ man abehiny grete frendes ; and therfore 


| fayth Pamphilus, If "a netherdes doughter (he 


fayth) be riche, fhe may chefe of a thoufand men 
which the wol take to hire hufbond; for of a 
thoufand men on wol not forfaken hisrarersiatan 
hire. And this Pamphilus faichalfo, If thou be 
right happy, that is to fyn, Sheu be right 
riche, thou fhalt finde 2 gret nombréSof fclawes 
and frendes; and if thy fortune chaunge, that 
thou wexe poure, farewel frendthipe and felaw- 
fhipe, for thou fhalt be al alione withouten an; 
compaigne, but if it be the Somprigate of poure 
folk. And yet fayth this Pamphilus morcover, 
that they that ben bond and thralle of linage 
fhuln be made worthy and noble by richeffes. 
And right fo as by richeffes ther comen many 
goodes, right fo by poverte come ther many 
harmes and eviles, for gret poverte conftreineth 
aman to do many eviles: and therfore clepeth 
Caffiodore poverte the moder of ruine, that is to 
fayn, the moder of overthrowing or falling doun ; 
and therfore feyth Piers Alfonfe, On of the gret- 
eft adverfitees of this world is whan a free man 
by kinde, or of birthe, is conftreined by poverte 
to eten the almeffe of his enemie, And the fame 
fayth Innocent in on of his bookes: he fayth, 
that forweful and mifhappy is the condition of a 
poure begger, for if he axe n@« his mete he dieth 
for hunger, and if he axe he dieth fer fhame ; 
and algates neceffitee conftreinethtthim to axe ; 
and therfore fayth Salomon, that Dessexit_is 
to die than for to have fwiche poverte; and, 
as the fame Salomon fayth, Better it is to die of 
hitter deth than for to liven in fwiche wife. By 
thife refons that I have faid unto yeu, and hy 

many other refons that I coude faye, I graune® 

you that richefies ben good to hem that wel geten 
hem, and to hem that wel ufen tho richefles Sed 
therfore wol I fhewe you how ye fhaln behave 
you in gadering of your richeffes, and™ig what 
manere ye fliuln afcn hem. es 
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._. Hirft, ye fhutn geten’ hem withouten gret de- _richefles in fwiche manere that men fayn not that 
suirnix good leifer, fokingly, and not over haitifiy, ’ 


“Fora man that isto defirmg to get richeffes aban- 


deneth him firfte to thefte and to alle other : 


eviles 
‘ etl’; him to befily to wexe riche he thal be-non ine 





nosegh: he fayth alfo, that the richeffe that ha. | 
nage . 


ly"tometh to a man fone and lightly goeth and 

faze from a man, but that richefle that cometh 
peel and litel wexeth alway and mujtiplicth. And, 
Sire, yehulen gete richeffes by yfare wit and by 
shure trayaille, evemananins ii and that with- 
outen wrong or harme doing to any other pers 
fone; for the Jawe fayth, Ther maketh no man 
himfelf riche if he do harme to another wight; 
this isto fay, that Nuture defendeth and torbedeth 
py right that no man_make himleif riche unto 
the harme of another peFfone. And Tullies fayth, 
that no forwe, ne no drede of deth, ne nothing 
that may falle unto a man, is foanuchel ageins 
nature as aman to encrefe hig owen™profite to 
harme of another man. And though the grete 
men and the mighty men geten sicheffes more 
lightly than thon, yet fhaltshou not ben idel ne 
flowe to do thy profite, fof thou thalt in alle wife 
fiee idlenefie; for S:lomon fayth, that idleneffe 
techeth a man to da many eviles: and the fame 
Salesixpuh, that he that travailleth and befi- 
eth him to tillez, his lond fhal ete bred, but he 
that is il, cafteth him to no befineffe ne 
occupation fhal falle into poverte, and die for 
hunger. And he that is idel and flow can never 
find covenable time for to do his profite; for ther 
3% a verfifiour fayth, that the idel man excufeth 
him in winter becaufe of the grete cold, and in 
fommer they by enchefon of the hete. For thife 
caufes, fayth Caton, Waketh, and enclineth you 
not over muchel to flepe, for over muchel refte 
norifheth and caufeth many vices; and therfore 
fayth Seint Jerome, Doeth fom good dedes, that 
the devil which is ouré enemie ne finde you not 
unoccupied, for the devil he taketh not lightly 
unto his werking fwiche as he findeth occupied 
in goode werkes. 

Than thus in geting richeffes ye muiten fice 
idleneffe ; and afterward yc thuln ufen the richeffes 
which ye han geten by youre wit and by youre 
travaille in {wiche manere than men holde you 
not to fearce ne to fparing, ne foolelarge, that is 
to fay, aver large,a fpender; for right as men 
blamen an avaricig's man becaufe of his fearcitee 
and chincherie,j>~nefame wife is he to blame that 
fpendeth ovgr largely ; and therfore faith Caton, 
Ufe ase Rey the richeffes that thou haft ygeten 
in fwiche mincre that men have no matere ne 
to calle thee nother wretche ne chince, for 
& gret fhame to a man to have a poure herte 
ariche purfe: he fayth alfo, The coodes that 
thou hait ygeten ufe hem by imefure, that is to 
feyn, Spende mefuurably, for they that fotily wae 
“airand difpenden the goodes hey han whan 
they han nemore prepre of hat they 
fhapen bn to tuke the goodes of «nether man. 
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3 and therfore fayth Salomon, He that haft- ; 
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youre richeffes ben yberied, but that ye have hem 
in youre might and in youre welding; for a wile 
man repreveth the avaricious man, and fayth 
thus in two vers, Wherto and why berieth a man 
his goodes by his gret avarice, and knoweth wel 
that nedes muft he die, for deth is the end of 
every man as in this prefent lif? and for what 
caufe or enchefon joineth he him, or knitteth he 
him fo faft unto his goodes, that alle his wittes 
mown not diffeveren him or departen him from 
his goodes, and knoweth wel, or oughte to know, 
that whan he is ded he fhal nothing bere with 
him out of this world? and therfore fayth Seint 
Auguftien, that the avaricious man is likened unto 
helle, that the more it fwalweth the more defir it 
hath to fwalwe and devoure. And as wel as ye 
wolde efchue to be called an avaricious man or 
chinche, as wel thulde ye kepe you and governe 
you in fwiche a wife that men calle you not fools 
large; therfore faith Tullius, The goodes of thig 
hous ne fhulde not ben hid ne kept fo clofe ‘bit 
that they might ben opened by pitee and debox 
nairetee, that is to fayn, to yeve hem patt™ that 
han gret nede; ne thy goodes fhulden not ben fo 
open to be évery mannes goodes. Afterward, in 
getting of youre richeffes, and in ufingof hem, ye 
fhuln alway have three thinges in youre herte, 
that is to fay, ourc Lord God, confcience, and good 
name. Firft, ye fhuln have God in youre herte, 
and for no richeffe ye fhuln do. nothing which 
may in any manere difplefe God that isyoure crea» 
tour and maker; for, after the word of Salomon, 
It is better to have a litel good, with love df God, 
than to have muchel goad and lefe the love.of his 
Lord God: and the prophete fayth, that better 
it isto ben a good man and have litel good and 
trefor than to be holden a threwe and have grete 
richeffes. And yet 1 fay forthermore, that ye 
fhulden alway do youre’ befineffe to gete you rich. 
effes, fo that ye gete hem with good confcience, 
And the apoftle fayth, that there n’is thing in this 
world of which we fhulden have fo gret joye as 
whan oure confcience bereth us good witneffe s 
and the wife man fayth, The fubftaunce of a man 
is ful good whan finne is not in mannes confcience, 
Afterward, in geting of youre richeffes and in 
ufing of hem, ye mutt have gret befineffe and gret 
dilig@ace that youre good name be alway kept and 
conferved; for Salomon fayth, that beter # is 
and mote it availeth a man to have a good nate 
than for to have grete richeffes; and therfore he 
fayth in another place, Do gret diligence Yhith 
Salomon) in -keping of thy frendes ‘and of thy 
good name, for it thal lenger abide with thee 
than any trefor, be it never fo precious; and cer- 
tes he fhulde not be called 2 Gentilman, that after 
God and good confcience alfe thinges left ne doth 
his diligence and befineffe to kepen his good names 
and Caffiodore fayth, that itisa figne of a gentil 
herte whan a man loveth and defireth to have a 
good name; and therefore fayth t Auguitine, 
that ther ben two thinges that arn rieht Aceeffarie 
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Jos; that is it to fayn, good confcience to thin 
owen perfone inward, and good los for thy ncighe~ 
bour outward. And he that trofteth him fo 
muchel in his good confcience that he defpifeth 
and fetteth at nought his good name or los, and 
recketh not though he kepe not his good name, 
nis but a cruel cherl. 

Sire, now have 1 thewed you how ye fhulden 
de in geting richeffes, and how ye fhulen ufen 
hem; and I fee wel that for the truft that ye han 
ain youre richefles, ye wiln meve werre and bataille. 
Aconfeille you that ye beginne no bataille ne 
‘werre in truft of youre richeffes, for they ne ful- 
ficen not werres to mainteine; and therfore fayth 
a philofophre, ‘hat man that defireth and wol 
algates han werre thal never have fuffifaunce, for 
the richer that he is the greteg.difpences muft he 
make, if he will have worfhip and victorie; and 
Salomon faith, that the greter richeffes that a man 
hath the mo difpéndours he hath. And, dere 
Sire! al be it fo that for youre richeffes ye moun 
have muchel folk, yet behoveth it not ne it is not 
good to beginne werre, wheras you moun in 
other manere have pees unto youre worfhip and 
Profite : for the victorie of batailles# that ben in 
this world lith not in gret nombre or multitude 
of peple, ne in the vertue of man, but it lith in 
the will and in the hond of oure Lord God Al- 
mighty ; and therefore Judas Machabeus, which 
was Goddes knight, whan he fhulde fighte again 
his adverfaric that hadde a greter nonibre and a 
greter multitude of folk, and ftrenger than was 
the peple of this Machabee, yet he recomforted 
his Litel compaignie, and fayde right in this wife ; 
Al fo lightly (fayde he) may our Lord God Al- 
mighty yeve victoric to a fewe folk as to many 
folk, for the victorie of a bataille cometh not by 
the gret nombre of peple, but it cometh from 
oure Lord God of heven, And, dere Sire! for 
as muchel as ther -isfno man certaine if it be 
worthy that God yeve-him viorie or not, after 
that Salomon fayth, Therfore every man fhulde 
gretly drede werres to beginne; and becaufe that 
in. batailles fallen many perils, and it happeth 
other while that as-fone is the gret man flain as 
the litel man ; and, as it is ywritten in the fecond 
-book of Kinges, The dedes of batailles ben aven- 
turous, and nothing certain, for as lightly is on 
hurt with a fpere as another ; and for ther iggeret 
peril in werre, therfore fhulde a man flee and 
efchue werre in as muchel asa man may goodly ; 
for Salomon feyth, He that loveth peril fhal falle 
in peril. 

After that Dame Prudence had fpoken in this 
manere, Melibee anfwerd and faide : I fee wel, 

. Dame Prudence, that by youre faire wordes and 
by youre refons that ye han fhewed me that the 
werre liketh you nothing; but I have not yet 
herd your con{ei] how I ihal do in this nede. 

Certes, qeod fhe, I confeille you that ye ac- 
corde with youre adverfaries, and that ye have 
pees with hem; for Seint James fayth in hisepifile 
that by concorde and pees the fmale richeffes 


weren orete and hv dehat and difrorde orete 
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of the greteft and mofte foveraine thing that in 
this world is unitee and pees; and therfore fiSfe 
oure Lord Jefu Crift to his apoftles in this wile, 
Wel happy and bleffed ben they that loven aid 
purchafen pees, for they ben called the childrim 
of God, A! quod Melibee, now fee 1 wa taat 
ye loven not min honour ne my worfhipgg “Ye 
knowen we] that min adverfaries han begon 

this debat and brige by hir outrage, and ye {ee 


wel that they ne requeren ne prayen me not of 
pees, ne they yen not to be reconciJedz-wol ye 
than that I go am rye meto hem. 


and crie hem mercie? forfoth that were nét my 
worthipe ; for right as men fayn that overyret 
homlineffe engendreth difpreifing, fo fareth it by 
to gret humilitce or mekencffe. 

‘Than began Dame Prudence to make’ fem=, 
blaunt of wrathe, and fayé€, Certes, Sirc, (fauf your 
grace) I love yourc honour and youre profite as 
Ido mine owea, and ever have don, ye ne non 
other feynever the contrary ; and if I had fuyde 
that ye fhuld han purchafed the pees and the re- 
conciliation, 1 ne hadde not muchel miftake me ne 
fayde amis; for the wife man fayth, The diffen~ 
tion beginneth by anther man, and the reconcile 
ing beginneth by thyfelf; and the prophete faith, 
Flee fhrewedneile and do goodneffe : feke pees 
and fulswe it, in as muchel as in thi 
I not that ye fluln rather purfue “to youre advers 
faries for pees than they fhuln to Jay, for I know 
wel that ye ben fo hard-herted that ye wel da 
nothing for me; and Salomon fayth, He that hath 
over hard an herte atte lafte he thal mifhappe and 
miftide. * 

Whan Mclibee had herd Dame Prudence make 
femblaunt of wrath hg fayde in this wife : Dame, 
I pray you that ye be not difplefed of things that 
1 fay, for I knowe wel that | am angry and wroth, 
and that is no wonder, and they that ben wroth 
woten not wel what they don ne what they fayn; 
therfore the prophetcfayth, that troubled eyen han 
no clere fighte. But fayth and confeiileth me as 
you liketh, for I am redy to do right as ye wol 
defire; and if ye repreve me of my folic 
I am the more holden to love you and to 
preife you; for Salomon faith, that he that re- 
preveth him that doth folie he thal find greter 
grace than he that deceiveth him by fwete 
wordes, 

Than fayde Dame Prudence, 1 make no fem- 
blaunt of wrath ne of angerggut for youre grete. 
profite; for Salomon faith, fais more wroth 
that repreveth or chideth a fool foryjs folie, fhewe 
ing him femblaunt of wrath, than he ppert~ 
eth him and preifeth him in his mifdaing, and” 
laugheth at his folic ; and this fame Salomon faith 
afterward, that by the forweful vifage of a man, 
that isto fayn, by the fry and hevy countenanga, 
of a man, the fool correcteth and amendeth hin 
felf, A 

Than faid Melibee, 1 thal nat conne anieese. 


unto fo many faire refons as ye putten to me and’ 
fhewen: fayth fhortly youre will ag youre 
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7 Ita Dame Prudence difcovered all hire will 
Bato him, and faide, I confeille you, quod the, 
ove alle thinges that ye make pees betwene God 
4B you, and be reconciled unto him and to his 
grace, for as 1 have fayde you herebeforen, God 
hacgTiuffered .yon to have this tribulation and 
difefe for youre finnes: and if ye do as I fay you, 
*Ged wol fende youre adverfaries unto you, and 
make fem falle at youre fect, rely to do youre 
will an? youre commangemepts; for Salomon 
Pech 2 Conditio: aman is plefaunt and 
liking unto God,he chaungeth the hertes of the 
mannes adveriaries, and confireineth him to be- 
fechen him of pees and of grace. And I pray 
you let me fpeke with your adverfaries in prevee 


*place, for they fhuls-not knowe that it be of : 


youre will or youre affent, and than whan I knowe 
“hit will and hir entente I may confeiile you the 
more feurely, ae 

Dame, quod Melibeus, doth youre will and 
youre liking, for I putte me wholly in youre dif- 
pofition and ordinance, 

Than Dame Prudence, whan fhe fey the good 
will of hire hufbond, delibered unto hire, and 
toke avis in hire felf, thinking how fhe might bring 


this nede unto goode ende ; and whan fhe fey hire : 


Wine the fent Sor thife adverfaries to come unto 
hire in toa pivte place, and fhewed wifely unto 
hem, the aE otis that comen of pees, and the 
grete harurcs and perils that ben in werre ; and 
fuide to hem in a goodly manere how that hem 
pughte have gret repentance of the injurics and 
wronges that they hadden don to Meilibeus hire 
lord, and unto hire and to hire doughter. 

And whan they herden the goodly wordes of 
Dame Prudence they weren fo furpifed and rae 
vithed, and hadden fo gret joye of hire, that 
wonder was to telle, A Lady! quod they, ye 
have thewed unto us the bleffing of fweteneffe, 
after the faying of David the prophet; for 
the reconciling which we be not worthy to have 
in no manere, but we oughten requeren it with 
grete contrition and humilitee, ye of your grete 
goodneffe have prefented unto us, Now fee we 
wel that the fcience and conning of Salomon is ful 
trewe's for he faith, that fwete wordes multiplien 
and encrefen frendes, and maken fhrewes to be 
debonaire and meke. 

Certes, quod they, we putten oure dede and all 
our matere and ¢‘wfe al holly in youre good will, 
and ben redy “,“obeye unto the fpeche and com- 
maundemext of my Lord Melibeus; and ther- 
foye, dere and benigne Lady! we praye you and 
befeche you, as mekely as we conne and moun, 
that it like unto your grete goodneffe to fulfille 
in dede youre goodly wordes; for we confideren 
‘and knowelechen that we han offended and grev- 
ed my Lord Melibeus out of mefure, fo fer forth 
that."we ben not of power to maken him 
‘amendes, and therfore we oblige and binde us and 
eure fren”2s for to do all his will and his com- 
maun¢ nents; but peraventure he hath fwiche 
beeuhiicfle and. fwiche wrath to us ward, becaufe 


eft rv offencs, that he wol enjoynen us fwiche 


rat 
a peine as we moun not bere ne fufteine ; and there 
fore, noble Ladie! we befeche youre womanlyta 
pittee to take fwiche a vifement in this nede that 
we né oure frendes ben not difkerited and de- 
ftroicd thurgh oure folie, 

Certes, quod Prudence, 
right perilous that aman 
the arbitration and jugement and in the might 
and power of his enemie; ‘for Salomon fayth, 
Leveth me and yeveth credence to that that E 
fhall fay; To thy fone, to thy wif, to thy frend, 
ne to thy brother, ne yeve thou never might ne 
maiftric over thy body while thou livelt, "Now 
fith he defendeth that a man fhulde not yeve te 
his brother to his frend the might of his body, 
by a ftrenger . :forl’ he defendeth and forbedeth 
| 2man to yeve himfelf to his enemy, And nathee 
| les confeille you that ye miftrufte not my lord, 
| for I wot wel and know veraily that he is de- 
| bonaire and meke, large, curteis and Nothing deq 
, Grous ne coveitous of good ne'richefle, for ther 
| is nothing in this world that he defireth fave only 
| worthipe and honour. Forthermore, 1 know wel 
and am right fure that he thal nothing do in this 
nedic withouten my confeil, and I fhal fo werken 
in this cas that by the grace of our Lord God ye 
fhuln be reconciled unto us. 

Than faiden they with o vois, Worthipful Lady! 
We putten us and our goodes al fully in youre 
will and difpofition, and ben redy to come what 
day that it like unto youre nobleffe to limite Us of 
afligne us for to make oure obligation and bond 
as ftrong as it liketh unto youre goadeeffe, that 
we moun fulfille the will of you and of my Lord 
Melibee. io¥ 

Whan Dame Prudence had herd the anfwer of 
thife men, the bad hem go agein prively, andjihe 
retourned to hire Lord Melibee, and told him 
how fhe found his adverfaries ful repentant 
knowleching ful lowly hirfinnes and trefpas, and 
how they weren redy to fuffren all peine, re~ 
quering and preying him of mercy and pitee, 

‘Than faide Melibee, He is wel worthy to have 
patdon and foryeveneife of his fine that excufeth 
not his finne, but knowlecheth and repenteth 
him, axing indulgence; for Senek faith, ‘Ther is 
the remifion and furyevenefle wher as the con« 
feflién is, for confeftion is neighebour to innocences 
and therefore { affente and conferme me to have 
pees: but it is good that we do nought witheuten 
the affent and will of oure frendes, 

‘Than was Prudence right glad and joyeful, and 
faide, Certes, Sire, ye han wel and goodly an- 
fwered; for right as by the confeil, affent, and 
helpe, of your frendes ye han be ftired to venge 
you and make werre, right fo withouten hir con- 
feil thul ye not accord you ne have pees with 
youre adverfariesz for the lawe faith, Ther is no- 
thing fo good by way of kinde as a thing to be 
unbounde by him that it was ybounde. 

And than Dame Prudence, withouten delay or 
tarying, fent anon hire meffageres for hir kin and 
for hir olde frendes which that were trewe and 
wile, and told hem by ordre in the prefence of Melix 


it is an hard thing and 
putte him all outrely in 
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ee all the matere as it is above expreffed and de- 
clared, and preied hem that they wold yeve hir 
avis and confeil what were beft to do in this nede. 
And whan Melibeus frendes hacden taken hir 
avis and deliberation of the forefaid matere, and 
Hadden examined it by gret befineffe and gret 
diligence, they yaven ful confeil for to have pees 
and refte, and that Melibee fhulde receive with 
good herte his adverfaries to foryevenefle and 
mercy. 

‘And whan Dame Prudence had herd the affent 
of hire Lord Melibee, and the confeil of his 
frendes accord with hire will and hire entention, 
fhe was wonder glad in hire herte, and fayde, 
"Ther is an old proverbe, quod fhe, fayth, that the 
goodneffe that thou maift do this day do it, and 
abide not ne delay it not till to morwe ; and there- 
fore I confeille that ye fende youre meffageres, 
fwiche as ben difcret and wife, unto youre adver- 
faries, telling hem on youre behalf, that if they 
wol trete of pees and of accord, that they thape 
hem withouten delay or tarying to come unto us. 
‘Which thing parfourmed was indcde, And whan 
thife trefpafours and repenting folk of hir foties, 
that is to fayn, the adverfarics of Melibee, had- 
den herd what thife meffageres fayden unto hem 
they weren right glade and joyeful, and anfwerden 
ful mekely and benignely, yelding graces and 

_thankinges to hir Lord Melibee and to all his 
eompagnic, and fhopen hem withouten delay to 
go with the meffagercs; and obcye to the com- 
mandement of hir Lord Melibee. 

And right anor they token hir way to the court 
ef Melibee, and token with hem fom of hir trewe 
frendes to make feith for hem and for to ben 
hir borwes. And whan they were comen to the 
prefence of Melibce he faide hem thife wordes. 

‘Ye ftant thus quod Melibce, and foth it is that ye 
caufcles and withouten fkill and refon han don 
grete injurics and wronges to me and to my wif 
Prudence, and to my doughter alfo, for ye han 
entered into myn hous by violence, and have don 
fwiche outrage that alle men knowen wel that ye 
han deferved the deth ; and therefore wol I know 
and wete of you whether ye wol put the punifh- 
ing and chaftifing, and the vengence, of this 
outrage in the will of me and of my wif, or ye 
wol not. 

"Than the wifeft of hem three anfwered for hem 
alle, and faide; Sire, quod he, we knowen wel 
that we ben unworthy to come to the court of 
fo gret a lord and fo worthy as ye ben, for we 


han fo gretly miftaken us, and han offended and : 
agilte in fwiche wife agein your high lordthipe, - 


that trewely we han deferved the deth ; but yet 
for the grete goodnefle and dobonairetee that all 
the world witneffeth of youre perfone we fub- 
_titten us to the excellence and benignitee of youre 
gracious lordthipe, and ben redy to obeye to alle 
Youre comandements, befeching you that of youre 
merciuble pitce ye wol confidere oure grete re- 
pentance and lowe fubmiflion, and grauntc us for- 
yeveneffe of our outragious trefpas and offences 
_ for wel we knowen that youre liberal grace and 
mercie ftretchen hem forthér into goodneffe than 
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don oure outragious giltes and trefpas irito »ficite 
edneffe, al be it that curfedly and dampnably we 

han agilte again youre highe lordthipe. ¢ 
Then Melibee toke hem up fro the ground 74 
beniguely, and received hir obligations and hir 
bondes by hir othes upon hir plegges and berwea, 
and affigned hem a certain day to retourne unto 
his court for to receive and accept fentence and: 
clibee wolde commande to be 
the caufes aforefaid ;“which 
an Ttgumetiig bit 

, 


don on hem 
thinges ordeined 
hous, : 
And whan that Dame Prudence faw hire time 
fhe freined, and axcd hire Lord Melibee what 
vengance he thoughte to taken of his adver- 
faries? oo : 

To which Melibee anfwerd and faide; Certes, 
quod he, I think and purpofe me fully to ditherite 
hem of all that ever they han, and for to putte 
hem in exile for ever. 

Certes, quod Dame Prudence, this were a cruel 
fentence,and muchel agein refon, for ye ben riche 
ynough, and han no nede of other mennes good 
and ye might lightly in this wife gete you a 
coveitous name, which is a vicious thing, and 
oughte to be efchewed of every good man, for 
after the fawe of the apoftle, aan co 
alle harmes; and therefore it werepetter for you 
to Jefe muchel good of your owen, th’ for to take 
of hir good in this manere : for better it is to lefe 
good with worthip than to winne good with 
vilanie and fhame: and cvery man ought to do his 
diligence and his befineffe to get him agood.name 5 
and yet fhal he not only befie him in kecping his 
good name, but he fhal alfo enforcen him alway 
to do fom thing by which he may renovelle his 
good name; for it is written that the olde good 
los or good name of a man is fone gon and paffed 
whan it is not newed, And as touching that ye 
fayn, that ye wol exile your adverfaries, that 
thinkcth me muchel agein refon and out of me- 
fure, confidcred the power that they han yevert 
you upon hemfelf; and it is written, that he is 
worthy ta lefé his privilege that mifufeth the 
might and the power that is yeven him. And 
I fette cas yé might enjoine hem that peine by 
right and by lawe, (which I trowe ye mowe not 
do) I fay ye might not putte it to execution per-, 
aventure, and than it were like to retourne to the 
werre as it was beforn : and thtyefore if you wol 
that men do you obeifance ye deme more 
curteifly, that isto fayn, ye muft ycM more clic 
fentences and jugements; for it is written, he 
that moft curteiJy commandeth to him men mot’ 
obeycn. And therefore I pray you that in this 
neceffitee and in this nede ye cafte you to over~ 
come your herte; for Senck fayth, that he thaf 
overcometh his herte overcometh twies; and 
‘Tullius faith, Ther is nothing fo commendable in 
a gret lord as whan he is debonaire and meke, ang 
appefeth him lightly. And I pray yo! ye wok 
now forbere to do vengeaunce in Evie gone 
that your good name may be kept and conferssa_ 
and that men mown have caufe ‘and matey. to! 








“preife you of pitee and of mercy, and that yo" 
} R Ass 
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havc) 4 caiife to repente you of thing that ye don; 
for, Seneke faieth, He ‘overcometh in an evil 
matere that repenteth of his victorie. Wherfore 
«prey you let mercy be in your herte, to the 
‘efivst and entent that God Almighty have merey 
" apen you in his laf jugement; for Seint James 
faith “in his epiftle, Jugement withoute. mercy 
hal be do to him that hath no mercy of an- 
other. wight, 
Wha?i'Melibee had herd the grete tkilles and 
wdefons of Dame Prudence, and hire wife informa- 
tions ana techinge., his herte gan encline to the 
will of his wif, confidering hire trewe entente, 
enforced him anon, and afflented fully to werken 
after hire confeil, and thanked God, of whom 
‘ocedeth all goodneffe and all vertue, that him 
ae awif of fo gret difcretion. And whan the 
‘Tay came that his adverfuries thulde appere in his 
Rrefence, he {pake to hem ful goodly, and faide 
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in this wife: Al be it fo that of youre pride and 
and folie, and of youre ne- 
ghigence and unconning, ye have mifborne you 
and trefpafed unto me, yet for as muchel as I fee, 
and behold your grete humilitee, and that’ ye ben 
fory and repentant of youre giltes, it conitreineth 
me to do you grace and mercy ; wherfor I receive 
you into my grace, and foryeve you outrely alle 
the offences, injuries, and wronges, that yet have 
don agein me and mine, to this efle@ and to this 
ende, that God of his endeles mercie wol at the 
me of oure dying foryeve us oure giltes that we 
han trefpafed to him in this wretched world; for 
doutcles if we ‘be fory and repentant of the 
finnesand gilteswhich we han trefpafed in the fight 
of oure Lord God, he is fo free and fo merciable 
that he wol foryeven us oure giltes, and bringen uw 
tothe bliffe that never hath cide." dmen 
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Wran ended was the Tale of Melibce 
‘And of Prudence und hire benignitee 

Our Holte faide, As T am faithful man, 

And by the precious corpus Madrian, 

Thadde lever than a barell of ale 

"That goode lefe my wif had herde this Tale, 
For fhe n’is no thing of fwiche patience 

As was this Melibeus wif Prudence. 

By Goddes bones whan I bete my knaves 
She brincth me the grete clobbed ftaves, 
And cryeth, Slee the dogges everich on, 
And breke hem bothe bak and every bon. 

And if that any neighebour of mine 
Wol not in chirche to my wif encline, 

Or be fo hardy to hire to trefpace, 

Whan fhe cometh home fhe rampeth in my face, 
And crycth, Falfe coward! wreke thy wif: 

By corpus Domini twol have thy knif, 

‘And thou fhalt have my diftaf and go fpinne. 
Fro day til night right thus fhe wol beginne. 

Alas! the faith, that ever | was yfhape © 
‘To wed a milkfop or a coward ape, 

That wol ben overladde with every wight : 
‘Thou darft not ftonden by the wives right. 
This is my lif but if that 1 wol fight, 

And out at dore anon I mote me dight, 
Or clles Lam loft, but if that I 
Be like a wilde leon fool-hardy. 

1 wote wel fhe wol do me flee fom day 
Som neighebour, and thanne go my way, 
For Iam in perilous with knif, in honde 
Al be it that I dare not hire with{tonde, 

For fhe is bigge in armes by my faith, 
"That fhal he finde that hire mifdoth or faith. 
But let us paite away fro this matere. 
My Lord the Monk, quod he, be mery of chere 
For ye fhul telle a Tale trewely. 
Lo! Rouchefter ftondeth here fafte by; 
Ride forth, min owen Lord, breke not our game. 
But by my trouthe Ican ne telle youre name 5 
‘Whether fhal I call you my Lord Dan John. 
Or Dan Thomas, or elles Dan Albon? 
OF what hous be ye by your fader kin? 
J vow to God thou haft a ful faire fin. 
It is a gentil pafture ther thou gol; 
‘Thou art not like a penaunt ora goft. 
Upon my faith thou art fom officer, 
Sem worthy fextcin, or fom celerer, 











For by my fadres foule, as to my dome, 
‘Thou art a maifter whan thou art home 3 
No poure cloiftercr, ne non novice, 
But a governour bothe ware and wife, 
«nd therwithal of braunes and of bones 
A right wel faring perfone for the nones. 
I pray to God yeve him.confufion 
That firft thee brought into religion. 
Thou woldcit han ben a trede-foo! a right 
Haddeft thou as grete leve as thou hat, migh 
To parfourme all thy luft ; in engéndrure 
‘Thou haddeft begeten many a creature. 
Alas! why werett thou fo wide a cope? 
God yeve me forwe but and I were popt™ 
Not only thou but every mighty man, 
‘Though he were fhore ful high upon his pan, 
Shuld have a wif, for al this world is lorn, 
Religion hath take up all the corn 
OF treding, and we borel men ben fhrimpes; 
Of feble trees ther comen wretched impes. 
This maketh that our heires ben fo fclendre 
And feble that they monn not wel engendre ; 
This maketh that our wives wol affaye 
Religious folk, for they moun better paye 
Of Venus payements than mowen we; 
God wote no Lufhcburgees payen ye. 
But be not wroth, my Lord, though that I play 
Ful oft in game a fothe have I herd fay. 
_ ‘This worthy Monke toke all in patience, 
And faide, | wol don all my diligence, 
As fer as founeth into honeftec, 
To tellen youa Tale, or two or three 5 
And if, you lift to herken hiderward 
1 wol you fayn the lif of Seint Rdward, 
Or elles tragedies firft 1 wol telle, . 
Of which I have an hundred in my celle, 
‘Tragedie is to fayn a certain ftorie, 
‘As olde bookes maken us memorie, 
Of him that ftood in gret profperitec, 
aAnd is yfallen ont of high degree 
In to miferic, and endeth wretchedly 5 
And they ben verfified communly 
Of fix feet, which men clepen Exametron ; 
In profe eke ben endited many on, 
And eke in metre in many 2 fondry 
Lo this declasing ought ynough fuffice. 
Now herkeneth if you liketh for to here,” 
But firft I you befeche in this matere, 
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Chough I by ordre telle not thife thinges, 
BAit of popes, emperoures, or kinges, 
After hir ages, as men written finde, 

But telle hem fom before and fum behinde, 





As it now cometh tomy remembrange, 
Have me excufed of min ignorance. 
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T wor. bewaile in manere of tragedie 

"The barm of hem that ftode in high degree; 
And fellen fo that ther n’as no remedie 

‘To bring hem out of hir advertitee ; 

Yor certain whan that Foxtune liit to flee 

"Ther may no man of hire the cours withholde 
Let no man truft on blinde profperitee 5 

Beth ware 4y thife enfamples trewe and olde. 


Lucifer. 


At Lucifer, though he arf angel were 
And not aman, ut him I wol beginues 
Fer theagh Fortune may non eb dere, 
From high degree yet felie he for his inne 
Doun into helle, wheras he yet is inne. * 
O Lucifer! brighteft of angels alle, 

Now art thou Sathanas, that mailt not twinne 
Out of miferie in which that thou art falle. 


Adam. 








Lo! Adam in the feld of Damafcene 
With Goddes owen fiiger wrought was he, 
And not hegeten of mannes fperme anclene, 
And welre all Paradis favi 
Had vever worldly man fo hi 
As Adam, til he for 
Was driven out of his profpe 
"To tahour, and to heile, and to mefchance. 









Sampfon. 






that was annunciat 
By the angel long of his nativitee, 

And was to God Almighty confecrat, 

And ftode in noblefle while he mighte fee + 
Was never fwiche another as was he, 

‘fo fpeke of ftrength and therto hardineffe 5 
But to his wives tolde he his fecr 








Sampfon, this noble and mighty champion, 
Withouten wepen fave bis handes twey 
He fiow and all to-rente the leon, , 
‘Toward his wedding walking by the wey. - 
His falfe wif coude him fo plefe and pray 
Til the his confeil knewe, and fhe untrewe 
Unto his foos his confeil gan bewray, 
Aud him forfoke, and teke another newe. 
Vhree hundred foxes coke Sampfon for irey 
And all hir tayles he togeder bond, 
And fer the foxes tayles all on fire, 
he in every tay! had knit a brond, 
y brent al the cornes in that lond, 
eres and vines eke, 
ne fisw eke with his hond,, 
<i fo wepen bur an offes cheke. ¢ 
nthcy were flain fo thurftel him that he 
Was welnie lorne, for which he gan to preye 
That God wold ort his peine han fom pitee, 
And fend him drinke, or elles mofte he deye 5 
‘And of this alfes cheke that was fo dreye 
Out of a wang toth fprang anon a welle, 
Of which he drank ynough, fhortly to feye. 
‘Thus halp him God, ab Fudiewm can telles 
By veray force at Gaft ona night, 
Muugre the Philiftins of that eitec, 
The gutes of the toun he hath up plight; 
And cn his bak ycarried hem hath he 
Higi. on an hil}, wher xs men might hem fei 
O neble mighty Sampfon, lefe and dere! 
Hades thou not told to women thy fecree, 
is world tic had ther ben thy pere. 
ampton never fider dranke ne wine, 
Ne on his hed came rafour non ne fhere. 
By precept of the meffager divine, 
For all his ftrengthes in his heres were = 
And fully twenty winter yere by yere 
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‘Thurgh which he flow himieif for wretchedneffe. ' He hailde of Ifrae] the governance 5 
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feourfe of many who have fallen ftom 


; But fone fhal he wepen many a tere, 
1 For women fhuln him bringen to mefchane¢: 
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Unto his lemman Dalida he told 

‘That in his heres all his ftrengthe lay, 

And falfely to his fomen the him fold ; 

And fleping in hire barme upon a day 

She made to clip or fhere his here away, 

And made his fomen al his craft efpien ; 

And whan that they him fond in this array 

They bond him fait, and putten ont his cyen. 
But or his here was clipped or yfhave, 

Ther was no bond with which men might him 

But now 2s he in prifon in a cave, (biad, 

‘Wheras they made him at the querne grinde, 

© noble Sampfon, ftrongeft of mankind, 

© whilom juge in glory and richeffe ! 

Now mayeft thou wepen with thin eyen blind 

Sith thou fro wele art falle in wretchedneffe. 
‘The ende of this caitif wasas I thal feye ; 

His fomen made a fefte upon a day, 

And made him as hir fool before hem pleye, 

And this was in a temple of gret array : 

But at the lat he made a foule affray, 

For he two pillers fhoke and made hent falle, 

And doun fell temple and all, and ther it lay, 

And flow himfelf, and eke his fomen alle. 

,, This is to fayn, the princes everich on, 

And cke three thoufand bodies, were ther {lain 

With falling of the gret temple of fton 

Of Sampfon now wol I no more fain : 

Beth ware by this enfample old and plain 

‘That no men tell hir confeil to hir wives 

Of fwiche thing as they wold han fecree fain, 

¥ that it touch bir limmes or hir lives, 


Hercules. 


Of Hercules the foveraine conqucrour 
| Singen his werkes laude, and high renoun, 
For in his time of ftrength he was the flour, 
He flow and raft the fkinne of the leon; 
He of Centaures laid the boft adoun ; 
- He Harpies flow, the cruel briddes felle 7 
He golden apples raft fro the dragon; 
‘He drow out Cerberos, the hound of helle, 
He flow the cruel tirant Bufirus, 
And made his hors to fret him fleth and bon; 
He flow the firy ferpent venemous; 
Of Achelous two hornes brake he on; 
And he flow Cacusin a cave of fton 3 
He flow the geaunt Anteus the {trong ; 
‘He flow the grifely bore, and that anon ; 
And bare the hevene on his nekke long 
‘Was never wight fith that the world began 
‘That flow fo many monttres as did he : 
‘Thurghout the wide world his name ran, 
‘What for his ftrength and for his high bountee ; 
And every reuame went he for to fec. 
He was fo ftrong that no man might him Ict ; 
Atbothe the worldes endes, faith Trophee, 
In ftede of boundes he a piller fet. 
A lemman had this noble champion 
‘That highte Deianire, as frefh as May: 
“And, as thife clerkes maken mention, 


Sbe bath him fens a sherte freth and Bey: 
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Alas! this therte, alas and walz wat 
Envenimed was fotilly withalle, 
‘That or that he had wered it half a day 
It made his flefh all from his bones falle. 
But natheles fom clerkes hire excufen 
By on that highte Neffus, that it maked : 
Be as may be, I wol hire not aceufen ; 
But on his bak this therte he wered al naked, 
Til thaz his fleth was for the venim blaked; 
And whan he faw non other remedie 
Jn hote coles he hath himfclven raked, 
For with no venime deigned him te digg 
Thos ftarf this worthy mighty Hcccules. 
Lo! who may truit on Fortune any throw 
For him that folweth all this world of pres 
Or he be ware is oft ylaid fui lowe : 
Ful wife is he that can himfelven knowe. 
Beth ware, for whan that Fortune lift to glofs 
Than waiteth fhe hire man to overthrowe 
By {wiche a way as he wold left Cuppofe. 


Nabuchodonsfor, 


The mighty trone, the precious trefor, 
The glorious feeptre, and real majeftee, 
‘Vhat hadde the King Nabuchodenofor, 
With tonge unncthes may defcrived be : 
He twies wan ferfalem the citee,,  * 
‘The veffel! of the temple he with him ladde 5 
At Babiloine was his faveraine fee, 
In which his glorie and his delit he hadde, 
The fayreft children of the blood real 
Of Hracl he did do gelde anon, 
And maked eche of hem to ben his thral. 
Amonges other Daniel was on, 
That was the wifeft child of everich on, 
For he the dremes of the king expouned, 
Wher as in Caldee clerk ne was ther non 
That wifte to what fin hisdremes founcd, __ 
‘This proude king let make a ftatue of gold 
Sixty cubites long and. feven in brede, 
To which image both yonge and old 
Commanded he to loute and have in drede, 
Or in a fourneis ful of flames rede 
He fhold be brent that wolde not obeye ; 
But never wold affenten to that dede, 
Danicl, ne his yonge felawes tweye. 
This king of kinges proud was and elat3 
He wend that God that fit in majeitee 
Ne might him nat bereve of his eftat r 
But fodenly he loft his dignitee, 
And like a beft him femed for to be, 
And ete heye as an oxe, and lay therout # 
In rain with wilde beites walked he 
‘Vil certain time was ycome about. 
And like an egles fethers wex his heres, 
His neyles like a briddes clawes were, 
Til God relefed him at certain yeres, 
And yaf him wit, and than with many a tere 
He thanked God, and ever his lif in fere 
Was he to don amis, or more trefpace : ~ 
And til that time he laid was on his bere 


He knew that God was ful of night and Brags 
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Baltbafar. 


Vis fone, which that highte Balthafar, 
That held the regne after his fadres day, 
“He by his fader coulde not beware, 
For proude he was of herte and of array, 
‘And eke an ydolafter was he ay. 
Flis high eftat affured him in pride ; 
But Fortune caft him doun (and ther he lay) 
“And fodenly his regne gan devide. 
‘A fefte he made unto his lordes alle 
“Pion ees and made hem blithe be; 
And than his*officers gan he calle ; 
Goth bringeth forthe the veffels, quod hey 
Which that my fader in his profperitee 
Out of the temple ef Jerufalem beraft, 
And to our highe gooddes thanke we 
Of honour, that our eldres with us laft. 
His wif, his lordes, and his concubines, 
Ay dronken, while hir appetites aft, 
Outof thife noble veffels fondry wines. 
‘And on a wall this king his eyen caft, 
‘And faw an hand armlcs that wrote ful faft, 
¥or fere of which he quoke and fiked fore 
"This hand that Balthafar fo fore agait, 
Wrote Mane techel Phares and no more. 
{nal that lond magicicn was yon 
"That coudexpounen what this lettre ments 
Bat Daniel cxpoaned it anon, 
And faid, O King! God to thy fader lent 
Glorie and honour, regne,, trefour and rent, 
And he was proud and nothing God ne dradde, 
‘And therfore God gret wreche upon him fent, 
‘And him beraft the regne that he hadde, 
Fle was out caft of mannes compagnie. 
With affes was his habitation, 
And ete hey as a bet in wete and drie, 
"Til that he knew by grace and by refon 
"yhat God of heven hath domination 
Over every regne und every creature, 
And than had God of him compaflion, 
‘And him teftored his regne and his figure. 
Eke thou that art his fone art proud alfo 
And knowett all thife thinges veraily, 
And art rebel to God and art his fo + 
"Thou dranke eke of his veffels boldely, 
Thy wif eke and thy wenches fintully 
Dranke of the fame veflels fondry wines, 
And heried falfe goddes curfedly, 
‘Pherfore to thee yfhapen ful gret pine is. 
‘This hand was fent fro God that on the wall 
Wrote Mane tecsbe! Phares, trufteth me. 
“Thy regne is don ; thou wayeft nought at all: 
Divided is thy regne, and it fhal be 
*To Medes and to Perfes yeven, quod he. 
And thilke fame night this king was flawe, 
‘An Darius occupied his degree, 
"Though he therto had neither right ne lawe. 
Lordinges, enfample hereby moun ye take 
How that in lordhhip is no fikerneffe, 
For ywhan that Fortune wol a man forfake 
She bereth away his regne and his richeffe, 
‘And cke his frendes, bothe more and leffe 5 
For what man that hath frendes thurgh Fortune 
Mithap wol make hem enemies I geffe. 
This proverbe is ful foth, and fule commune. 


Zenabias 







































Zenobia, of Palmerie the quene, 
(As writen Perfiens of hire nobleffe) 
So worthy was in armes, and fo kene, 
‘That no wight paffed hire in hardinefle, 
Ne in linege, ne in other gentilleife. 
Of kinges blood of Perfe is fhe defcended 
I fay not that the hadde trioft faireneffe, 
But of hire fhape fhe might not ben amended 
From hire:childhode I finde that the fleddo 
Office of woman, and to wode fhe went, 
And many a wilde hartes blood fhe fhedde 
With arwes brode that fhe to hem fent; 
She was fo fwift that fhe anon hem hent : 
‘And whan that fhe was elder the wolde kille 
Leons, lepard, and beres al to-rent, 
And in hire armes weld hem at hire wille. 
She dorft the wilde beftes dennes feke, 
And rennen in the mountaignes all the night, 
And flepe under the bufh ; and fhe conde eke. 
Wraftlen by veray force and veray might 
With any yong man, were he never fo wight § 
Ther mighte nothing in hire armes ftonde + 
She kept hire maidenhodc from every wight 3 
‘Yo no man deigned hire for to be bonde. 
But at the Jatt hire frendes han hire maried 
To Odenat, a prince of that contree, 
Al were it fo that fhe hem Jonge taried, 
Aad ye fhul underftonden how that he’ 
Haddc fwiche fantafies as hadde fhe; 
But natheles whan they were knit in fere 
They lived in joye and in felicitee, 
For eche of hem had other lefe and dere 5: 
Save o thing, that the n’olde never affenta 
By no way that he fhulde by hire lie 
But ones, for it was hire plaine entente 
‘To have a childe the world to multiplie 5 
And al fo fone as that fhe might efpie 
‘That fhe was not with childe with that dede, 
‘Than wold fhe fuffer him don his fantafie 
Eftfone, and not but ones out of drede. 
And if fhe were with child at thilke cafe 
No more fhuld he playen thilke game 
“Till fullen fourty days weren pait, 
‘Than wold fhe ones fuffre him do the fame, 
Al were this Odenate wild or tame 
He gate no more of hire, for thus the faydey 
It was to wives lecherie and fhame- ‘ 
In other cas if that men with hem playdes 
‘Two fones by this Odenate had- the, 
The which fhe kept in vertue and leterure, 
But now unto our Tale turne we. 
1 fay fo worthipful a creature, 
And wife therwith, and large with mefure, 
So penible in the werre, and curtcis eke, 
Ne more labour might in werre endure, 
‘Was non, though all this world men fhulden fekey 
Hire riche array ne mighte not be told, 
As wel ineveffell asin hire clothing; —~ 
She was all clad in picrric and in golds 
And cke fhe lefte not for non hunting 
Kj 
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To have of fondry tonges ful knowing, 
Whan that fhe leifer had, and for to entend 
To lernen bookes was all hire liking, 
How fhe in vertue might hire lif deipend. 
And fhortly of this ftorie for to tress, 
Go doughty was hire hufbend, and cke fhe, 
That they conquered many regnes grete 
In the orient, with many a faire cite 
Appertenaunt unto the muajetlee 
Of Rome, and with ftrong hand held hem ful fat, 
Ne never might hir fomen don hem fice 
Ay while that Odenates dayes lait. 
Hire bataitles, who fo lik hem for ts rede, 
Againe Sapor the king, and cther mo, 
And how that all this procefty fell in dede, 
Why the conquered, and what title therto, 
And after of hire mifchefe and hire wo, 
How that the was befeged and ytake, 
Let him unto my maifter Petrark go, 
‘That writeth ynough of this }undertuke. 
Whan Odenate was ded fhe mightily 
The regncs held, ane witb hire propre hond 
Agains hiv loos the fought fo cruelly 
‘That ther n'as king ne prince in ali that lond 
"That he n’as glad if he that grace fond s 
‘That the ne wolde upon his lond werreye; 
‘With hire they maden alliaunee by bead 
‘To ben in pees and Ict hire ride and pleye. 
‘The Emgerour of Rome Claudius, 
Ne him belorn the Romain Galicn, 
Ne dorfte never be fo corageous, 
Ne non Ermin ne non Egiptie, 
Ne Surrien ne non Arabien, 
‘Within the feld ne dorfe with hire fight, 
Left that fhe wold hem with hire hondes flen, 
Or with hire meinie putten hom ¢> fight. 
In kinges habite wente hire {ones Wwe 
As heires of hir fadres regnes alle, 
And Heremanno and 'Timolao 
Hir naines were, as Perfiens hem calle. 
But ay Fortune hath in hire hony gulle : 
‘This mighty quene may no while endure ; 
Fortune ou: of hire regne made hire falle 
‘To wretchedneffe and to mifaventure. 
Aurelian, whan that the governance 
Of Rome came into his hondes twey, 
He fhepe upon this quene te de vengeance, 
Aad with his legions he toke his way 
Toward Zenobie ; und, thortly for to fay, 
He made hire flee, and atte lait hire hent, 
And fettred hire and cke hire children tway, 
And wan the lond, and home to Rome he went. 
Amonges other thinges that he wan 
Hire char, that was with gold w rought and pierrie, 
This grete Romain, this Aurelian, 
Hath with him lad for that men fhuld it fee, 
Beforen his triumphe walketh the, 
With gilte chaines on hire necke honging, 
Crouncd fhe was, as after hire degree, 
“And fal of piersie charged hire clothing. 
Alas, Fortune ! the that whilom was 
Dredeful to kinges ard to emperorres, ¢ 
New gaureth all the peple on hire, alas ! 
And the that helmed was in Rarkc figures, 
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And wan by force tounes ftronge and tourer, 
Shal on hire hed now were a vitremite, 
And the that bare the fceptre ful of foures” 
Shal bere a diftuf, hire coft for to quite. 


Neo. 


Although that Nero were as vicious 
As any feud that lieth ful low adoun, 
Yet he, as telleth us Suetonius,. 
Vhis wide world had in fubjectioun, 
Both eft and weft, fouth and fepten 
Of rubies, faphires, and of perles white, 
Were al his clothes brouded up and doun, 

For he in gemmes gretly gan delite. 
dclicat, more pompous ofarray, 
oude, was never emnperour than be, 
ke eloh that he had wered o day 
After that time he n’olde it never fee : 
Nettes of gold threde had he gret plentee 
‘Yo fifh in Tiber whan him lift to play + 

His luites were as law in his degree, 

For Fortune as his frend wold him obay, 

He Rome brente for his delicacie 5 
The Scnatours he flow upon a day 
‘Yo heren how that men wold wepe and cric, 
And flow his brother, and by his fufter Izy. 
His moder made he in pitous array, 

For be hire wombe let flitten, to behold 
Wher he conceived wasifo wala wa ! 
‘Phat he fo litel of his moder told. 

No tere out of his eyen for that fight 
; Ne came, but fayd a faire woman was fhe. 
Gret wender is how that he coud or might 
Be demefman of hire dede beautce. 

‘The wine to bringen him commanded he, 
And dranke anon: no ether we ke made. 
Whan might is joincd unto crueltec, 
Alas! to depe wol the venime wade. 

In youthe a maifter had this emperour 
‘To techen him lettrure and curtefie + 
For of moralitce he was the flour, 

As in his tine, but if bookes lie ; 

And while this maifter had of him maiftrie 
He maked him fo conning and fo fouple 
‘That longe time it‘was or tyrannie 

Or any vice dorft in him uncouple. 

Mhis Seucka, of which that 1 devife, 
Becaufe Nero had of him {wiche drede, 
For he fro vices wold him ay chaitife 
| Difcretly, as by word and not by dedes 
Sire, he wold fay, an emperour mote nede 
Be vertuous, and haten tyrannic ; 

For which he made him in a bathe to blede 
On bothe his armes till he muft die. 

‘Vhis Nero had eke of a cuftumaunee 
In youth ageins his maifter for to rife, 

Which afterward him thought a gret grevaunee, 
Therfore he made him dien in this wile. 

But natheles this Seneka the wife 

Chees in a bathe to dic in this manere 

Rather than han another turmentife : 

And thus hath Nero flain his maifter desc, 
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Now fell it fo that Fortune lift no lenger 
"The highe pride of Nero to cherice, 
¥or though that he were ftrong yet was fe ftreng- 
She thoughte thus: by God Tam tonice er. 
‘Lo (eta man that is fulfilled of vice 
du high degree, and Emperour him calle : 
By God out of his fete 1 wol him trice 5 
Whan he left weneth foneft thal he falle. 
~. ‘The peple rofe upon him on a night 
¥er his defaute, and whan he it efpied 
Out of his dores anon he hath him dight 
Alon ’,and tr he wend Lan had ben ullied 
He knocked fait, and ay the more he cried 
The etten they hir dares alle 5 
‘Vho wiit he wel he had hinulf mifgied, 
Abd went his way; no lenger dorit he calle. 
The peple-cried and combled up and doun, 
That with lis eres herd he how they fayde, 
Wher is this fale tyrant, this Neroun ? 
For fere almoft out of his wit he brayde, 
And tgshis goddes pitoufly he preide 
For focour, but it mighte not betide : 
For drede of this him thoughte that he deide, 
And ran into a gardin him to hide. 
eAnd in this gurdin fond he cherles tweye 
That faten by a fire gret and red, 
And to thife cherlestwo he gat to preye 
‘To flen him, and to girden of his hed, 
"Phat to his body whan that he were ded 
Were no defpit ydon for hi defame. 
Hinfelf he flow, he coud no better rede, 
Of which Fortine lough and hadde a game. 

















Holofernes. 


‘Was never capitaine under a king 
"Phat regnes mo put in fubjectioun, 
(Ne ftrenger was in feld of alle thing 
As in his time, ne greter of renoun, 
Ne more pompous in hig), prefumptioun, 
"Than Holoferne, which that Fortune ay kilt 
So likeroufly, aud lud kim up and doun, 
"Til chat his hed was of or that he wit. 
Not only that this world had him in awe 
For lefing of richcite and libertee, 
But he made every man renvic his lawé. 
Nabuchodonofor was God, fayd be 5 
Non other god ne thulde honoured he. 
‘Ageins his hefte ther dare no wight trefpace 
Save in Bethulia, a {trong citce, 
Wher Eli a preeft was of that place. 
But take kepe of the deth of Holoferne : 
Amid his hott he dronken lay a night 
Within his tente, large bere; 
And yet for all his pompe and all his might 
Judith, a woman, as he Gpright 
Sleping, his hed of fmote, and fro his tente 
Ful prively the ftalc from every wight, 
And with his hed unto hire toun fhe wente. 
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Antiochus. 
Wiiat nedeth it of King Antiochus 
‘To tell his high and real majeftce, 
Hlis gret pride, and his werkes venimons ? 
For twiche another was ther non as he ; 


oe] 
Redeth what that he was in Machabe, 

And redeth the proud wordes that he feid, 

‘And why he feil from his profpesitee, 

And in an hill how wretchedly he deid. 

Fortune him had enhaunfed fo in pride 
That veraily he wend he might attaine 
Unto the fterres upon every lide, 

And in a balaunce weyen eche mountaine, 
And all the Hoodes of the fee reftreine : 
And Goddes peple had he moft in hate, 
Wem wold he ficen in turment and in peine, 
Wening that God ne might his pride abate. 

And for that Nichanor and Timothee _ 

With Jewes were 
Unto the Jewes fw 
‘That he Lad greithe his char ful haftily, 

And fwore and fayde ful detpitouily 

Unto Jerufatem he wold eftfone, 

To wreke his ire on it ful cruelly; 

Bat of his purpes was ke let ful fone, 

God for his manacc him fo fore fmote 
With iavifible wound, ay incurable, 

‘That in his guttes carfe it fo and bote 

Thatte his peines weren importable ; 

‘And certainly the wreche was refonable, 

For many 2 mannes gattes did he peines 

But from his purpes curfed and damnable, 

Vor ali bis fmerte, he n’elde him not reftreines 
But bade anon apparailen his hoft. 

And fodenly, or he was of it ware, 

God daunted ail his pride and all his boft ; - 

For he fo fore fell out of his chare 

That it his limmes and his fkinne to-tare, 

So that he neither mighte go ne ride, 

But ina chajere men about him bare, 

Alle forbrufed bothe bak and fide. 

The wreche of God him finote fo-cruelly 
That thurgh his body wicked wormes crept, 
And therwithal he ftanke fo horribly 
‘That non of all his meinie that him kept, 
Whether fo that he woke or elles flept, 

Ne mighte not of him the finke endure, 
In this mifchiefe he wailed and cke wept, 
And knew God iord of every creature. 

‘To all his ho& and to hinsfelf alfo 
Ful wlatfom was the ftinke of his careine 5 
No man ne mighte him beren to ne fro; 
And in this ftinke and this horrible peine 
le ftarf ful wretchedly in a mountaine. 
“hus hath this robbour and this homicide, 
That many a man made to wepe and pleine, 
Swiche guerdon as belongeth unto pride. 
























Alexander. 


The ftorie of Alexandre is fo commune 
That every wight that hath difcretionn 
Hath herd fomwhat or all of his fortune, 
This wide world, ws in conclufioun, 

He wan by ftrength, or for his high renoun 

"They weren glad fer pees unto him fende. 

"The pride of man and boft he layd adoun, 

Wher [o he came, unto the worldes ende. 
Bij 
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Comparifon might never yet be maked 
Betwix him and another cenquerour, 
For al this world for drede of him hath quaked ; 
He was of knighthode and of fredome flour ; 
Fortune him maked the heir of hire honour. 
Save wine and women nothing might aflwage 
His high entente in armes and labour, 
So was he ful of leonin corage. 
What pris were it to him though [ you told 
‘Of Darius, and an hundred thoufand mo 
Of kinges, princes, dukes, erles bold, 
‘Which he conquered, and brought hem into wo? 
1 fay as fer as man may ride or go 
‘The world was his; what fhuld I more devife? 
For though I wrate or told you ever mo 
Of his knighthode it mighte not fuffice. 
Twwelf yere he regned, as faith Machabe : 
Philippus fone of Macedoine he was, 
‘That firit was king in Greece the contree. 
© worthy gentil Alexandre! alas 
“Phat ever fhuld thee fallen fwiche a cas! 
Enpoifoned of thyn owen folke thou were ; 
Thy fis Fortune Fath turned into an as, 
And yet for thee ne wept the never a tere. 
Who flal me yeven teres to complaine 
‘The deth of gentilleffe and of fraunchife, 
‘What all this world welded in his demaine, 
And yet him thought it mighte not fuflice ? 
So fal was his corage of high emprife. 
Alas! who thal me helpen to endite 
Falfe Fortune, and poifon to defpife? 
‘The which two of all this wo I wite. 


Sfalius Cofar. 


By wifdome, manhode, and by gret labour, 
From humblehede to real majeitee 
Up rofe he Julius the conqucrour, 
‘That wan all the occident by lond and fee 
By ftrengthe of hond, or elles by tretee, 
And unto Rome made hem tributarie, 
aind fith of Rome the Emperour was he 
‘Til that Fortune wexe his adverfaric, 
O mighty Cefar | that in Theffalie 
Ageins Pompeius, father thin in lawe, 
‘That of the orient had all the chivalrie 
As fer as that the day beginneth dawe, 
‘Thou thurgh thy knighthode haft hem take and 
Save few folk that with Pompeius fledde, [Mawe, 
‘Thurgh which thou put all the orient in awe, 
‘Thanke Fortune that fo wel thee fpedde, 
But now a litel while J wol bewaile 
‘This Pompeius, this noble governour 
Of Rome, which that fled at this bataille. 
1 fay on of his men, a falfe traitour, a 
His hed of fmote, to winnen him favour 
Of Julius, and him the hed he brought : 
Alas, Pompeie! of the orient conquerour, 
‘That Fortune unto fwiche a fin thee brought. 
« ‘To Rome again repaireth Julius 
With his triumphe !aureat ful hie, 
But on atime Brutus and Caffius, 
‘That ever had of his high effat envi, 





THE MONKES TALE. 


Ful prively had made confpiracie 
Ageins this Jalius in fotil wife, 
And caft the place in which he thulde die 
With bedekins, as J thal you devife, 

‘This Julius to the Capitolie wente 
Upon a day, ashe was wont to gon, 
And in the Capitolie anon him hente 
This falfe Brutus and his other foon, 


And ftiked him with bodekins anon -- 


With many a wound, and thus they let him lie + 
But never gront he at no ftroke but 9} 
Or elles at twa, but if his ftorie lie 
So manly was this Julius of herte, 
And fo wel loved eftatly honeftee, 
“Vhat though his dedly woundes fore fmerte 
His mantel over his hippes cate he, 
For no man fhulde feen his privetee ; 
And as he lay of dying in a trance, 
And witte veraily that ded was he, 
Of honeftee yet had he remembrance, 
Lucan, to thee this ftorie | recommende, 
And to Sucton and Valerie alfo, 
That of this ftorie writen word and ende, 
How that to thife grct conqueroures two 
Fortune was firft a frend and fith a fo, 
No mun ne truft upon hire favour long, 
But have hire in await for evermo, 
Witneffe on all thife conqueroures trong. 


4 
Crefus. 


The riche Crefus, whilom King of Lidey 

Of whiche Crefus Cirus fore him dradde, 

Yet was he caught amiddes all his pride, 

And to be brent men to the fire him ladde, 

But fwiche a rain doun from the welken fhadde 
‘That flow the fire, and made to him efcape ; 
But to beware no grace yet he hadde 

Til Fortune on the galwes made him gape, 

Whan he efcaped was he can not ftint 
For to beginne a newe werre again : 

He wened wel for that Fortune him fent 
Swiche hap that he efcaped thurgh the rain 
‘That of his fooshe mighte not be flain ; 
And eke a fweven upon a night he mette 
Of which he was fo proud and eke fo. fain, 
‘Yhat in vengeance he all his herte fette. 

Upon a tree he was, as thar him thought, 
Ther Jupiter him wesfhe both bak and fide, 
And Phebus cke a faire towail him brought 
To drie him with, and therfore wex his pride. 
And to his doughtcr that ftood him befide, 
Which that he knew in high fcience habound, 
He bad hire tell him what it fignified, 

And the his dreme began right thus expound, 

‘The tree (quod fhe) the gaiwes is to mene, 
And Jupiter betokeneth fnow and rain, 

And Phebus with his towail clere and clene, 
‘Tho ben the fonnes ftremes, foth to fain : 
Thou fhalt anhanged be, fader, certain 
Rain fhal thee wath, and fonne thal thee drie, 
‘Thus warned him ful plat and eke ful pisin 
His doughtcr, which that called was Phanic, 


* 
if 


Anhanged was Crefus the preude king ; 

Riis real trone might him not availle: _ 
Tragedie is non other maner thing, 

> * Ne can in finging crien ne bewaile, 
But for that Fortune all day wol affaille 
With unware ftroke the regnes that ben proude ; 
‘For whan men truften hire than wol fhe faille, 
And cover hire bright face with a cloude. 

me Peter of Spaine. 


. Onoble,o worthy, Petro, glorie of Spaine! 
"Whom Fortéhe held fo high in majeftee, 

‘Wel oughten men thy pitons deth complaine : 
Out of thy lond thy brother made thee flee, 
And after at a fege by fotiltee 

‘Thou were betraied and lad unto his tent, 
"Wher as he with his owen hond flow thee, 
Succeding in thy regue and in thy rent. 

‘The feld of {now, with th’ egle of blak therin, 
Caught with the limerod, coloured as the glede, 
He brewed this curfedneffe and all this finne ; 
‘The wicked nefte was werker of this dede, 

Not Charles Oliver, that toke ay hede 

Of trouthe and honour, but of Armorike 
Genilon Oliver, corrupt for mede, 

Broughte this worthy king in {wiche a brike. 


Petro King of Cypre. 


O worthy Petro! King of Cypre alfo, 
"That Alexandrie wan by nigh maiftrie, 
Ful many an Hethen wroughteft thou ful wo, _ 
Of which thin owen lieges had envie, 
And for nothing but for thy chivalrie 
‘They in thy bed han flain thee by the morwe. 
‘Thus can Fortune hire whele governie and gic, 
And out of joye bringen men to forwe, 


Barnabo Vifcount. 


Of Milane grete Barnabo Vifcount, 
God of delit, and fcourge of Lumbardie, 
Why fhuld I not thin infortune account, 
Sith in eftat thou clomben were fo high ? 
Thy brothers fone, that was thy doubic allie, 
For he thy nevew was and fone in lawe, 
Within his prifon made he thee to die, 
But why ne how n’ot { that thou were flawe. 


Hugelin of Pife. 


Of the Er] Hugelin of Pife the langour 
‘Ther may no tonge tellen for pitee, 
But litel out of Pife Rant a tour, 
~ §n whiche tour in prifon yput was he, 
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And with him ben his lite! children three, 


The eldeft tcarfely five yere was of age: * 


Alas! Fortune, it was gret crueltee 
Swiche briddes for to put in fwiche a cage. 

Dampned was he to die in that prifon, 

For Roger which that Bifhop was of Pife 
Had on him made a falfe fuggeftion, 

Thurgh whichthe peple gan upon him rife, 
And put him in a prifon in fwiche a wife 

As ye han herd; and mete and drinke he had 
So fmale, that wel unnethe it may fuffee, 

And therwithad it was fol poure and bad. 

And ona day befell that in that houre 
Whan that his mete wont was tobe brought - 
‘The gailer fhette the dores of the toure; 

He herd it wel, but he fpake right nought ¢ 
And in his herte anon ther fell a thought 
‘That they for hunger wolden do him dien = 
Alas! quod he, alas that | was wrought? 
‘Therwith the teres fellen fro his eyen. 

His yonge fone, that three yere was of age, 
Unto him faid, Fader, why do-ye wepe? . 
‘Whan will the gailer bringen our potege? 

Is ther nomorfel bred that ye do kepe? 

I am fo hungry that I may not flepe. 

Now wold God that I might flepen ever, 

Than fhuld not hunger in my wombe crepes 
Ther n’is no thing fauf bred that me were lever. 

Thus day by day this childe began to cri¢, 
'Tilin his fadres barme adoun it lay, 

And faide, Farewel, fader, I mote die; 
And kift his fader, and dide the fame day. 
And whan the woful fader did it fey. 

For wo his armes two he gan to bite, 

And faide, Alas { Fortune, and wala wa ! 
‘Thy falfe whele my wo al} may I wite. 

His children wenden that for hunger it wae * 
That he his armes gnowe, and not for wo, 
And fayden, Fader, do not fo, alas! 

But rather ete the fichh upon us two = 

Our fiefh thou yaf-us, take our flefh us fro, 
And ete ynongh, Right thus they to him feide, 
And after that, within a day or two, . 
‘They laide hem in his lappe adoun and deide, 

Himfelf difpeired eke for hunger ftarf. 
‘Thus ended is this mighty Ertl of Pife ¢ 
From high eftat Fortune away him carf, 

Of this tragedie it ought ynough fuffices 
Who fo wol here it in a longer wife 
Redeth the grete poete of Itaille 4 
‘That highte. Dante, for he can it devife 
Fro point to point ; not o word wol he fajig. 
3 K iiij 
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THE NONNES PREESTES PROLOGUE. 














THE NONNES PREESTES PROLOGUE: 


Ho tquod theKnight,good Sire,nomore of this; 
That ye han faid is right ynough ywis, 
And mochel more’; for litel hevineife 
Is right ynough to mochel fulk 1 gefte. 
T fay for me it isa gret difefe 
Wher as men have ben in gret wealth and efe 
Fo heren of bir foden fail, alas! 
Aud the contrary is joye and gret folas, 
As whana man hath ben in poure eftar, 
And climbeth up and wexeth fortunat, 
And ther abideth in profperite 
Swich thing is gladiom as ic thinketh me, 
And of fiche thing were goodly for to telle. 
“Ye, quod our Hoite, by Seine Poules belle, 
Ye fay right foth. this Monk hath clapped Ioudes 
le (puke how Fortune covered with « cloude 
1 wore not what, and als of a tragedie 
Right pow ye herd; and parde no remedie 
It is for to bewailen ne complaine 
That that is don, and alsit isa paine, 
As ye han taid, to here ef hevine fie, 
Sire Ma no more of this, fo God you bleffe ; 
nrayetih all this compagnie 5 
aiking is not worth a boterflic, 
ther no difport ne C5 
Therlove Sire Monk, Dan Piers by your name, 
1 pray you hertely teil us fomwhar elles, 
For fikerly n’ere of your belies 




























‘That on your bridel hange on every fide, 
By heven king, that for us alledide, 

{ thuld er this have fallen doun for flepe, 
Although the flough had ben never fo depe, 
‘Than hadde your Tale ali ben told in vain: 
For certainly, as that thife clerkes fain, 
Wher asa man may have non audience 
Nought helpeth it to tellen his fentence ; 
And wei I wote the fubitance is in me 

If any thing thal wel reported be. 

Sire, fay fomwhat of hunting f you pray. 

Nay, quod this Monk, I have not luft to play z 
Now lette another telle as [have told. 

‘Than f{pake our Hofte with rude fpecheandbold, 
And fayd unto the Nonnes Preeft anon, ~ dl 
Come nere,thou Preeft,comchither,thou Sire John; 
Telle us fwiche thing as may our hertes glade: 

Be blithe although thou ride upon a jade. 

What though thin horfe be both foule and lene? 
If be wol ferve thee recke thee not a bene ; 

Loke that thyn herte be mery evermo. 

Yes, Hoite, quod he, fo mote [ride or go 
But | be mery ywis I wol be blamed. 

And right anon his Tale he hath attamed ; 
And thus he faid unto us everich on, 
‘This fwete Preeft, this goodly man, Sire John, 





THE NONNES PREESTES TALE*, 


A roure widewe, fomdel ftonpen in age, 
Was whilom dwelling ina narwe cotage 
Befide a grove ftonding in u dale. 

This widewe, which Y tell ou of my ‘Tale, 
Sin thilke day that fhe was lift a wif 

In patience: Icd w ful fimple Lif, 

For litel was hire cacel and hire rent. 
By hufbondry of Iwiche as God bire fente 
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She found hirefelf and eke hire conghtren two, 
Three large fowcs had the, and no mo, 
ki fheep that highte Malle: 








ree kine, and 
Ful footy was hire boure and eke hire halle, 
Iu which fhe ete many a flender meic ; 

Of poinant Jauce ne knew fhe never adele: 
No deintee morfel paffed thergh hire throte 
fire dicte was accordant to hire cote : 
R-pletion ne made hire never fike; 
Attempre diete was all hire phyfike, 
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’ And exercife, and hertes {uffifance : 
‘The goute let hire nothing for to dance, 
Re apoplexic thente not hire hed: 
win ne dranke fhe nyther white ne red 
Hire bord was ferved moft with white.and black, 
Milk and broun bred, in which fhe fond no Jack, 
Seihde bacon, and fomtifne an eye or twey, 
For fhe was as it were a maner dey. 
-Ayerd the had enclofed ali about 
With ftickes, and a drie diche without, 
In which the hada cok highte Chauntcclere, 
In ‘all the land of crowing n’as his pere : 
His vois was merier than the mery orgon 
On maffe daies that in the chirches gon : 
Wel fikerer was his crowing in his loge 
"Than isa clok or any abbey orloge : 
By nature he knewe cche afcentioun 
Of the equino@ial in thilke toun, 
For whan degrees fiftene were afcended 
"Than crew be that it might not ben amended. 
His combe was redder than the fin corall, 
Enbattelled as it were a caftel wall; 
His bill was black, and as the jet it shone, 
Like afure were his legges andhis tonc, 
His nailes whiter than the lily flour, 
And like the burned gold was his colour. 
‘This gentil cok had in his governance 
Seven hennes for to don all his plefance, 
Which were his fufters and his paramoures, 
And wonder like to him as @f coloures, 
Of which the faircft, hewed in the throte, 
‘Was cleped faire Damofelle Pertelote. 
Carteis fhe was, difcrete, and debonaire, 
And compenable, and bare hirefelf fo faire, 
Sithen the day that the was fevennight old, 
‘That trewelich fhe hath the herte in hold 
Of Chaunteclere, loken in every lith ; 
‘He loved hire fo that wel was him therwith > 
But fwiche a joye it was to here hem fing, 
‘Whan that the brighte fonne gan to fpring, 
In fwete accord, My lefe is fare in lond. 
For thilke time, as 1 have underftond, 
Belles and briddes couden {peke and fing. 
And fo befell that in a dawening 
As Chauniteclere among his wives alle 
Sate on his perche that was in the halle, 
And next him fate his faire Peetelote, 
‘This Chaunteclere gan gronnen in his throte 
As man that in his dreme is dretched fore; , 
And whan that Pertelote thus herd him rore 
She was aguft, and faide, Herte dere ! 
~What aileth you to grone in this manere? 
Ye ben a veray fleper, fy for fhame! 
And he anfwered and fayde thus; Madame, 
I pray you that ye take it net agrefe; 
By God me mete I was in fwiche mifchefe 
Right now, that ye min herte is fore afright. 
Now God (quod he) my fweven recche aright, 
And kepe my body out of foule prifoun. 
My mete how that I romed up and doun 
‘Within our yerde, wher as 1 faw a beile 
‘Was like an hound, and wold han made arefte 
Upon my body, and han had me ded: 
Sie colour was betwix yelwe and red, 
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And tipped was his tail and beth his eres 
With black, unlike the remenant of his heres 
His frout was final, with glowing eyen twey; ° 
Yet for his loke almoft for fere I dey ¢ 
This caufed me my groning douteles. 
Away, quod fhe; fy on you hertcles! 
Alas! quod fhe, for by that God above 
Now han ye loft myn herte and all my jeve > 
I cannot love a coward by my faith; 
For certes, what fo any woman faith, 
We al defiren, if it mighte be, 
To have an hufbond hardy, wife, and free, 
And fverce, and nen siggard ne no fodl, 
Ne him that is agaft ef every tool, 
Ne non avantour by that God above. 
How dorftcn ye for fhame fay to your love 
‘That any thing might maken you aferde? 
Han ye no mannes herte and han a berde? 
Alas! and con ye ben agait of fwevenis? 
Nothing but vanitee, God wote, in fweven is. 
Swevenes engendren of repletions, 
And oft of fume, and of complexions, 
Whan humours ben to habundant in.& wight. 
Certes this dreme which ye han met to-night 
Cometh of the gret fuperfluitee 
Of youre rede colera parde, 
Which caufeth folk to dreden in hir dremes 
Of arwes, and of fire with rede lemes, 
Of rede beftes that they wol hem bite, 
Of conteke, and of wafpes gret and lite, 
Right as the humour of melancolie 
Caufeth ful many a man in flepe to crie 
For fere of bolles and of beres blake, 
Or elles that blake devils wol hem take. 
Of other humours coud I telle alfo, 
‘That werken many a man in flepe and wo 3, 
But I wol paffe as lightly asT can. « 
Lo Caton, which that was fo wife.a man, 
Said he not thus? Nedo no force of dremes. 
Now, Sire, quod fhe, whan we flee frothe bemes 
For Goddes love as take fom Jaxatif : 
Up peril of my foul and of my lif 
Lconfeil you the beft, I wol not lie, 
“hat both of coler and of melancolie 
Ye purge you; and for ye fhul not tarie, 
‘Though in this toun be non apotecarie, 
I thal myfelf two herbes techen you 
That fhal be for your hele and for yourprow, ¢ 
And in our yerde the herbes fhal I finde, 
‘The which han of hir propretee by kinde 
‘To purgen you benethe and eke above. 
Sire, forgete not this for Goddes love; 
Ye ben ful colcrike of complexion ; 
Ware that che fonne in his afcention 
Ne finde you not replete of humours hote; 
And if it do I dare wel lay a grote 
‘Yhat ye fhul han a fever tertianc, 
Or elles an ague, that may be your bane. 
A day or two ye fhul han degeftives 
Of wormes or ye take your laxatives, 
Of laureole, centauric, and fumctere, 
Or elles of ellebor that groweth there, 
Of catapuce or of gaitre beries, 
Or erbe ive growing in our ycrd that mery ing 
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Picke hem right as they grow, and ete hem in. 
Beth mery, hufbond; for your fader kin 
Dredeth ne dreme: I can fay you no more. 

Madame, quod he, grand mercy of your lore A 
But natbeles as touching Dan Caton, 

That hath of wifdome fwiche a gret renoun, 
‘Fhough that he bade no dremes for to drede, 
By God men-moun in olde bookes rede 

Of many a man more of avGoritee 

Than ever Caton was, fo mote I the, 

‘That all the revers fuyn of his fentence, 

And han wel found.n by experience 

‘That dremes ben fignifications 

As wel of joye as tribulations 

‘That folk enduren in this lif prefent : 

‘Ther nedeth make of this non argument : 
‘The veray preve fheweth it indede. 

On. of the greteft audtours that men rede 
Saith thus, that whilom twey felawes wente 
On pilgrimage in a ful good entente, 

And happed fo they came into a toun 
Wher ther was fwiche a congrcgatioun 
OF peple, and cke fo fireit of herbergage, 
"That they ne founde as moche as a cotage 
In which they bothe might ylogged be, 
Wherfore they muiten of neceflitee; 

As for that night, departen compagnie, 
And eche of hem goth to his hoftelrie, 
And toke his logging as it wolde fale, 

That on of hem was logged in a ftalle, 
Fer in a yard, with oxen of the plough, 
‘That other man was logged wel ynough, 
As was his aventure or his fortune, 

“That us governeth all,-as in commune, 

And fo befell that long or it were day 
‘This man met in his bed ther as he lay 
How that his felaw gan upon him calle, 
And faid, Alas! for in an oxes ftalle 
This night thal J be mordred ther { lies 

Now help me, dere brother! or I die: 
Inalle hafte come to me, he faide. 

This man out of his flepe for fere abraide; 
But whan that he was waked of his epe 
He turned him, and toke of this no kepe; 
Him thought his dreme was byt a vanitce, 
‘Thus twies-in his fleping dremed he. 

And at the thridde time yet his felaw 
Came, as him thought, and faid, ! now am flaw; 
Behold my blody woundes depe and wide: 
Arife up erly in the morwe tide, 

And at the weft gate of the toun (quod he) 
<A carte ful of donge ther fhalt thou fee, 
4n which my body is hid prively; 
Do thilke carte arreften boldely, 
My gold caufed my mordre, foth to fain’; 
And told him every point how he was flain 
With a ful pitons face, pale of hewe; 
And trueth wel his dreme he found ful trewes 
For on the morwe fone as it was day 
‘To his felawes inne he toke his way, 
And whan that he came to this oxes italle 
After his felaw he began to calle. 

The hofteler anfwered him anen, 
And faide, Sire, your felaw is agon; 
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‘This man gan fallen in fufpecioun, 
Remembring on his dremes that he mette, 
And forth he goth, no lenger wold he ictte, ‘ 
Unto the weft gate of the toun, and fond 
A dong carte as it went for to dong lond, 
‘That was arraied in the fame wife 
As ye han herde the dede man devife, 

And with an harde herte he gan to crie 
Vengeance and juttice of this felonies 
My felaw mordred is this fame night, 
And in this carte he lith gaping upright. 
I crie out on the minifters, quod he, 
‘That fhulden kepe and reulen this citee: 
Harow! alas! here lith my felaw flain. 

What fhuld 1 more unto this tale fain? 
The peple out ftert, and eaft the cart to ground, 
And in the middel of the dong they found 
The dede man that mordred was all newe. 

© blisful God! that art fo good and trewe, 
Lo, how that thou bewreyeft mordre alway! 
Mordre wol out, that fee we day by day: 
Mordre is fo wlatfom and abhominable 
To God, that is fo juft and refonable, 

‘That he ne wol not fuffre it hylled be: ~ 
Though it abide a yere, or two or three, 
Mordre wol out; this is my conclufioun. 

And right anon the miniftres of the tou 
Han hent the carter, and fo fore him pined, 
And cke the hofte/er fo fore engined, 

That they beknewe hir wickedneffe anon, 
And were anhanged by the necke bon, 

Here moun ye fee that dremes ben to drede. 

And certes in the fame book I rede, 

Right in the next chapitre after this, 

(U gabbe not, fo have J joye and blis) 

Two men that wold han paffed over the fee, 
For certain ¢aufe, in to a fer contree, i 
If that the winde ne hadde ben contrarie, 
That made hem in a citee for to tarie 

‘That ftood ful mery upon a haven fide: 

But on a day, agein the even tide, 

‘The wind gan change, and blewright ashemlefts 
Jolif and glad they wenten to hir reft, 

And caften hem ful erly for to faile; 

But to that o-man fel a gret mervaile, 

That on of hem in fleping as he lay 
He mette a wonder dreme again the day: 
Him thought a man ftood by his beddes fide, 
And him commanded that he fhuld abide, 
And faid him thus; If thou to-morwe wende 
Thon fhalt be dreint; my tale ig at an ende. , 

He woke, and told his felaw what he met, 
And praied.him his viage for to let; 

As for that day he prayd him for to abide, 

His felaw, that lay by his beddes fide, 

Gan for to laugh, and {corned him ful faftes 
No dreme, quod he, may fo my herte agatte 
That I wol leten for to do my thinges: 

I fette not a ftraw by thy dreminges, 

For fwevens ben but vanitees and japes: 
Men dreme al day of oules and of apes, 
And eke of many a mafe therwithal; 

Men dremg of thing that never was pe fal 
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“Bat fith I fee that thou wol-there abide, 
‘And thus forftouthen wilfully thy tide, 
‘od wot it reweth me; and have good day = 
‘ANd thus he took his leve, and went his way. 
But or that he had half his cours ylailed, 
N’ot I not why ne what mefchance it ailed, 
But*cafuelly the fhippes bottom rente, 
And fhip and man under the water-wente 
“ta {ight of other fhippesther befide 

‘That with him failed at the fame tide. 

And therfore, faire Pertelote fo dere, 

By Ywiche enfamples olde maift thou lere 
‘That no man fhulde be to reccheles 

Of dremes, for I fay thee douteles 

That many a dreme ful fore is for to drede, 

Lo, in the lif of Seint Kenelme I rede, 
‘That was Kenulphus fone, the noble King 
Of Mercenrike, how Kenelm mette a thing. 
A litel or he were mordred on a day 
His mordre in his avifion he fay; 

His norice him expouned every del 

His fweven, and bade him for to kepe him-wel 
Fro trefon; but he n’as but feven yere old, 
And therfore litel tale hath he told 

Of any dreme, fo holy was his herte. 

By God I hadde lever than my therte 

"That ye had red his legend as have I. 

Dame Pertelote, I fay you trewely, 
Macrobius, that writ the avifion 
In Affrike of the worthy Scfpion, 
Affirmeth dremes, and fayth that they ben 
‘Warning of thinges that men after feen. 

And forthermore, 1 pray you loketh wel 
In The Olde Teftament of Daniel, 
if he held dremes any vanitec. 

Rede eke of Jofeph, and ther fhuln ye fee 
Wher dremes.ben fomtime (I fay not alle) 
Warning of thinges that thuln after falle. 

Loke of Egipt the king, Dan Pharao, 
His baker and his boteler alfo, 

‘Wheder they ne felten non effect in dremes, 
‘Who fo wol feken aétes of fondry remes 
May rede of dremes many a wonder thing, 

Lo Crefus, hich that was of Lydie king, 
Mette he not that he fat upon a tree? 
Which fignified he fhuld anhanged-be, 

Lo hire Adromacha, Hedtores wif, 

"That day that Hector fhulde lefe his lif, 
She dremed on the fame nighte beforne 
How that the lif of Heétor fhuld be lorne 
. If thilke day he went into bataille ; 
~ She warned him, but it might not availle; 
«He went forth for to fighten natheles, 
And was yflain anon of Achilles, 

But thilke tale is al to long to telle, 

And eke it is nigh day, I may not dwelle. 
Shortly | fay, as for conclufion, 
‘That { fhal han of this avifion 
Adverfitee ; and I fay forthermore, 
‘That I ne tell of laxatives no ftore, 
For they ben verimous, I wot it wel: 

a1 hem deffie; 1 love hem never a del. 

But letus fpeke of mirthe, and ftinte all this, 
Padame Pestelote, io-havg I blis, 
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Of o thing God-hath fent me large:grace, 
For whan I fee the beautee of yourfacey 
Ye ben fo fcarlet red about your eyen, 

It maketh all my drede for to diens 

For al fo fiker as Zn principio 

Mulier off bominis confufio, 

(Madame, the fentence of this Latine is, 
Woman js -manmes joye and manues blis;) 
For whan I fele anight your fofte fide, 

Al be it that Lmay noton you ride 

For that our perchets made fo narwe, alas! 
1am fo ful of joye and-ef falas. 

That I deffie bothe fweven and decame, 

‘And with that word he flew doun fpothehemgy 

For it was day, and eke his hennes alle, 
And-with a chuk he gan hem for to calle, 
For he had found a corn lay in the yerd. 
Real he was, he was no more aferd ; 

He fethered Pertelote twenty time, 

And trade hire eke as oft, er it was prime $ 
He loketh as it were a grim leoun, 

And or his toos he rometh up and doun 3 
Him deigned not to fet his feet to ground’s 
He chukketh, whan he hath acorn yfount, 
And to him rennen than his wivesalle, 

‘Thus real asa prince is in his halle 
Leve I this Chaunteclere in his pafture, 

And after wol I till his. aventure. 

‘Whan that the month in which theworldbegauy 
That highte March, whan God firft maked many 
Was complete, and ypaffed were alfo 
Sithen March ended thritty dayes and twoy 
Befell that Chaunteclere in ail his pride, 
His feven wives-walking him befide, 
Caft up his cyen to the brighte fonne, 
‘That in the figne of Taurus badde yronne 
“fwenty degrees and on, and fomwhat more = 
He knew by-kind, and by non other lore, 
"That it was prime, and crew with blisful flevea, 
The fonne, he faid, is clomben up on heven 
‘Twenty degrees and on, and more ywis; 
Madame Pertelote, my worldes blis, 
Herkeneth thife blisful briddes how they fing, 
And fec the frethe floures how they fpring; ~ 
Ful is min herte of revel and of folas. 

But fodenly him fell a forweful cas, 
For ever the latter ende of joye is wo; 
God wate that worldly joye is fone ago 
And if a rethor coude faire endite : 
He in a chronicle might tt faufly write 
As for a foveraine notabilitee, 

Now every wife man let him herken-meq 
This ftory is-al fo trewe, lundertake, 
As is the book of Launcelot du Lake, 
That women holde in ful gret‘revererice. 
Now wolf turne agen to my Tentence. 

A col fox, ful of fleigh jniquitee, 
‘That in the grove had wonned yeres three, 
By high imagination forecait, 

The fame night thurghout the hegges brat 
Into the yerd ther Chaunteclere the faire 
Was wont, and eke his wives, to repaire, 
And in a bedde of wortes ftille he lay 

‘Til it was pafled undern of the day, 
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‘Waiting his time on Channteclere to falle, 
As gladiy don thife homticides alle 
"That in await liggen to mordre men. 
O falfe morderour! rucking ia thy den, 
O newe Scarict, newe Genelon! 
O falfe diffimulour, o Greek Sinon! 
‘That broughteft Troye al utterly to forwe, 
© Chapnteclere! accarfed be the morwe 
‘That thou into thy yerd flew fro the bemes; 
Thou were ful wel ywarned by thy dremes 
That thilke day was perilous to thee: 
But what that God forewote moft nedes be, 
After the opinion of certain clerkes, 
Witneffe on him that any parfit clerk is, 
“That in {cole is gret altercation 
In this matere and gret difputifon, 
And hath ben of an hundred thoufand men : 
But I ne cannot boult it tothe bren, 
As can the holy Dodtour Auguitin, 
Or Roece, or the bifhop Bradwardin, 
‘Whether that Goddes worthy foreweting 
Streineth me nedviy for to don a thing, 
(Nedely clepe | fimple neceffitee) 
Or elles if free chois be granted me 
‘To do that fame thing or do it nought, 
‘Though Ged forewot it or that it was wrought, 
Or if his weting ftreineth never a del 
But by neceflitce condicionel. 
1 wol not han to don of fwiche matere; 
My Tale is of a cok, as ye may here, 
‘That took his confeil of his wif with forwe 
‘To walken in the yerd upon the morwe 
‘That he had met the dreme, as I you told. 
‘Womennes confeiles ben ful often colds 
‘Womennes confeil bronght us firft to wo, 
And made Adam fro Paradis to go, 
‘Ther as he was ful mery and wel at efe: 
+ But for n’ot to whom I might difplefe 
Hf I confeil of women wolde blame, 
Paffe over, for I faid it in my game. 
Rede auctours where they trete of fwiche matere, 
And what they fuyn of women ye mown here. 
‘Thile ben the Cokkes wordes and not mine ; 
T cén non harme of no woman devine. 
Faire in the fond, to bath hire merily, 
Lith Pertelote, and all hire futters by, 
Agein the fonne, and Chaunteclere fo free 
Sang mexrier than the mermaid in the fec, 
For Phifiologus fayth fikerly 
Mow that they fingen wel and merily, 
And fo befell that as he caft his eye 
Among the wortes on a boterfie 
He was ware of this fox that lay ful low: 
Nothirig ne lift him thaune for to crow, 
But cried anon Cok, cok, and up he fterte 
As man that was affruied in his herte ; 
For naturally a heeft defreth flee 
Fro his contrarie if he may it fee, 
‘Though he never erft had feeu it with his eye. 
This Chaunteclere, whan he gan him efpie, 
He wold han fled, but that the fox anon 
Said, Gentil Sire, alas! what wot ye don? 
Be ye uffraid of mc that am your frend? 
New certesI were werfe than any fend 
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If] to you wold harme or vilanie. 

in‘am zot come your confeil to efpie, 

But trewely the caufe of my coming 

‘Was only for toherken how ye fing, 

For trewely ye han as mery a fteven 

Asany angel hath that is in heven, 
Therwith ye han of mufike more feling 
Than had Boece, or any that can fing. 

My Lord, your fader (God his foule bleffe), 
And eke your moder of hire gentillcffe - 
Han in myn hous yben, to my gret efe, 
And certes, Sire, ful fain wold Iryou piefe. 
But for men {peke of fingen, f wol fey, 

So mote I brouken wel min eycn twey, 
Save you ne herd I never man fo fing 

As did your fader in the morwening : 
Certes it was of herte all that he fong : 
And for to make his nois the more ftrong 
He wold fo peine him, that with both his eyen 
He muite winke, fo loude he walde crien, 
And ftonden on his tiptoon therwithal, 
And ftretchen forth his necke long and {mal. 
And eke he was of {wiche difcretion, 

‘hat ther n’as no man in no region 

‘That him in fong or wifdom mighte paffe, 
J have wet red in Dan Burne] the affe 
Among his vers, how that ther was a cok 
That for a preeftes fone yave him a knok 
Upon his leg, while he was yonge and nice, 
He made him for té@*lefe his benefice ; 

But certain ther is no comparifon 

Betwix the wifdom and difcretion 

Of your fader and his fubtilitee. 

Now fingeth, Sire, for Seint Charitee ; 

Let fee, can ye your fader counterfete? 

This Chaunteclere his winges gan to bete, 
As man that coud not his trefon efpie, 

So was he ravifhed with his flaterie. 

Alas! ye lordes, many a falfe flatour 
Is in your court, and many a lofengeour, 
That plefeth you wel more, by my faith, 
‘Than he that fothfaftneffe unto you faith, 
Redeth Ecclefiaft of flaterie : : 

Beth ware, ye lordes, of hire trecherie. 

This Chaunteclere ftood high upon his toos 
Streching his recke, and held his eyen cioos 
And gan to crowen loude for the nones ; 
And Dan Ruffel the fox ftert up at ones, 
And by the gargat hente Chaunteclere, 
And on his back toward the wood him bere, 
For yet me was ther no man that nim fued, 

O deftinec ! that maift not ben efchued, 
Alas that Chaunteclere few fro the bemes! 
Alas, his wif ne raughte not of dremes ! 
And on a Friday fel all this mefchance, 

O Venus! that art goddeffe of Plefance, 
Sin that thy fervant was this Chaunteclere, 
And in thy fervice did all his powere, 
Mere for delit than world to multiplie, 
Why wolt thau fuffre him on thy day to die? 

O Ganfride, dere maifter foverain ! 

‘That whan thy worthy King Richard was flain 
With fhot complaincdeft his deth fo fore, 
Why ne had I gow thy fcience and thy lore 
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5 Friday for to chiden as did ye? 
Mor on a Friday fothly flain was he) 
Then weld 1 thew you how that I coud plaine 
auntecleres drede and for his paine, 
cs fwiche cry ne lamentaticn 
N’as never of fadies made whan Hion 
Was yonne, aud Pirgus with ftreite fwerd, 
When he had hen King Priam by the berd 
And fluin him, (as faith us Enidos! 
HFinaden all the hennes it the cloos 
Whan they had fcen of Channteclere the fight; 
But foycrainly Dame Pertelote fhright 
¥ul louder than did Hafdruballes wif 
Whan that hire hufboend hadde ylott his lif, 
And that the Romaines hadden brent Cartage; 
She was fo ful of turment and of rege 
That wilfully into the fire the fterte, 
And brent hite felven with a ftedfaft herte. 
Owoful hennes! right fo criden ye 
As whan that Nero brente the citce 
Of Rome cricd the Senatoures wives 
For that hir hufbonds Soften alle hir lives, 
Withouten gilt this Nero hath bem iain. 
Now wol I turne unto-my Tale again, 
“The fely widewe,and hire doughtren two 
“flarden thefe hennes erie and maken wo, 
And out at the dores ferten they anon, 
And faw the fox toward the wode is gon, 
d bare upon his back the cok away : 
Thy. crieden out Harow and wala wat 
Aha the fox! and alter him they ran, 
And eke with flaves many an other mans 
&an Colle our dogge, and Talbot and Gerlond, 
And Malkin, with hire diftaf in hire hond ; 
Ran cow and calf ; and eke the veray hogges 
So fered were for barking of the dogges, 
And fhouting of the men and women eke, 
‘They ronnan fo hem thought hir hertes breke 3 
“Chey yelleden as fendes don in helle ; 
The dokes criedcn as men wold hem quelle: 
The gees for fere flewen over the trees, 
Out of the hive ceme the fwarme cf bees, 
So hidous was the noife, a denedisite I 
Certcs he Jakke Straw and his meinie 
Ne maden never fhoutes half fo fhrille, 
Whan that they wolden any Fleming kille, 
As thilke day was made upon the fox, 
Of bras they broughtcen beemes and of box, 
Of horn and hone, in which they blew and pouped, © 
And therwithal they fhriked and they houped 5 
Jt femed as that the heven fhulde falle. 
Now, goode men, I pray you herkeneth alle 
Lo how Fortune turneth fodenly 
‘fhe hope and pride eke of hire enemy ! 
"This cok that lay upon the foxes bake, 
In all his drede unto the fox he fpakc, 
And fayde; Sire, ifthat I were as ye 
Yet wold I fain, (as willy God help me) 











Turneth agein, ye proude cherles alle, 

A very peftilence upon you faile : 

Now I am come unto the wodes fice, 
Maugre your hed the cok fhal here abides 
I wol him ete in faith, and that anon. 

The fox anfwered, in faith it fhal be don; 
And as he fpake the word al fodeniy 
The cok brake from his mouth deliverly, 

And high upon a tree he few anon. 

And whan the fox faw that the cok was gon, 

Alas! quod he, o Chaunteclere, alas ! 

I have (quod be) ydon to you trefpas,, 

In as moche as { maked you aferd 

Whan { you hente and brought out of your yerd 
But, Sire, I did it inno wikke entente : 

Come doun, and I fhal tell you what I mente : 

I fhal fay fothe to you, God heipe me fo. 

Nay than quod he, | fhrewe us bothe two 5. 
And firft I fhrewe myfelf bothe blood and bones 
If thou begile me oftener than oncs + 
Thou fhalt no more thurgh thy flaterie 
Da me to fing and winken with mine eye, 

For he that winketh whan he fhulde fee, 
Al wilfully, God let him never the. ioe 

Nay, quod the fox, but God yeve him mefchance 
‘That is fo indifcrete of governance 
Vhat jangleth whan that he fhuld hold his pees. 

Lo, which it is for to be reccheles 
And negligent, and truft on flaterie. 

But ye that holden this Tale a folie, 

As of a fox, or of a cok or hen, 

Taketh the moralitée therof, good men . 
For Seint Poulc fayth, that all that writen js 
To our do@rine it is ywriten ywis, 
‘Taketh the fruit, and let the chaf be fille, -. 

Now, goode God, if that it be thy wile, 

As fayth my Lord, fo make us all good men, 
And bring us to thy high bliffe, Ame 5 

Sire Nonnes Preeft, our Hofte fayd anon, 

Ybleffed be thy breche and every fton; 
‘This was a mery Tale of Chaunteclere : 
But by my trouthe if thou were feculere 
‘Thou woldeft ben a tredefoule a right, 
For if thou have corage as thou haft might 
Vhee were nede of hennes, as 1 wene, 

Ye mo than feven times feventene,. 
Se whiche braunes hath this gentil Preeft, 


| So gret a neck, and fwiche a large breeft 


He loketh as a fparhauk with his eyen : 

Him nedeth not his colour for to dien 

With Brafil ne with grain of Portingale, 
But, Sire, faire falle you for your Tale, 

And after that he with ful mery chere 

Sayd to another as ye fhulen here. x 

2 * * * * 


st 





THE SECOND NONNES TALE 








THE SECOND NONNES TALE*, 


"Te miniftre and the norice unto vices, 

Which that men clepe in Englith Idelneffe, 

‘That porter at the gute is of Delices, 

‘To efchuen, and by hire contrary hire oppreffe; 

‘That is to fain, by leful befinefle, 

‘Wel oughte we to don al our entente, 

Left that the fend thurgh jdelneffe us hente. 
For he that with his thoufand cordes flie 

Continuelly us waiteth to be clappe, 

‘Whan he may man in idelneffe efpie, 

He can fo lightly cacche him in his trappe, 

‘Til that a man be hene right by the lappe 

He n’is not ware thd fend hath him in hond : 

Wel ought us werche and idelneffe withitond, 
And though men-dradden never for to die, 

Yet fee mén-wel by refon douteles 

‘That idelneffe is rote of flogardie, 

- Of which ther never cometh no good encrees, 
And fee that flouth holdeth hem in a lees, 
Only to flepe and for to ete and drinke, 

And to devouren all that other fwinke, 
And for to put ue from fwiche idelnefle, 

‘That caufe is of gret confufion, 

I have here don my feithful befineffe, 

After the legende, in tranflation 

Right of thy glorious lif and paffion, 


Thou with thy gerlond wrought of rofe and lilie, ' 


‘Thee mene-I, maid and martir, Scinte Cecilie, 
And thou, that arte floare of virgines all, 

Of whom that Bernard lift fo wel to write, 

‘To thee at my beginning firft I call, 

‘Thou comfort of us wretches, do me endite 

‘Thy maideny deth, that wan thurgh hire merite 

"The cternal lif, and over the fend victorie, 

As man may after reden in hire ftorie. 
‘Thou maide and mother, doughter of thy fon, 

‘Thou wel of mercy, finful foules cure, 

In whom that God of bountee chees to won; 

"Phou humble and high over every creature, 

"Thou nobledeft fo fer forth our nature, 

‘That no difdaine the maker had of kinde 

His fon in blood and ficth to clothe and winde. 
Within the cloyftre blisfui of thy fides 

‘Toke mannes fhape the eternal Love and Pees, 


| % ‘The life and death pf Saint Cecily. Spe 


‘That of the trine compas Lord and guide is, 
Whom erthe, and fee, and heven, out of rellees 
| Ay herien ; and thou virgine wemmeles 
; Bare of thy body (and dwelteft maiden pure} 
‘The Creatour of every creature, 
| Affembled in thee magnificence 
With mercy goodneffe, and with fwiche piteey 
‘That thou that art the fonne of excellence, 
Not only helpeft hem that praien thee, 
But oftentime of thy benignitee 
Ful freely, er that men thin helpe befeche, 
Thou goeft beforne and art hir lives leche, 
Now helpe, thou meke and blisful faire maids, 
" Me flamed wretchain this defert of galle;  ~ 
; Thinke on the woman Cananee, that faide 
| ‘That whelpes eten fom of the cromes alle 
That from hir lordes table been yfalle ; 
| And though that I, unworthy fone of Eve, 
| Be finful, yet accepteth my beleve: 
And for that feith is ded withouten werkes, 
So for to werken yeve me wit and fpace 
‘That I be quit from thennes that moft derke is ¢ 
O thou ! that art fo faire and ful of grace, 
Be thou niin advocat in that high place, 
Ther as withouten ende is fonge Ofanne, 
; Thou Criftes mother, doughtcr dere of Anne, 
And of thy light my foule in prifon light, 
; That troubled is by the contagion 
Of my body, and alfo by the wight 
Of erthly laft and falfe affection : 
O haven of refute! o falvationt 
Of hem that ben in forwe and in. diftreffe 
Now help, for to my werk I wol me dreffe, 
Yet pray I you that reden that I write 
! Foryeve me that I do no diligence 
| This ilke ftorie fubtilly to endite ; 
j For both have I the wordes and fentence 
Of him that at the feintes reverence 
The ftorie wrote, and folowed hire legende, 
And pray you that ye wol my werk amende, 
Firft wol 1 you the name of Seinte Cecilie 
Expoune, as men may in hire ftorie fee ; 
| It is to fayn in Englifh, Hevens lilie, 
For pure chattnefle of virginitec, 
Orfor fhe whitneffe had of honeftee, 
And grene of confcience, and of good fame 
‘Vhe fwoie favour, Lilis was hire name, 
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*. Gr Cecile isto fayn, The way to blinde, 
‘or fhe enfample was by good teching, 
Or elles Cecilie, as 1 writen finde, 
‘hs joined by a maner conjoining 
gt heven and Zia, and here in figurin 
, The heven is fet for thought of ho| 
And Lia for hire Jafting befineffe, 
Cecilie may eke Wo fayd-in this manere, 
‘Wanting of blindneffe, tr hire grete light 
GfTxpience, and for hire thewes clere ; 
Or elles Jo shis maidens name\gright 
Of heyen and Leos cometh, for which by right 
Men might hire wei the heven of peple calle, 
‘Infample of good and wife werkes alle. 
For Leos peple in Englifh is to fay: 
And right as men may in the heven fee 
‘The fonne and mone, and fterres, every way, 
Right fo men goftly, m this maiden free 
Sawen of faith the magnanimitee, 
And eke the clereneife hole of fapience, 
And fondry werkes bright of excellence. 
And right fo as thife pholofophres write, 
‘That heven is fwift and rownd, and eke brenning, 
Right fo was faire Cecilie the white 
"Ful fwift and befy in every good werking, 
and round an: hole in good perfevering, 
And brenning ever in charitiee ful bright. 
Now have i you delcared what the hight, 
This maiden bright Cecile, as hire life faith, 
Was-come of Romaines'and noble kind, 
And from hire cradJe foftred in the faith 
Of Crift, and bare his gofpel in hire mind: 
She never cefed, as I writen find, 
Of hire prayere, and God to love and drede, 
Befeching him to kepe hire maidenhede. 
And whan this maiden fhuld until a man 
Ywedded be that was ful yonge of age, 
Which that ycleped was Valerian, 
And day was comen of hire marriage, 
She ful devout and humble in hire corage, 
Under hire robe of gold, that fat ful faire 
Had next hire flefh yclad hire in an haire. 
And while that the organs maden melodie 
‘To God alone thus in hire hert fong the ; 
© Lord ! my foule and eke my bodie gic 
Unwenimed, left that I confounded be. 
And for his love that died upon the tre’ 
Every fecond of thridde day the fait, 
Ay bidding in hire orifons ful faft. 
The night came, and to bed muft the gon 
With hire hufbond, as it isthe manere, 
And prively the faid to him anon ; 
O iwete and wel beloved fpoufe dere! 
Thar is a confeil, and ye wol it here, 
Which that right fayn I wold unto you faie, 
So that ye fwere ye wol it not hewraie, 
Valerian gan faft unto hire fwere 
‘That for no cas ne thing that mighte be 
He fhulde never to non bewraien here ; 
And than at erft thus to him faide fhe ; 
Ihave an angel which that loveth me, : 
That with gret love wher fo I wake or flepe 
Is rady ay my body for to kepe : 
And if that he may felen out of drede 
‘That ye me touch or love in vilanie, 
3 
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He right anon wol fleen you. with the dede, 

And in your youthe thus ye fhulden die ;. 

And if that ye in clene love me gie, 

He wol you love as me for your clenenefle, 


. And fhew to you his joye and his brightnefle, 


This Valerian, corrected as God wold, 
Anfwered again; Hf I fhal truften thee 
Let me that angel feen and him behold, 
And if that ita veray angel be, 
Than wol I-den as thou haft prayed me ;. 
And if thou love another man, .forfothe 
Right with this {werd then wal i flee you bothe, 
Cecile anfwerd anon right in thie wifes 
If that you lift the angel shul you fee; 
So that ye trowe on Crift, and you baptife + 
Go forth to Via Apia, (quod fhe) 
hat fro this toun ne ftant but miles three, 
And to the poure folkes that ther dweHen 
Say hem right thus as that I thal you teen. 
Tell hem that I Cecile you to hemi fent - 
To fhewen you the good Urban the eld, 
For fecree nedes and for good entent ; 
And whan that ye Seint Urban han bebold, 
Tell him the wordes whiche bto pou told.» 
And whan that he hath: porged you fro finne 
Than fhal ye feen that angel ere, ye twinne. 
Valerian is to the place gon, 
And right as he. was taught by hire lerning” 
He fond this holy old Urban anon 
Among the feintes buriels louting ; 
And he anon withouten tarying : 
Did his meffage, and whan that he it.tolde 
Urban for joye his hondes gan upholde. 
The teres from his eyen let he falle; 
Almighty Lord, o Jefu Crift ! quod he, 
Sower of chaft confeil, hiende of us alley. 
The fruit of thilk feede of chaftitee 
That thou haft fow in Cecile take to thees 
Lo, like a befy bee withouten gile 
Thee ferveth ay thin owen thral Cecile, 
For thilk fpoufe that fhe toke but newey 
Ful like a fiers leon, the fendcth here. 
As meke as ever was any lamb or ewes, sr 
And with that word anon ther gan aperes 
An old man clad in white clothes clere, 
That had a book with letters of gold in hond, 
And gan beforne Valerian to ftond. 
Valerian as ded feil doun for drede 
Whan he him faw, and he up hent him the, 
And on his book right thus he gan to-nede> 
On Lord, on faith,on Ged withouten me, 
On Criftendom, and fader of all alfo 
Aboven all, and over all every wher. 
‘Thile wordes all with gold ywriten were. 
Whan this was red, than faid this olde ma,* 
Leveit thou this thing or no? fay ye or nay. 
I feve all this thing, quod Valerian, 
For fother thing than this I dare wel fay 
Under the heven no wight thinken may. 
‘Tho vanithed the olde man he n’ifte wher, 
And Pope Urban him criftened right ther. 
Valerian goth home, and fint Cecilie 
Within his chambre with an angel ftonde : 
‘This angel had of rofes and of lilie 
Corones two, the which he bare in honde, 
And firft to Cecile, a8 I underRende, . 


16a" 


He yaf that on, and after gan he take 
‘That other.to Valerian hire make, 

With body clene and with unwemmed thought 
Kepeth ay wel thife corones two, quod he, 
From Paradis to you I have hem brought, 

Ne never mo ne thul they roten be, 

Ne Jefe hir fwete favour, trufteth me, 

Ne never wight fhal fecn hem with his eye, 
But he be chaftc and hate vilanie. 

And thou, Valerian, for thou fo fone 
Affentedef to good confeil, alfo 
Say what thee litt and thou shalt han thy bone. 
“Thave a brother, quod Valerian tho, 

‘That in this world | love no man fo, 
T pray you that my brother may have grace 
‘To know the trouth, as 1 do in this place. 

‘The angel fayd, God liketh thy reguett, 
And bothe with the palme of martirdume 
‘Ye shullen come unto this blifsful rei! ; 

And with that word Tiburce his brother come. 
And whan that he the favour undernome, 
Which that the rofes and the lilies caf, 

Within his herte he gan to wonder faft, 

And faid; 4 wonder this time of the yere 
‘Whenes that fwete favour cometh fo 
Of rofes and lilies that I {mele here, 

For though Thad hem min hondes two 
‘Phe favour might in me no deper go : 
"The fwete fmel that in min herte I find 
Heth changed me ail in another kind. 

Valerian faid, Two corones han we 
Snow-white and rofe-red, that fhinen clere, 
Which that thin eyen han no miyht to fee, 
And as thou finelleft hem thurgh my prsiere, 
So fhalt thou feen hem, leve brother dere, 

Hf it fo be thou wolt withouten flouthe 
Beleve aright, and know the veray trouthe. 

‘Yiburee anfwered ; Saieft thou this to me 
In fothneffe, or in dreme herken I this? 

In dremes, quod Valerian, han we be 
Unto this time, brother min, ywis ; 

- But now at erft in trouthe our dwe 
How woft thou this, quod Viburce 
Quod Valerian, That thal I thee d . 

The angel of God hath me the trouth ytaught, 
Which thou fhalt feen, if that thou wilt reney 
‘The idoles, and be clene, and elles naught. 
sind of the miracle of thife corones twey 
Seint Ambrofe in his preface lift to fey 5 
Solempnely this noble doctour dere 
Commendeth it, and faith in this manere : 

‘Lhe palme of martirdome for to reccive 
Scint Cecilic, fulfilled of Goddes yeft, 

The world and eke hire chambre gan the weive, 
Witneffe Tiburces and Ceciles fhrift, 

‘Lo which God of his bountee wolde fhift 
Corones two, of floures wel fmelling, 

And made his angel hera the corones bring. 

The maid hath brought thife men to bliffe 

ahove ; 
The world hath wift what it is worth certein, 
Devotion of chattitee to love. 
Though fhewed him Cecile all open end plain 
‘That all idoltes n’is but a thing in vain, 
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For they ben dombe, and therto they ben deve, 
And charged him his idoles for to leve. 

Who fo that troweth not this, a beft he is, 
Quod this Tiburce, if that I fhal not lie. 

And the gan kiffe his breft whan fhe herd this, 
And was ful glad he coude trouthe efpie 
‘This day I take thee for min allie, - z 
Saide this blifsful faire maidep Gere 3 

And after that fhe faid as yé may here? 

Lo, right fo asthe love of Crift (quod fh 
Made me thy brothers wif, right in that wife 
Anon for’min allie here take 1 thee, 

Sithen that thou wolt thin idole’ de(pife. 

Goth with thy brother now and thee baptife, 
and make thee clene, fo that thou maift behold 
‘The angels face of which thy brother told. 
Tiburce anfwered, and faide, Brother dere; 
Firft tell me whither I thal, and to what man. 
‘Yo whom, quod he, Come for with goode chert, 
I wol thee lede unto the Pope Urban. 

‘Yo Urban? brother min, Valerian, 

Quod tho ‘Fiburce, wilt thou me thider lede ? 
Me thinketh that it were a wonder dede. 

Ne meneft thou not Urban (quod:he tho) 

‘That is fo often damned to be ded, 

And woneth in halkes alway to and fro, 

And dare not ones putten forth his hed? 

Men fhold him brennen ina fire fo red 

if he were found, or that men might him fpie, 
And we alfo, to begg him compagnie. 

And while we feken thilke divinitee 
That is yhid in heven prively, 

Algate ybrent in this world fhuld we be. 
‘Yo whom Cecile anfwered boldel, 5 

Vien mighten dreden wel and tkilfully 
‘This lif to lefe, min owen dere brother ! 
If this were living only and non other. 

But ther is better lif in other place 
‘That never thal be loft, ne drede thee nought, 
Which Goddes fone. us tolde thurgh his grace, 
That fadres fone which alle thinges wrought; 
And 4il that wrought is with a fkilful thought, 
‘The goft that from the fader gan procede 
Hath fouled hem withouten any drede 

By word and by miracle he Goddes fone, 
Whan he was in this world, declared here 
hut ther is 6ther lif ther men may wone. 

‘To whom anfwerd Tiburce; O fufter dere! 

Ne faideft thou right now in this manere, 

‘Ther n’is but o God Lord in fothfaftneffe, 

And now of three how naayft thou bere witneffe 2 

That thal I tell, quod the, or that 1 go, 
Right as a man hath fapiences three, 
Memoric, engine, and intelleé alfo, 

So in o being of divinitee 

‘Three perfones mowen ther righte wel be. 
‘Tho gan fhe him ful befily to preche 

Of Criftes fonde, and of his peines teche, 

And many pointes of his paffion, 

How Goddes fone in this world was withhold 
To don mankinde pleine remiffien, 





















‘ ‘That was ybound in fine and kares cold. 


~All this thing the unto Tiburce told, 


THE 
And after this Tiburce in good entent 
With Valerian to Pope Urban he went, 
That thanked God, and with glad herte and 
: light 
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Cecile, fo that fhe might in his prefence 
Don facrifice, and Jupiter encenfe, 
But they, converted at hire wife lore, 
Wepten ful fore, and yaven ful credence, 


“Me criftened Bim, and made him in that place j Unto hire word, and crieden more and more 


Parfite in his lerning, and Goddes knight : 

And after thig Tikyarce gat fwiche grace 

‘That every day he faw in time and {pace 
«The angel of God every maner bone 
~That he God axed it fped ful fone. 

It Were ful hard by orde for to fain 
How many wonders Jefus for hem wrought : 
Butat the laft, tv tellen fhort and plain, 

‘The fergeaunts of the toun of Rome hemi fought, 
And hem before Almache the Prefect brought, 
Which hem appofed, and knew al! hir entent, 
And to the image of Jupiter hem fznt. 

And faid, Who fo wol nought do facrifice 
Swap of his hed; this is my fentence here. 
Anon thife martyrs that ] you devile 
‘On Maximus, that was an officere 
Of the Prefectes, and his Corniculere 
Hem hent, and whan he forth the feintes lad 
Himfelf he wept for pitee that he had. 

Whan Maximus had herd the feintes lore 
He gate him of the turmentoures leve, 

And lad hem to his hous withouten more; 
Ané with hir preching or that it were eve 
‘They gonnen fro the turmentoursto reve, 
“stud fro Maxime, and fro his folk eche on, 
The falfe faith, ro trowe in God alone. 

Cecilic came, whan it was waxen night, 
‘With preeftes that hem criftened all yfere; 
‘And afterward whan day was waxen light 
Cecilie hem faid with a ful fredfaft chere, 
Now, Criftes owen knightes leve and dere, 
Cafte all away the werkes of derkeneffe, 
And armeth you in armes of brightneife. 

Ye han forfoth ydon a gret bataille ; 

Your cours is don 5 your faith hath you conferveds 
Goth to the croune of lif that may not fuille ; 

‘The rightful juge, which that ye han ferved, 
Shal yeve it you, as ye han it deferved. 

And whan this thing was faid as J devife 

Men ledde hem forth to don the facrifite. 

But whan they weren to the place ybrought, 
To-tellen shortly the conchifioun, + 
They n’olde encenfe ne facritice right nought, 
Bat on hir knees they fetten hem adoun, 
With hamble herte and fad devotioun, 

And loften both hir hedes in the place : 
Hir foules weaten to the King of grace. 

This Maximus, that faw this thing betide, 
With pitous teres told it anon right 
‘That he hir foules faw to heven glide 
With angels, ful of cloreneffe and of light, 
And withhis word converted many a wight, 
For which Almachius did him to-bete 
With whip of led til he his lif gan lete, 

Cecile him toke and buried him anen 
By Tiburce and Valerian foftely, 

Within hir burying place, under the fton; 
And after this Almachius haitily 
B&d his miniftres fetchen openly 
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Crift, Geddes fone, withouten difference, 

Is vefay God, this is all our fentence, 

‘That hath fo good afervant him to lerve : 
Thus with o vois we trowen though we ferve. 

Almachius, that herd of this doing, : 
Bud fetchen Cecile, that he might hire fee: 
alderfirft, lo, this was his axing ; 
at maner woman art thon ? quod he. 
Tam a gentilwoman borne, quod fhe. 
axe thee, quod he, though it thee greve, 
Of thy religion and of thy beleve. 

Why thun begun your queftion folily, 
Quod fhe, that woldeft two anfwers conclude 
Ivo demand? Ye axen lewedly. 

Almache anfwwered to that fimilitude, 

Of whemnes cometh thin anfwering fo rude ?.. _ 
Of whennes? (quod fhe, whan that the was friened) 
Of confcience, and of good faith unfeined, 

Almachius faid; Ne takeft thou non hede 
Of my power? And fhe him anfwerd this; 
Yeur might (quod the) ful litel is to drede, 
For every mortal mannes power n'is 
But like a bladder ful of wind ywis, 

For witha nedies point whan it is blow 
May all the boft of ir be laid ful low, 

Ful wrongfully begonneft thou, (quod he) 
And yet in wrong is all thy perfeverance : 
Wott thon net how our mighty princes free 
Have thus commanded and made ordinance 
‘That every Criflen wight fhal han penance 
But if that he his Crittendome withfeye, 
And gon al quite if he wol it reneye? 

Your pritices erren, as your nobley doth, 
Quod tho Cecile, and with a wood fentence. 
Ye make us gilty, and it isnot foth ; 

For ye, that knowen wel our innocence, 
For as moche as we don ay reverence 

To Crift, and for we bere a Criften name,. 
Ye put onus acrime and eke a blame. 

But we, that knowen thilke name fo 
For vertuous, we may it not withfeye, 
Almache anfwered; Chefe on of chife two, 
Do facrifice, or Criftendom reneye, 
That thon mow now efcapen by that wey. 
At which this holy blisful fayre maid = * 
Gan for to laughe, and to the juge faid; 

Q juge! confufe in thy nicetee, 
Woldeft thou that f rencye innocence ? 
‘Yo maken me a wicked wight (quod fhe) 
Lo, he diffimuleth here int audiegce, 
He ftareth and wodeth in his advertence, 
‘To whom Almachius faid, Untely wretch! 
Ne woft thou aot how far my might may ftretch 

Han not our mighty princes to me yeven 
Ya bothe power and eke auctoritee 
‘To maken folk to dein or to liven? ° 
Why fpekeft thou fo proudly than to me? 
Tne fpeke nought buc Sedfaitly, quod dhe, 

L . 



























264 


Not proudely, for. I fay, as for my fide 
‘We haten dedly thilke vice of pride. 

And if thou drede not a foth for to here 
"Than wol I fhewe al openly by right 
‘That thou haft made a ful gret lefing here. 
"Thou faift thy princes han thee yeven might 
Both for to flee and for to quicken a wight. 
‘Thou that ne maift but only lif bereve 
Thou haft non other power ne no leve, 

But thou maift (ayn thy princes han thee maked 
‘Miniftre of Deth, for if thou fpeke of mo 
"Thou lieft, for thy power is ful naked 
Do way thy boldneffe, fad Almachius tho, 
And facrifice to our goddes er thou go. 

Trecke not what wrony that thou me proffre, 
For I can fuffre it as a philofophre. 

. But thilke wronges may I not endure 

"That thou fpekeft of our goddes here, quod he. 
Cecile anfwerd ; O nice creature ! 

"Thou faideft no word fin thou fpake to me 
‘That I ne knew therwith thy nicctee, 

And that thou were in every maner wife 

‘A lewed officer, a vain juftice. 

Ther lacketh nothing to thin utter eyen 
That thou n’agt blind ; for thing that we feen alle, 
That ie a fton, that men may wel efpien, 
"That ilke fton a god thou wolt it calle: 

JY rede thee tet rhin hond upon it falle, 
‘And tatt it wel, and {ton thou fhalt it find, 
Sin that thou feeft not with thin eyen blind. 

it is a fhatne that the peple thal 

So fcornen thee, and laugh at thy folie, 
For comunly men wot it wel over al 
"That mighty God is in his hevens hie; 
And thife images, wel maift thou efpie, 
"To thee,ne to nemfelf may not profite, 

For in effect they be not worth a mite. 

"Thife and iwiche other wordes faid the, 

And he wex wroth, and bade men thulde hire lede 
T 
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Home til hire hous, and in hire hous (quod he} 

Brenne hire right in a bath with flames rede. 

And as he bade right fo was don the dede, ° 

For in a bathe they gonne hire fafte thetten, 

‘And night and day gret fire they ufider betten. 
‘The longe night, and eke a day aifo, 

For all the fire, and eke the bates bete, 

She fate al cold, and felt of it p-wo 5 

It made hire not a drope for eS tmete ry 


: But in that bath hire lif fhe’mufte lete, 


For he Almache with aul wicke entent 

To fleen hire in the bath his fonde fent. 2 
Three ftrokes in the nekke he {mote hire tho 

The turmentour, but for no maner chance 

He mighte nct fmite all hire nekke atwo: 

And for ther was that time an ordinance 

‘That no man fhulde don man fwiche penance 

‘The fourthe ftroke to fmiten foft or fore, 

‘This turmentour ne dorfte do no more; 
But half ded, with hire nekke ycorven ther 

He left hire lie, and on his way is went = 

‘The Criften folk which that about hire were 

With fhetes han the blood ful faire yhent = 

‘Three dayes lived the in this turment, 

And never cefed hem the faith to teche, 

‘That fhe had foftred hem fhe gan to preche. 
And hem fhe yaf hire mebles and hire thing, 

And to the Pope Urban betoke hem tho, 

And faid, Taxed this of heven King 

To have refpit three-dayes and no mo, 

‘To recommend to you or that I go 

Thife foules, lo, and that I might do werche 

Here of min houfe perpetuellich a cherce. 
Seint Urban with his dekenes prively 

The body fette, and buried it by night 

Among his other feintes honeftly. 

Hire hons The Cherche of Seint Cecile hight 5 

Seint Urban halowed it as he wel might, 

Jn which unto this day in noble wife 

Men don to Crift and to his feinte fervife. 
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“Whan that tolde was the lifof Seinte Cecile, 
Er we had ridden fully five mile, 
At Boughton-under-Biee us gan atake 
Anan that clothed was in clothes blake, 
And undernethe he wered a white furplis, 
His hakeney, which that was al pomelee gris, 
So fwatte that it wonder was to fee; 
It femed as he had priked miles three, 
‘The horfe eke that his Yeman rode upon 
So fwatte that uancthes might he gon : 
About the peytrel ftood the fome ful hic ; 
He was of fome as flecked as a pie, 
A mile tweifold on.bis croper lay, 
iq femed that hhe caried litel array ; 
Al light for fommer rode fis worthy man. 
And in my herte wondren I began 
What that he was, til that I underftode 
How that hie.cloke was fowed to his hode, 
For which whan J had long avifed me 
I demed him fome chanon for to be. 
His hat heng at his back doun by a las, 
For h: had ridden more than trot or pas; 
He had ay priked like as he were wode, 
A clote lefe he had laid under his hode 
For fwete, and for to kepe his hed fro hete: 
But it was joye for to feen him fwete; 
His forehed dropped as a ftillatorie 
Were ful of plantaine or of paritorie. 
And whan that he was come he gan to cric, 
God fave (quod he) this joly compagnie! 
Faft have 1 priked (quod he) for your fake, 
Becaufe that | wolde you atake, 
Yo riden in this mery compagnie, 

His Yemangwas cke ful of curtefie, 
And faide, Sires, now in the morwe tide 
Out of your hoftelrie I faw you ride, 
And warned here my lord and foverain, 
Which that to riden with you is ful fain 
Yor his difport ; he loveth daliance, 





Frend, for thy warning God yeve the good chance. | 


‘Than faid our Holte: certain it wolde feme 
‘Thy lord were wife, and fo I may wel deme; 
He is ful joconde alfo dare J leye : 

Can he ought tell a mery tale or tweie, 
With which he gladen may this compagnie ? 
Who, Sire? my lord? Ye, Sire, withouten lie, 
He can of mirth and eke of jolitee 

¥ot but ynough; alfo, Sire, tratteth me 


And ye him knew al fo wel as do ¥ 
Ye wolden wondre how wel and craftily 
He coude werke, and that in fondry wife : 
He hath take on him many a gret emprife, 
Which were ful harde for any that is here 
To bring about but they of him it lere. 
As homely as he rideth amonges you" 
If ye him knew it wold be for your prow:s 
Ye wolden not forgon his acquaintance 
For mochel good, Idare lay in balance 
Alf that I have in my pofieffion, 
He ‘sa man of high difcreftion ; 
T warne you wel he is a paffing man, 

Wel, quod our Hofte, I'pray thee tell me thai 
Ishe aclerk or non? Tell what he is, 

Nay, he is greter than a clerk ywis, 
Saide this Yeman, and in wordes fewe, 
Hofte, of his craft fomwhat 1 wobyoa! 3 

_ I fay my lord can fwiche eee 

(But all his craft 7e- prox not-veet'o 
And fomwhat help J yet to hie-werking) 
‘That alt the ground on which we ben riding, 
Til that we come to Canterbury toun, 
He coud al clene turnen up fo doun, 
And pave it all of filver and of gold, 

And whan this Yeman had this tale ytolde 
Unto our Hofte, he faid Bunedicite? 
This thing is wonder mervaillous to me, 
Sin that thy lord is of fo high prudence, 
Becaufe ef which men fhulde him reverence, 
‘That of his worthip rekketh he fo lite ; 
His overeft floppe it is not worth a mite, 
As in effcd, to him, fo mote 1 go; 
It is all baudy and to-tore alfo. 
Why is thy lord fo fluttith I thee preye, 
And is of power better cloth to beye, 
lfthat his dede acorded swith thy fpeche t 
‘Telle me that, and that f thee-befeche. : 

Why ? quod this Yeman, wherto axe ye me? 
Ged helpe me fo, for he fhal never the : 
(But! wol not avowen that I fay, 
And therfore kepe it fegree Eyou pray) 
He isto wife in faith, as I beleve : 
‘Thing that-is overdon it wo! not preve 
Aright, as clerkes fain; it isa vice ; , 
Wherfore in that I hold him lewed and nice; 
For whan a man hath overgret a wit 
Fol oft him happeth to mifufen is : 

Lj 
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$+doth my lord, and that me greveth fore: 
God it amende ; I can fay now no more, 


‘Therof no force, good Yeman, quod our Hott ; 


Sin of the conning of thy lord thou woft 
"Telié how he doth, I pray thee hertily, 
Sin that he is fo crafty and fo ily. 
Wher dwellen ye, itit to telien be? 

In the fubarbes of atoun, quod he, 
Lurking in hernes and in lanies blinde, 


Wheras thife robbours and thife theves by kinde 


Holden hir privee fereful refidence, 
As they that dare not fhewen hir prefence ; 
So faren we, if ¥ thal fay the fothe. 
Yet, quod our Hofte, let me tatken to the; 
‘Why art thou fo difcoloared of thy face? 
Peter, quod he, God yeve it harde grace ; 
Jam (0 ufed the-hote fire to blow 
"That it hath changed my colour J trow : 
Jn’am not wont in no mirrour to pric, 
But fwinke fore, and lerne to multiplie. 
We blondren ever and poren in the fire, 
And for all that we faille of our defire; 
For ever we licken our conclution. 
‘T'o moche] folk we don illufion, 
And borwe gold be it a pound or two, 
Or ten or twelve, or many fommes mo, 
‘And make hem wenen at the lefte wey ° 
‘That of a pound we connen maken twey 5 
Yet it is falley and ay we han good hope 
It for te don, and after it we grope = 
But that fcience is fo fer us beforne, 
‘We mowen not, although we had it fworne, 
It overtake, it flit away fo faft; . 
It wol us maken beggers at the laft, 
While this Yeman was'thus in his talking 
"This chanon drow him nere and herd all thing 


\ Which this Yeman fpake, for fafpectys 
Of mennes fpeche ever had this charjon 5 
For Caton fayth, that he that gilty «6 
Demeth all thing be fpoken of hin. ywis ; 
‘That was the caufe he gan fo nigh hen drawe 
To his Yeman, to herken all his fav'e ; 
And thus he faide unto his Yemaig tho,+ 
Hold thou thy pees, and fpeke no-wordes mo, 
For if thou do thou fhalt it ders‘abie + 
‘Thon {claundreft me here ip-shis compagnie, 
And eke difcovereft that fou thuldeft hide. 

¥e, quod our Hofte, teil on, what fo betide 5 
Of all his thretening recke not a mite. 

In faith, quod he, no more { do but lite. 
‘And whan this chanon faw it wold not be’ 
But his Yeman wold tell his privetee, 

He fled away for vevay forwe and thame. 

A! quod the Yeman, here thal rife a game: 
All that [can anon I wol you telle, 

Sin he is gon: the foule fend him quelle, 
For never hereafter wol I with.him mete 
For peny ne for pound, I you behete. 

He that me broughte firft unto that game, 
Er that he die forwe have he and fhame, * 
For it is erneft to me by my faith ; 

‘That fele I wel, what that any man faith; 
And yet for all my fmert and-all my grief, 
For all my forwe, labour, and mmefchieh : 
I coude never leve it in no wife. 

Now wolde God my wit mighte fuffice 

To tellen all that longeth to that art 5 

But natheles yet wol I tellen part : 

Sin that my lord is gon € wol'not {pare 5 
Swiche thing as that I know I wol declare, 
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Wrn this chanon I dwelt have feven yere, 
And of his fcience am I never the nere; * 
Allthat [had I have ylof fherby, © 

And God wot fo han many mo than I. 

‘Ther T'was wont to be right freth and gay 
Of clothing, and of other good array; 

Now may T were an hofe upon min hed ; 
“\ud wher my célour was both freh and red 
Now is it-wan and of a leden hewe; : 
{Who fo it ufeth fo thal heit rewe) 


* Aprief of London, more coyctous that wife, is dee 
ceived by a chanon proieiing the art of alchymye. Urry. 


| And of my fwinke yet blered is min eye; 
Lo which avantage is to multiplie! 
‘That fliding fcience hath me made fo bare 
‘That { have no good wher that ever I fare 3 
And yet Lam endetted fo therby, 
Of gold that I have borwed trewely, 
‘That while ] live 1 shal it quiten never j 
Tiet every man beware by me for ever. 
What maner man that cafteth him therto, 
If he continue, I hold inis thrift ydo 5 
So helpe me God, therby thal he nat winne, 
But empte his purfe, and make his wittes thinne. 
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Ad whan 1y thurgk his madneffe and folic, 
ath left bis "sven good thurgh jupartie, 
‘Vhan he excithth other folk therto, 

‘0 lefe bir gq@6& ds he himfelf hath do, 
“Hor unitd thrélves joye it is and eft 

© have hir felbwes in peirie and difefe. 
‘Thus Wis one} Jerned of a clerk. 

Of that no charge ; I wol fpeke of onr werk. 
‘Whan we be ther zs we fhuln cxercife 

Onr elvith craft we fen.on wonder wife, 

Our termés ben fo clergial and queinte. 

I blow the fire til that myn herte feinte. 
What fhuld I tellen eche proportion 

Of thinges whiche that we werchen upon; 
As on five or fix unces, may wel be, 
OFfilver, or fom other quautitee ? 

wind befic me to tellen you the names, 

-As orpiment, brent bones, yren fquames, 
‘That into poudre grounden ben ful fmal? 
And in an erthen pot how put is al, 

And falt yput in ante pepere, 

Beforn thife poudres that I fpcke of here; 
And wel yzovered with a Iampe of glas? 
And of moche other thing which that ther was ? 
And of the pottes and glaffes engluting, 
‘That of the aire might paffen out no thing ? 
And of the efy fire, and fmert alfo, 

Which that was made? and of the care and wo 
“That we had in our materes fubliming, 
24nd in amualgaming and cajcening 

OF quickfilver,ycleped Mercurie crude ? 
For all cur ficightes we can not conclude. 
Oar orpiment and fublimed mercurie, 

Our grounden litarge eke on the porphurie, 
Of eche of thife of unces a certain 

Not helpeth us; our labour is in vain. 

Ne, neyther our fpirites afcentioun, 

Ne our materes that lien al fix adoun, 
Mowp in our werking nothing as availle, 
Yor loft ts all our labour and travailte, 

And all the coft a twenty devil way 

4s loft alfo which we upon it lay. 

‘Ther is alfo fal many another thing 
‘That is unto our craft apperteining, 
“Yhough I by ordre hem nat reherfen can, 
Becaute that 1 am a lewed man, 

Yet wol I telle hem as they come to minde, 
‘Though I ne cannot fet hem in hir kinde, 
As bole armoniak, verdegrefe, boras, 

And fondry veffels made of erthe and glas, 
Our urinales, and our defcenfories, 

Viols, crofleties and fublimatories; 
Cucurbites and alembikes eke, 

And other fwiche ger, dere ynough a leke, 
‘What nedcth it for to reherfe hem alle ? 
Woateres rubifying, and boltes galle, 
Arfenik, fal armoniak, and brimfton, 

And herbes coude I tell eke many on, 

As egremoine, valerian, and lunarie, 

And other fwiche, if that me lift to tarie, 
Our Jampes brenning bethe night and day, 
‘Lo bring ebout our craft if that we may, 
Qur'fourneis eke of calcination, 

“And of wateres albification, 
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| Unflekked lime, chalk, and gleire of aa ey, 
Poudtes divers, aflies, dong, piffe, and cley, 
Sered pokettes, ful peter, and vitriole, 
And divers fires made of wode aud cole; 
Sal tartre, alealy; and falt preparat, 
And combuft materes and cdazulat, 
Cly made with hors and shannes here, and oile 
Of tartre; alunt; glas, berme, wort, and argoiles 
Rofalgar, and other ntateres exibibing, 
And cke of ont matetes enéorpoting, 
‘And of our filver cit#ingtion, 
Gur cementing and fernientation, : 
Our inrattes, teftes, and miany thinged tia? 
I wol you tell as was me taught alfo 
‘The foure fpirites and the bédies fevene 
By ordre, a5 oft I herd my lord herh nevene, 
c firfte {pirit Quickfilver cleped is, 
‘Lhe Second Orpiment, the thridde ywis 
Sal Armoniak, and thé fourth Brinuton. 
‘The bodies fevente eke; lo em here anon + 
Sol gid is, and Luna filver we threpe, 
Mars iren, Mercurie quickfilver we clepe, 
Saturnus led, and Jupiter is tin, 
And Venus coper, by my fader kins _ 
This curled cratt wito forwbl exetcife 
He {hal no good have that hint miay fuflice; 
For all the good he fpendcth theraboute 
He lefen hal, therof have I nd doute: 
Who fo that lifteth netren his folié * 
Let him come forth and ternen ntultiplie ; 
And every man that hath ought in his cofré 
Let him appere and wex 0 philofophire, 
Afcaunce that craft is fo light to lere: g 
Nay, nay, God wot al be he monkot ‘tree; 
Preeft or chanon, or aby othet wight; 
‘Though he fit at his book both day and nighé 
In lerning of this elvith nice lore Z 
Allis in vain, and parde mochel rhore’ 
| 1'o lerne a lewed man this fubtiltec . 
Pie! {peke not thérof, for it wol not be: 
And conne he letterure, or conne he noti 
As in effec he thal finde it all on, 
For bothe by two my falvation 
Concluden in mitltiplication 
Ylike wel whan they have al ydo$ 
‘This is to fain, they faiflen bothe twa, 
Yet forgate I to maken reherfaile 
Of waters corofif and of iimaile; 
And of bodies molification, 
And alfo of hir induration, 
Giles, ablufions, metal fafible; . 
To tellen ali wold pailen any Bible | _ 
That 6 wher is; wherfote as for the beft 
Of all thife names now wot I me reft; 
For as 1 trow I have you told ynow 
Torcife a fend, al loke he never fo row. 
A! nay, let be} the philofophtes fton, 
Elixer cleped, we feken faft eche on, 
¥or had we him than were we fiker ynow; 
But unto God of heven | make avow, 
For all our craft, whan we han all ydo, 
And all our fleight, he wol net come us to? 
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He hath ymade us fpenden mochel good, 
For forwe of which almoft we waxen wood, 
But that good hope crepeth in our herte, 
Suppofing ever, though we fore fimerte, 

"To ben releved of him afterward: 
Swiche fuppofing and hope is fharp and hard : 
Tywarne you wel itis to fcken ever: 

"That future temps hath made aren diffever 

in tru therof from all that even they had, 
Yet of that art they connec not waxen fad, 
For unto hem it isa bitter fwete : 

So femeth it, forne had they but a fhete 
Which that they might wrappen hem in a-night, 
‘And a bratt to walken in by daylight, 

"They wold hem fell, and fpend it on this craft 
They conne nut ftinten ti) no thing be Jaft 5 
‘And evermore, wher ever, that they gon, 

‘Men may hem kennen by fell of brimiton : 
For all the world-they ftinken asa gote 5 

Hir favour is fo rammifh and fo hote 

‘That though a man a mile from hem be 

"The favour wol enfe& him, trufteth me. 

Lo, thns by fmelling and thred-bare array 
if that men lift thisfelk they knowen may ; 
‘And if aman wel axg hem prively 
‘Why they be clothed fo unthriftily, 
"They right akon wol rounen in his ere, 
And faien, if that they efpied were 
Men wolde hem fle decanfe of hir fcience. 
Lo, thus thife folk betraicn innocence. 

Paffe over this; Ego my Tale unto. 
Fr that the pot be on the'fire ydo, 
Of metals with a certain quantitee 
‘My lord hem tempereth, and no mat but he, 
(Now he is gon I dare fay boldely} 
For as men fain he can don craftily, 
Algate I wote wel he hath fwiche a name, 
And yet ful oft he renneth in a blame ; 
‘And wete ye how? ful oft it falleth fo 
"The pot to-brcketh, and farewel! all is gow 
"Thife metales ben of fo gret violence 
‘Our walles may not make hem refiftence, 
But if they weren wrought of lime and fton; 
"Vhey percen fo that thurgh the walk they gon, 
‘And fom of hem finke doun into the ground, 
(Thus have we loft by times many a pound) 
And fom arc {catered all the flore aboute, 
Som lepen into the roof withouten doute. 
"Though that they fend notin our fight him fhewe 
Ltrow that he-be with us, thilke fhrewe 
in helle, wher that he is lord and fire, 
Ne is ther no more, rancour, ne ire. 
‘Whan that our pot is broke, as I have fayde, 
Every man chit, and holt him evil apayde 3- 
Som fayd it was long on the fire-making, 
Som fayd nay, it was long on the blowing 5 
(Than was I ferd, for that was min office) 
Straw! quod the thridde, ye ben Jewed and nice; 
It was not tempred as it oughte to be; 
Nay, quod the fourthe, ftinte and herken me ; 
Becaufe our fire was nct made of beche 
"That is the caule, and other non, fo the iche. 
ican not tel wheron it was along, 
But wel Lwot gret ftrif is us among. 
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What? quod my lord, ther Wis no rore-to dos 
Of thife perils I wol beware eftfonn; 
Jam right fiker that the pot was ¢ afed. 


Be abe may be yeno thing amafad ; 


“As ufage is let fwepe the flore as facithe 5 


Plucke up your hertes, and be gied and plithe. . 
"The mullek on an hepe yfwepel was, 

And on the flore ycaft a canevas, 

‘And all this mullok in a five ythrowe, 

‘And fifted, and ypicked many a throwe. 
Parde, quod on, fomwhat of our metall, 

Yet is ther here, though that we have not all; 

And though this thing mifhaped hath as now 

Another time it may be wel ynow. 

We moften put our good in aventure 5 

‘A marchant parde may hot rl endure, 

Truftcth me wel, in his profperitee ; 

Somtime his good is drenched in the fee, 

‘And fomtime cometh it fauf unto the lond. 
Pees, quod my Jord, the next time I wol fond 

To bring our craft all in gether’ plite, 

‘And but I do, Sires, let me have the wite t 

Ther was defaute in fomewhat wel T wote. 
‘Another fayd the fire was over hote : 

But be it hote or cold 1 dare fay this, 

"That we concluden evermore amis ; 

‘We faille alway of thac which we wold have, 

And in our madnefie evermore we rave, 

‘And whan we be together everich on 

Every man femeth a Salomon. 

But all thing which that fhineth as the gold 

Ne is no gold, as1 have herd it told, 

Ne every apple that is faire at eye 

Ne is not good, what fo men clap or crie. 

Right fo, lo, fareth it amonges us 5 

He that femeth the wileft, by Jefus 

Is moft fool whan it cometh to the prefe, 

‘And he that femeth trueftis a thefe : 

‘That fhal ye know or that I from you wende, 

By that Jof my Tale have made.an cnde. 
"Ther was a chanon of religioun 

Amonges us wold enfect all 2 toun, 

‘Though it as gret were as was Ninive, 

Rome, Alifaundre, Troie, or other three. 

His fleightes and his infinite falfeneffe 

"Ther coude no man writen, as I geife, 

“Though that be anighte live a thovfand yere : 

In all this world of falfeneffe n’is his pese, 

For in histermes he wot him fo winde, 

‘And fpeke,his wordes in fo flie a kinde, 

Whan he comunen fhal with any wight, 

Vhat he wol make him doten anon right 

But it a fend be, as himfelven is. 

Ful many aman hath he begiled er this, 

‘And wol, if that he may live any while s 

And yet men gon and riden many 2 mile 

Him for to feke, and have his acquaintance, 

Not knowing of his falfe governance 5 

And if you luit to yeve me audience 

I wol it teHen here in your prefence, 
But, worfhipful chanous religious, 

Ne demeth not that I iclander your hous, 

Although that my Tale of a chanon bes 

Of every order fom fhrew is parde 


THE CHANONES YEMANNES TALE. 


And God foikede that all a compagnie 

Saul rewe 2 nguler mannes folie. 

Tofclander yop is no thing min entent, 
it to corredtgAthat is mis { ment. 

- This Tale wasppot only told far you 

it eke for othr mo: ye wot welhow 
2 hatamong Crites apofteles twelve 
Ther was no traitpur but Judas himfelve ; 
‘Than why fhuld al the remenant have blame, 
That giltles were? By youl fay the fame; 
Save only this, if ye wol herken me, 

If any Judas in your covent be 
Remeveth him betimes I you rede, 

If thame or fos may caufen any drede ; 
And be no thing difplefed I you pray, 
But in this cas herkencth what I fay. 

In London wasa preeft, an annuellere *, 
‘hat therin dwelled hadde many a yere, 
Which was fo plefant and fo fervifable 
Unto the wif ther as he was at table, 

‘That the wold fuffeesaagy no thing to pay 
For borde ne clothing, went he never fo gay ; 
And {pending filver had he right ynow : 
‘Therof no force; I wol proceed as now, 
And tellen forth my Tale of the chanon 
‘That broughte this preeft to confufion, 

‘This falfe chanon came upon a day 
Unto the preeftes chambre ther he lay, 
Befeching him to lenc him a certain 
OF gold, und he wold quite it him again. 

L naj ke, quod hé, but dayes three, 
“ay Lwol it quiten thee; 

A it fo be that thou finde me falfe 
Another day hang me up by the halfe. 

This precf him toke a marke, and that as fwith, 
And this chanon him thanked often fith, 
And toke his leve, and wente forth his wey ; 
And at the thridde day brought his moncy, 
And to the preeft he toke his gold again, 
Wherof this preeft was wonder glad and fain, 

Certes, quod he, nothing anoieth me 
‘To lyve a mana noble, or two, or three, 

Or what a thing were in my poffeflion, 
Whan he fo trewe is of condition 

no wife he breken wol his day; 

a man I can never fay nay. 

‘What? quod this chanon, {huldd be untrewe? 
Nay, that were thing fallen al of the newe: 
Trouth is a thing that I wol ever kepe 

Unto the day in which that I fhal crepe 
Into my grave, and elles God forbede ! 
Beleveth this as fiker as your crede, 

God thanke I, and in good time be it fayde, 
‘That ther n’as never man yet evil apayde 
For gold ne fiver that be to me lent, 

Ne never falfhede in min herte I ment. 

And, Sire, {cued he) now of my privetee, 

Sin ye fo goodlich have ben unto me, 
And kithed to me fo gret gentillefle, 
Soi: hat to quiten with your kindeneffe 
J wol you fhewe, and if you luft to lere 

Iwol you techen pleinly the manere 
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* * They were called annueleres. not from their receit- 
ing alyzarly Uipend, as the Giofh. explains it, but from 
their being employed foliy in finging ammuats or anpivel 
fary malice for tae dead, without any cure of fouls 
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How I can werken in philofophie : | 
‘Taketh good heed, ye thuln wel fen at eye 
‘That I wol do a maiftrie or I go. 
Ye, quod the preefts ye, Sire, and wol ye fo% 
Mary, therof I pray you hertily. 
At your commandement, Sire, trewely, 
Quod the chanon, and ciles God forbede. 
Lo, how this thefe coude his fervice bede 
Ful foth it is thar, fwiche profered fervice 
Stinketh, as witneffen thife olde wife, 
And that ful fone 1 wol it verifie 
In this chanon, rote of all trecherie, 5 
‘That evermore delight hath and gladneffe 
(Swiche fendly thoughtes in his herte empreffe) 
How Criftes peple he may to mefchief bring : 
God kepe us from his falfe diffimuling + 
Nought witte this preci with whom that he delt, 
Ne of his harme coming nothing-he felt. 
O fely preeft! 0 fely innocent! 
With covetife anoz thou halt be blent ; 
O graceles! ful blind is thy conceite, 
For nothing art thou ware of the difccite 
Whici: that this fox yfhapen hath to thee; 
His wily wenches thou ne mayft not flee + 
Wherfore to go to the conclufion, 
That referreth to thy confufion, 
Unhappy man! anon I wol mc hie 
To tellen thin unwit and thy folie, 
And eke the falfeneffe of that other wretch, | 
As ferforth as that my conning will ftretch. 
‘This chanon was my lord, ye wolden wene™ 
Sire Hofte, in faith, and by the heven quer, 
It was another chanon, and nét he, 
That can an hundred part more fubeiteaees 
He hath betraied folkes many a time; ~” 
Of his falfeneffe it dulleth.me. to rime ¢ 
Ever whan that I fpeke of his falfhede 
For fhame of him my chekes waxen rede, 
Algates they beginnen for to ‘glowe, 
For redenefle have I non, right wel I knowe, 
In my vifage, for fumes diverfe 
Of metals which ye have herd me reherfe 
Coufumed han and.wafted my redneffe. 
Now tike hede of this chanons curfedneffe. 
Sire, quod the chanon, let your yemaii gom 
For quikfilver, that we it had anon, 
And let him bringen unces two or three, 
And whan he cometh as fafte faul ye fee ,' 
A wonder thing, which ye faw never er thin. 
Sire, quod the preeft, it fhal be don ywine 
He bad his fervant fetchen him this thing, 
And he al redy was at his bidding, 
And went him forth, and came anon again 
With this quikfilver, fhortly for to fain, 
And toke thife unces three to the clanoun, 
Aud he hem laide wel and faire adoun, _ 
And bad the fervant coles for to bring, 
That he anon might go-to his werking. 
The colesright anon weren yfet, 
And this chanon toke out a croffelet 
Of his bofome, and fhewed ir to the preeft. 
‘This inftrument, quod he, ‘which that thou feet. 
‘Take in thyn hond, and prt thyfelf therin 
Of this quikiilver an unce, and here begin 
In the name of Crift to wex a philofophre + 
Ther be ful fewe which that 1 wolde profre 
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To fhewen hem thus muche of my fcience; 
For here fhul ye fee by experience 
eg this quikfilver I wol mortifie 

ight in your fight anon withouten lic, 
And make it as good filver and as fine 
As ther is any in your purfe or mine 
Or elles wher, and make it malliable, 
And elles holdeth me falfe and unable 
«A\monges folk for eves to appere. 

Thave a prouder here, that coft me dere, 
Shal make all good, for it ts canfe of all 
‘My conning which that 1 you fttewen thatt. 
Voideth your man, and let him be therout, 
And fhet the dore, while we ben abont 
Our privitee, that no man us efpi¢e 
While that we werke in this philofophie. 

Allas he bade fulfilled was in dede : 

This ike fervant anon right out yede, 
And his maifter fhette the dore anon, 
‘And to hir labour {pedily they gon. 

This prec at this curfed chenons bidding 
Upon the fire anon he fet this thing, 

And blew the fire, and beficd him ful fat; 
And this chanon into the croffelet caft 

4 pouder, n’ot I-never wherof it was 
made, other of chalk, other of ghas, 

Or fommwhat elles, was not worth i flie, 

‘To blinden with this preeft, and bade him hie 
"The coles for to couchen al! above 

‘The croffelet, for in tokening I thee love 
(Qyiod this chanon) thine owen hondes two 
Shal werken all thing which that here is do. * 

Grand mercy, quod the preeft, and was ful glad, 
And couched the colcs as the chanon bad; 
And while he befy was this fendly wretch, 
This falfe chanor, (the foule fend him fetch) 
Out of his bofom toke a bechen cole, 

In which ful fubtilly was made an hole, 
And therin put was of filver limaile 

An utice, and ftopped was withouten fuile 
‘The hole with wax to keep the limaile in. 

And underftandeth that this falfe gin 
Was not made ther, bur it waemave before; 
And other thinges I fhall tell you more 
Hereafterward which that he with him brought; 
Er he cane ther him to begile he thought, 
And fo he did or that they went atwin ; 

‘Til he had torned him coud he not blin. 
It dulteth me whan that | of him fpeke ; 
On his falfhede fain wold I me awreke 
Mf Jwit how; but he is here and ther : 
He is fo variaunt he abit no wher. 

But taketh hede, Sires, now, for Goddes love. 
‘He toke his cole, of which I {pake above, 
And in his hond he bare it prively, 

And whiles the preeft couched befily 

"The coles, as I tolde you er this, 

‘This Chanon fayde; Frend, ye don amis; 
‘This is not couched as it ought to be, 

But fone | thal amenden it, quod he. 

Now let me meddle therwith but a while, 
For of you have I pitee by Seint Gile. 

Ve ben right hot; I fee wel how ye fwete; 
Have here a cloth and wipe away the wete. 

‘And whiles that the preeft wiped his face 
This chanon toke his cole with fory grace, 
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And laied it above on the midward“” 
OF the croffelet, and blew wel aftefvard, 
‘Til chat the coles gonnen fatt to ben, 
Now yeve us drinke, quod thif Shanon, then, 
As fwithe all fhall be wel 1 enlarge : 
Sitte we doun, and let us mery mike. 
And whanne that this chanones “eched Goi 
Wes brent all the limaile out of'the hole 
Into the croffelet anon fell adoun 5 


‘And fo it mufle nedesby refoun, 


Sin it above fo even couched was, 

Lut therof wit the preeft nothing, alas! 
He demed all the coles ylike good, 

For of the fleight he nothing underftood. 

And whan this alkymiftre faw his time, 
Rifeth up, Sire Preeft, quod he, and ftondeth byme, 
And for I wote welingot have ye non, 
Goth, walketh forth,and bringeth a chalk flon, 
For I wot make it of the fame fhap 
"Phat is an ingot, if { mray have hap : 

Bring cke with you a bo#Toreétles a panne 
Ful of water, and ye fhul web fee thamne 
How that our befineffe fhal thrive and preve : 
And yet, for ye fhut have no mifbeleve 

Ne wrong conccit of me in your abfence, 

I ne wolnot ben out of your prefence, 

But go with you, and come with you again, 

The chambre door, fhortly for to fain, © 
They opened and fhet, and went hir wey, 
And forth with hem they. caried the key, 
And camen again withouten any delay, 
What -fhuld | tarien ail the longe day ? 

He toke the chalk, and fhope it in the wife 
Of an ingot, as ¥ fhal you devife; 

I fay he toke out of his owen fleve 

A teinc of filver (yvel mote he cheve) 

Which that ne was but a juft unce of weight > 
And taketh heed now of his curfed fleight ; 
He fhop his ingot in length and in brede 

Of thilke teine, withonten any drede, 

So flily that the preeft it not efpide, 

And in his fleve again he gan it hide, 

And from the fire he toke up his matere, 
And in the ingot it put with mery chere, 
And in the water-veffel he it caft 

Whan that him lift, and bad the preeft as falt 
Loke what ther is; put in thin hond and grope; 
‘Thou fhalt ther finden filver, as I hope. 

What, divel of heltc! thuld it elles be? 

Shaving of filver, filver is parde. 

He put his hond in and toke up a teine 
Of fiiver fine, and glad in every veine 
Was this preeft whan he faw that it was fo, 
Goddes bleffing, and his mothers alfo, 

And alle Hahwes, have ye, Sire Chanon! 
Sayde this preeft, and I hir malifon, 

But and ye vouchefauf to techen me 
‘This noble eraft and this fubtilitee 

1wol be yourin alle that ever I may. 

Quod the chanon, Yet wol I make affay 
The fecond time, that ye mow taken hede, 
And ben expert of this, and in your nede 
Another day affay in min abfence 
This difcipline and this erafty feience. 

Let take another unce, quod he tho, 
Of quikfilver, without en wordes ma, 
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And do therwid} as ye have don er this 
Wiwt that other*which that now filver is. 
__The preeft hitt.befieth all that ever he can 
ofon as this clviton, this curfed man, 
Gorkmandeth hig, and fafte blewe the fire 
Fofto come to thy effec of his defire ; 
Ad this tianon rXfht in the mene while 
Al redy was this prteft eft to begile, 
«And for a countenance in his hond bare 
-An holow ftikke, (take kepe and beware) 
In the ende of which an unce and no more 
Of filver limaile put was, as before ~ 
Was in his cole, and ftopped with wax wel 
For to kepe in his limaile every del; 

nd while this preeft was in his befinefle 

his,chanon with his ftikke gan him drefle 

‘o him anon, and Kis pouder caft in 
Ashe did erft, (the devil out of his fkin 
Him torne,1 pray to God, for-his falfhede, 
For he v as ever falfe in thought and dede) 
And with his ftikke“Sbo "he croffelet, 

‘That was ordained with that falfe get, 
He ftirreth the coles til relenten gan 
‘The wax again the fire, as every man 

“But he a foo! be wote wel it mote nede, 
~And all that in the ftikke was out yede, 
And in the croffelet hattily it fell. 

Now, goode Sires, what wol ye bet than wel ? 
‘Whan that this preeft was thus begiled again, 
Suppofing nought but trouthe foth to fain, 
He was fo glad that I can not exprefle 
In no manere his mirth and his gladneffe, 
And to the chanon he profered eftfone 
Body and goed. Ye, quod the chanon, fone, 
‘Though poure T be, crafty thou fhalt me finde: 
Iwarne thee wel yet is ther mor behinde. 

Is ther any coper here within? fayd he? 
Ye, Sire, quod the preeft, | trow ther be. 

Elles go beie us fom, and that as fwithe. 
Now, goode Sire, go forth thy way and h‘¢ the, 

He went his way, and with the coper he came 
And this chanon it in his hondes name, 

And of that coper weyed out an unce. 

To fimple is my tonge to pronounce, 

As minifter of my wit, the doubleneffe 

Of this chanon, rote of all curfedneffe : 

He femed frendly to hem that knew him nought, 
But he was fendly both in werk and thought. 

It werieth me to tell of his falfeneffe, 

And natheles yet wol I it expreffe, 

‘To that entent men may beware therby, 

And for non other caufe trewely. 

He put this coper into the croffelet, 
fend on the fire as fwithe he hath it fet, 

And caft in pouder, and made the preeft to blow, 
And in his werking for to ftoupen low 
Ashe did erft, and all n’as but ajape; 
Right as him lift the preeft he made his ape ; 
And afterward in the ingot he it caft, 
And in the panne put it at the Jaft 
Of water, and in he put his owen hond : 
a in his fleve, as ye beforen hond 
le ihe telle, he hada filver teine; 
He flily toke it out, this curfed heine, 
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(Unweting this preeft of his falfe craft) 

And in the pannes bottom he it laft, 

And in the water rombleth to and fro, 

And wonder prively toke up alfo 

‘The coper teine, (not knowing thilke preeft} 
And hid i+, and him hente by the breft, 

And to him fpake, and thus faid in his game ; 
Stoupeth adoun; by God ye be to blame; 
Helpeth me now, as Idid you whilere ; 

Put in your hond, and Joketh what is there: 

This preeft toke up this filver teme anon; 
And thanne faid the chanon, Let as gon 
With thife three teines which that we han wrou; 
To fom goldfmirh, and wete if they ben ough, 
For by my faith I n’olde for my hood 
But if they weren filver fine and good, 

And thatas fwithe wel preved fhal it be. 

Unto the goldfmith with thife teines three 
They went anon, and put hem in affay 
To fireand hammer: might no man fay nay 
But that they weren as hem ought to be. 

This foted preeft, who was gladder than he? 
Was never brid gladder agains the day, © - 
Ne nightingale in the fefon of May 
Was never non that lift better to fing, 

Ne lady luftier in carolling, 

Or for to fpeke of love and womanhede, 

Ne knight in armes don a hardy dedo 

To ftonden in grace of his lady dere, 

Than hadde this preeft this craft for to lere ; 
And to the chanon thus he fpake and feid : 
For the love of God that for us alle deid, 
And as! may deferve it unto you, 

What hal this receit coft? telleth me now. 

By our Lady, quod this chanon, it is dere. 
TE warne you wel that fave ¥ and a frere 
In Englelond ther can no man it make, 

No force, quod he: now, Sire, for Goddes fake 
What thal! pay? telleth me I yon pray. 

Ywis, quod he, it is ful dere 1 fay. 

Sire, at o word, if that you lift it have 

Ye thal pay forty pound, fo God me fave ; 
And n’ere the frendhip that ye did er this 
‘To me ye fhulden payen more ywis. 

‘This preeft the fur of fourty pound anon. 
Of nobles fet, and toke hem everich on 
‘Yo this chanon for this ilke receit. 

All his werking n’as but fraud and deceit. 

Sire Preeft, he faid, I kepe for to have no loos 
Of my craft, for I wold it were kept clooay ~~ 
Aud as ye love me kepeth it fecree, 

For if men knewen aj] my fubtiltee, 

By God they wolden have fo gret envie 
To me, becaufe of my philofophie, 

{ fhuld be ded, that were non other way. 

God it forbede, quod the preeft, what ye fay: 
Yet had I lever fpenden all the good 
Which that I have (and elles were I wood) 
Than that ye fhuid fallen in fwiche mifchefe. 

For your good will,Sire, have yeright good prefe, 
Quod the chanon ; and farewel, grand mercy. 
He went his way, and never the preeft him fey 
After that day. And whan that this preeft thold 
Maken affay, at fwiche time as he wold, 
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Of this receit, farewell! it n’old not be, 
Lo, thus bejaped and begiled was he 
‘Thus maketh he his introduction 
To bringer folk to hir deftrudtion, 
Confidereth, Sires, how that in eche eftat 
Betwixen men and gold ther is debat, 
So ferforth that unnethes is-ther non. 
‘This multiplying fo blint many on 
"That in good faith I trowe that it be 
The caufe greteft of fwiche fcarfitee. 
‘Thife philofopbres {peke fo mittily 
In this craft that men cannot come therby 
For any wit that men have now adayes : 
‘They mow wel chateren as don thife jayes, 
And in hir termes fet hir luft and peine, 
But to hir purpos shul they never atteine. 
A man may lightly lerne, if he have ought, 
To multiplie and bring his good to nought. 
Lo, fwiche a lucre is in this lufty game 
A mannes.mirth it wolturne al to grame, 
‘And emptien alfo gret and hevy purfes, 
And maken folk for to purchafen curfes 
Of hem that han therto hir good ylent. 
O, fy for fhame! they that han be brent, 
Alas! can they not flee the fires hete ? 
Ye that it ufe I rede that ye it lete, 
Left ye.lefe all; for bet than never is late: 
Never to thriven were to long a date : 
«Though ye proll ay ye fhul it never find ; 
‘Ye ben as bald as is Bayard the blind, 
"That blondereth forth, and peril cafteth non 5 
He is as bold to renne agains a fton 
As for to go befides imthe way : 
So faren ye that multiplien I fay. 
If that your eyen cannot feen aright 
Loketh that youre mind lacke not his fight, 
For though ye loke never io brode, and ftare, 
Ye thuln not win a mite on that chaffare, 
But waften all that ye may rape and renne. 
‘Withdraw the fire left it to fafte brenne; 
Medleth no more with that art I mene, 
For if ye don your thrift is gon Jul clene : 
And right as fwithe I wol you tellen here 
‘What philofophres fain in this matere. 
Lo, thus faith Arnolde of the newe toun, 
As his Rofarie maketh mentioun ; 
‘He faith right thus, withouten any. lic, 
‘Ther may n0 man Mercurie mortifie 
But it be with his brothers knowleching. 
Lo, how that he which firfte {aid this thing 
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Of philofophres father was, Herm; 

He faith how that the dragon da/steles 

Ne dieth not but if that he be fl om 

With his brother ; and this is {to fain, 

By the dragon Mercury and norkother 

He underftood, and Brimftone hf his brother,,, 
That out of Sole and Luna wyse ydrawe. 

And therfor, faid he, Take Ijeed to my fawei 
Let no man befic him this art to feche 
But if that he the entention and {peche 
Of philofophres underftonden can, . 
And if he do he isa lewed man; 
For this fcience and this conning (quod he) 
Is of the fecree of fecrees parde. 

Alfo ther wasa difciple of Plato- 
‘That on a time faid his maifter to, 
As his book Senior wol bere witneffe, 
‘And this was his demand in fothfaftneffe, 
‘Yelle me the name of thilke privee fton. 

And Plato anfwerd unto him anon; 
Take the fton that Titgnaasnen name. ~ 
Which is that ? quod He.’ Magnetia is the fame 
Saide Plato. Ye, Sire, and is it thus?: 
This is ignotum per ignotius, 

What is magnetia, good Sire, I pray ? 

Itis a water that is made, | fay, 

Of the elementes foure, quod Plato. 
‘Tell me the rote, good Sire, quod he tho, 
Of that water, if that it be your will. 

Nay, nay, quod Plato, certain that I n’ill: 
‘The philofophres were fworne everich on 
‘That they ne fhuld difcover it unto non, 

Ne in no book it write in no manere, 

For unto God it is fo lefe and dere 

‘That he wol not that it difcovered be 

But wher it liketh to his deitee 

Man for to enfpire, and eke for to defende 
Whom: that him liketh ; lo, this is the ende, 

Than thus conclude 1; fin that God of heven 
Ne wol not that the philofophres neven 
How that a man {hal come unto this fton, 

I rede as for the beft to let it gon ; 

For who fo maketh God his adverfary, 

As for to werken any thing in contrary 

Of his will, certes never Sha] he thrive, 
Though that he multiply terme of his live, 
And ther a point, fot ended is my Tale. 
God fend every good man bote of his bale ! 
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Wer ye not wher ftondeth a litel toua 
vhich that ycleped is Bob-up-and-doun, 
Under the Blee in Canterbury way ? 
‘Ther gan our hofte to jape and to play, 
And fayde ; Sires, what ? Dun is in the mire ; 
¥s ther no Ray fawn for hire 
That wol aiv¢ffen our felaw behind ? 
A thefedtfin might ful lightly rob and bind ¢ 
See how he nappeth, fee, for cockes bones, 
wAs he wold fallen from his hors atones. 
Is that a coke of London, with mefchance ? 
Do him come forth, he knowcth his penance, 
For he thal tell a Tatehy my fey, 
Although it be not worth botel hey. 
Awake, thou coke, quod he x.God yeve the forwe, 
What aileth thee to flepen by the morwe ? 
Haft thou had fleen al night, or art thou dronke ? 
Or haft thou with fom quene al night yfwonke 
So that thou mayft not holden up thin hed ? 
This coke, that was ful pale and nothing red, 
Sayd to our Hofte ; So God my foule bleffe, 
As ther is falle on me {wiche hevineffe, 
N’ot I nat why, that me were lever to flepe 
Than the beft gallon wine that is in Chepe. 
Wel, quod the Manciple, if it may don efe 
To thee, Sire Coke, and to no wight difplefe 
Which that hire rideth in this compagnie, 
And that our Hofte wot of his curtefie ; 
1 wol as now excufe thee of thy Tale, 
For in’ good faith thy vifage is fut pale : 
Thin eyen dafen, fothly as me thinketh, 
And wel I wet thy breth ful foure ftitketh, 
‘That theweth wel thou art not wel difpoféd : 
Of me certain thou shalt not ben yglofed. 
See-how he galpeth, lo, this dronken wight, 
As though he wold us fwalow anon right ! 
Hold cloje thy mouth, man, by thy father kin ; 
‘The devil of helle fet his foot therin, 
Thy curfed breth enfeéten wol us alle : 
Fy, ftinking fwine ! fy, foul mote thec bafalle ! 
A! taketh heed, Sires, of this Jufly man. 
Now, fwete Sire! wol ye juft at the fan? 
Therto me thinketh ye be wel ythape : 
I trow that ye have dronken win of ape, 
And that is whan men playen with a flraw. 
Atd with this {peche the coke waxed all wraw, 
ope the Manciple he gan not faft 
WG ifthe of fpeche, and doun his hors him caft, 
Y 


Wher as he lay til that men him up toke : 
This was a faire chivachee ofa coke; 

Alas that he ne had hold him by his fadel! 
And er that he agen were in the faded 
‘Ther was gret fhoving bothe to and fro 

To lift him up, and mochel care and wo, 
So unweldy was this fely palled go; 

And to the Manciple then fpake our Holt. 
Becanic that drinke hath domination 
Upon this man, by aty falvation 

1 trowe he lewedly wol tell his Tale; 

For wer it win or old or moifty ale 

‘That he hath dronke he fpeketh in his nofe, 
And fnefeth faft, and eke he hath the pofe Fy 
He alfo hath to don more than ynou 
To keep him on his capel out of the ough 

And if he felle from of his capel eftfone 

Than fhul we alle have ynough to done 

In liftingup his hevy dronken cors. 

Tell on thy Tale, of him make { no force, 

But yet, Manciple, in faith thou art to nice 
Thus openly to repreve him of his vive ; 
Another day he wol paraventure 
Recleimen thee, and bring thee to the hire; 

I mene he fpeken wol of fmale thinges, 
As for to pinchen at thy rekeninges, 
That were not honett if it came to prefe. 

Quod the Manciple, That were a gret mefchefe; 
So might he lightly bring me in the fnare 
Yet had I lever payen for the mare 
Which he writ on than he fhuld with me ftrive 
I wol not wrathen him, fo mote I thrive: 

That that I fpake I fayd it in my bourd 

And wete ye what? I have here in my gourd - 
A draught of win, ye of a ripe grape, : 
And right anon ye fhal feen a good jape;* 
This coke thal drinke therof if thet I may; 

Up peine of my lif he wol not fay nay. 

And certzinly, to tellen as it was, 

Of this veflell the coke dranke faft, (alast 
What nedeth it ? he dranke ynough beforne) 
And whan he hhadde pouped in his horne 

To the Manciple he toke the gourd again; 
And of that drinke the coke was wonder fain, 
And thonked him in fwiche wife as he coude, 

Than our Hofte to laughen wonder loude 
And fayd; I fee wel it is neceffary 


Wher that we gon good drinke with us to cary, - 


aye 

For that wol turnen rancour and difefe 

‘To accord and love, and many a wrong apefe 
O Bacchus, Bacchus ! bleffed be thy name,_ 

‘That fo cant turnen erneft into game ; 
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Worthip and thonke be to thy devee, 

Of that matere ye get no more ff me. 

Tale on thy Tale, Manciple, I fnee pray. 
Wel, Sire, quod he, now hehe ‘yeneth what Fiy. 


2 
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“Waa Phebus dwelled here in erth adoun, 
As olde bookes maken mentioun, 

He was the motte lufty bacheler 

Of all this world, and cke the bet archer : 

He flow Phiton the ferpent as he lay 

Sleping agains the fonne upon a day, 

And many another noble worthy dede 

He with his bow wrought, as men mowen rede. 

Playen be coude on every mintftralcic, 
And {ingen that it was a melodie 
‘Yo heren of his clere vois the foun : 

Certes the King of Thebes Amphioun, 
‘That with his finging walled the citee, 
Coud never fingem half-fe wel as he. 
‘Therto he was the femeliefte man 

That is or was fithen the world began, 
“What nedeth it his feture to defcrive ? 
For in this world wis non fo faire on live ; 
‘He was therwith fulfilled of gentilleffe, 
Of honour, and of parfite worthineffe. 

This Phebus, that was floure of bachelerie, 
As wel in fredom as in chivalrie, : 
For his difport, in igne eke of victorie 
Of Phiton, fo as telleth us the lorie, 

‘Was wont to beren in his hond a bowe, 

Now had this Phebus in his hous a crowe, 
‘Which ina cage he foftred many a day, 

And taught it {peken, as men teche a jay. 
‘Whit was this crowe, as is a {now-whit fwan, 
And contrefete the fpeche of every man 

He coude whan he fhulde tell a tale : 
"Therwith in all this world no nightingale 

‘Ne coude by an hundred thoufand del 

Singen fo wonder merily and wel. 

Now had this Phebus in his hous a wif 
‘Which that he loved more than his lif, 

And night and day did ever his diligence 
Hire for to plefs and don hire reverence ; 
Save only, if that I the foth fhal fain, 

Jelous he was, and world have kept hire fain, 


For him were loth yjaped for to be, 

And fo is every wight in fwiche degree 1 

But all for nought, fqpeeeZ oth nought. 

A good wif, that is lene of werk wid thought; 
Shuld not be kept in non await certain ;~ 
And trewely the labour is in vain 

‘To kepe a fhrewe, for it wol not be. 
This hold I for a veray nicetee 

To fpillen labour for to kepen wives ; 
Thus writen olde clerkes 2rfiir lives. 

But now to purpos asf firft began. 
‘This worthy Phebug_doth all that he can 
‘To plefen hire, wening thurgh {wiche plefance, 
And for his manhood and his governance, 
That no man fhulde put him from hire grace ; 
But God it wote ther may no man embrace 
As to deitreine a thing which that Nature 
Hath naturelly fet in a creature. 
4Take any brid and put it ina cage, 

And do all thin entente and thy corage 

‘To fofter it tendrely with mete and drinke 
Of alle deintees that thou canft bethinke, 
And kepe it al fo clenely as thou may, 
Although the cage of gold be never fo gay, 
Yet had this brid by twenty thoufand fold 
Lever in a foreft that is wilde and cold 

Gon eten wormes and fwiche wretchedneffe : 
For ever this brid will don his befineffe 

‘To efcape out of his cage whan that he may > 
His libertee the brid defireth ay. 

Let take a cat, and fofter hire with milke 
And tendre fieth, and make hire couche of filke, 
And let hire fee a mous go by the wall, 

Anon fhe weiveth milke and flefh and all 
And every deintee that is in that hous, 
Swiche appetit hath fhe to ete the mous. 
Lo, here hath kind hire domination, 

And appetit flemeth difcretion- 

A fhe-wolfhath alfo a vilains kind ; 
‘The lewedefte wolf that fhe may find, 

Or left of reputation, wol the take 





# Phoebus kepeth a white crow which can fpeak as pny: In time whan hire loft to have a make. 


‘The crow acculeth his wile, of whom he was too jealou! 
to have played falfe in his ablence; hereupon witt an 
arrow he flayethtis wife but after repenting of his raih- 
acts he taketh revenge of thecrow. Urry. 


All thife enfamples {peke I by thife men 
That ben untrewe, and nothing by women 5 
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ere have ever a likerons appetit 

in sqwer thing té.parforme hir delit 

‘Than on hir wives: be they never fo faire, 

Newrever fo trew: Ae fo debonaire, 

Flethlis fo newefayg', with mefchance, 

“Taf ne con in\apthing have plefance 
founcth unto trtue any while. 

‘Titis Phebus, which that thought upon no gile, 

Difceived was for ail his jolitee, 

¥or under him another hadde fhe, 

JA man of Jitel reputation, 

Nought worth to Phebus in comparifon : 

he more harme is: it happeth often fo, 

Of which ther cometh mochel haritte and wo. 
And fo befell whan Phebus was abiSge 

Fs wif anon hath for hire lemman fent. 
oTemman ! certes that is a knavith fpeche ; 

Joryeve it me, and that I you befeche ; 
The wife Plato fayth,as ye mow rede, 

The word mult nede accorden wit the dede i 


Tf men fhul tellen psa thing 
The word mj ‘olin. be to the werking. 
tama Mus man, right thus fay f; 


Ther is no difference trewely 
Retwixt a wif that is of high degree 
(If of hire body difhoneft the be) 
And any poure weffche, other than this, 
(If it fo be they werkt>-Sgth amis) 
But for the gentil is in efta’iabove 
She thal be cleped his Lady a4 his Love, 
<AAnd for that other isa poure woman 
She fhal be cleped his Wenche and his Lemman; 
And God it wote, mine owen dere brother ! 
Men lay as low that on as lith that other, 
Right fo betwixt atitleles tiraunt 
And an outlawe, or elles a thefe erraunt, 
The fame I fay; ther is no difference, 
(To Alexander told was this fentence) 
Bat for the tyrant is of greter might 
By force of meine for to fle doun right, 
‘And brennen hous and hom, and make all plain, 
Jo, therfore is he cleped a Capitain ; 
And for the outlawe hath but fmale meine, 
And may not do fo gret an harme ashe, 
Ne bring a contree to fo geet mefchiefe. 
Men clepen him an Outlawe or a 'Thefe. 
But for 1 am a man not textuel 
J wol not tell of textes never a del; 
i wol go to my Tale as I began. 
Whan Phebus wif had fent for hire lemmag 
Anon they wroughten all bir luft volage. 
‘This white crowe, that heng ay in the cage, 
Beheld hir werke, and fayde never a word ; 
And whan that home was come Phebus the lord 
‘This crowe fong Cuckow, cuckow, cuckow ! 
What? brid, quod Phebus, what fong fingeft thou 
Ne were thou wont fo merily to fing, {now ? 
‘That to my herte it was 2 rejoyiing 
To here thy vois? Alas! what foag is this! 
By |, quod he, I finge not amis. 
Phebus (quod he) for all thy worthineffe, 
Tor ghay beautce and all thy gentilleffe, 
stehy fong and all thy minitraleie, 
For Sil thy waiting, blered is thin eye 
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With on of litel reputation, 
Not worth to thee as in comparifon 
‘The mépuntance of a gnat, fo mote I thrive, 
For on thy bedde thy wif I faw him fwive. 
+] ,, What wol you more ? the crowe anon him told, 
By fade tokenes and by wordes bold, 
How that his wif had.don hire lecherie 
Him to gret fhaine and to gret vilanie, 
“And told him oft he fawe it with his eyen, 
This Phebus gan awayward for to wrien t 
Him thought his woful herte braft atwo 5 
His bowe he bent, and fet therin a flo, 
And in his ire he hath his wif yilaio 
This is the effeét, ther isno more to fains 
For forwe of which he brake his mintftralciey 
Both harpe and lute, giterne and fautric, 
And eke he brake his arwes and his bowe, 
And after that thus fpake he to the crowe 
Traitour, quod he, with tonge of fcorpion 
Thou haft me brought to my confufion ; 
Alas that 1 was wrought! why n’ere I dede! 
O dere wif, o gemme of luftyhede! 
That were to me fo fade and eke fo trewe, 
Now lief thou ded, with faee pale‘of he(ve, 
Ful gilteles, that durft  fwere ywis. 
O rakel hond ! to do fo foule amis: 
O troubled wit, 0 ire ‘reecheles ¢ 
That unadvifed fmitett gliteles : 
O wantruft ¥ ful of falfe fufpecion, 
Wher was thy wit and thy difcretion ? 
© ! every man beware of, rakelneffe, 
Ne trowe no thing withouten ftrong witneffé s 
Smite not to fone er that ye weten why, 
And beth avifed wel and fikerly 
Or ye do any execution 
Upon your ire for fufpecion.4- 
Alas! a thoufand folk hath rake) ire 
Fully fordon, and brought hem in the mire. 
Alas! for forwe I wol myfelven fle, 
And to the crowe, O falfe thefe! faid he, 
I wol thee quite anon thy falfe tale; 
Thou fong whilom like any nightingale, 
Now halt thou, falfe thefe, thy fong forgon, 
And eke thy white fethers everich on, 
Ne never in all thy lif ne fhalt thou fpekes 
‘Thus fhul men on a traitour ben awreke. 
Thou and thin offspring ever fhul be blake, 
Ne never {wete noife thul ye make, 
But ever crie ageins tempeft and rain, 
in token that thurgh thee my wif is flain. 
And to the crowe he ftert, and that anon, 
And pulled his white fethers everich on, 
And made him blak, and raft him all his fong 
And eke his fpeche, and out at dore him flong 
Unto the devil, which I him betake; 
And for this caufe ben alle crowes blake, 
Lordings, by this enfample I you pray 
Beth ware, and taketh kepe what that ye fay, 
Ne telleth never man in all your lif 
How that another man hath dight his wif; 
He wol you haten mortally certain. 
Dan Salomon, as wife clerkes fain, 
Techeth aman to kepe his tonge wel; 
But, as I fayd, Tam no textuel; 
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But natheles thus taughte me my dame ; 

My fone, thinke on the crowe a Goddés name : 
‘My fone, kepe wel thy tonge, and kepe thy frend; 
A wicked tonge is worfe than a'fend : 

My fone, from a fende men may hem bleffe : 
My fone, God of his endeles goodneffe 

‘Walled a tonge with teéth, and lippes cke, 

For man fhuld him avifen what he fpeke : 

My fone, ful often for to mochel {peche 

Hath many 2 man ben fpilt, as clerkes teche, 
But for a litel {peche avifedly 

Js no man fhent, to fpeken generally : 

My fone, thy tonge fhuldeft thou reftreine 

At alle time, but whan thou dof thy peine 

"fo fpeke of God in honour and prayere : 

‘The firfte vertue, fone, if thou wolt lere, 

3s to reftraine and kepen wel thy tonge; 

‘Thus leren children whan that they be yonge : 
My fone, of mochel fpeking evil avifed, 

‘Ther leffe fpeking had ynough fuffifed, 

Cometh mochel harme}r thus was me told and 
{n mochel fpeche finne wantcth naught. (taught, 
yWott thou wherof a rakel tonge ferveth ? 

Right as a {werd forcuttcth and forkerveth 
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An arme atwo, my dere fone ! right fo 

A tonge cutteth frendthip all atu : 

A jangler is to God abhominab¥. x, 

Rede Salomon, fo wife and horfohrable, 

Rede David in his Pfalmes, redg'Senek. 

My fone, fpeke not but with th yn hed thou beck; 
Diffimule as thou were defe ifthat thou here, 


| Ajanglour fpeke of perilous matere. 


‘The Fleming fayth, and lerne if that thee left, 
ThatMitel jangling caufeth mochel reft. ¥ 

My fone, if thou no wicked word haft faid 
Thee thar'not dredca for to be bewraid ; 

But he that hath miffayd, I dare wel fain, 

He may by go way clepe his word again. 
Thing that fayd is fayd, and forth it goth ; 
Though him repent, or be him never fo loth, 
He is his thral to whom that He hath fayd 

A tale of which he is now evil apaid.y 

My fone, beware, and be non auctour newe 
Of tidings whether.they bep falfe or trewe : 
Wher fo thou come, ar@fes n.> lowe, 
Kepe wel thy tonge, and thinke upofPshe crowe, 
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Jr das the Manciple had his tale ended 
Tr€Fonne fro the feuth line was defcended 
So lowe, that it ne was not to my fight 
Degrees niné-and-twenty as of hight. 
Foure of the clok it was tho, as I geffe, 
For enleven foo: Sopege oF Telte, $ 
My thadow a at thilke time as there, 
OF fwiek@icet as my lengthe parted were 
In fix feet equal of proportion ; 

herwith the mones exaltation, 

1 mene Libra, alway gan afcende 

As we were entfhityat the thorpes ende; 
For which our Hofte, ;e was wont to gie 
As inthis cas our jolly ccypagnie, 

Said in this wifes Lordings™qerich on, 
Now lacketh us no Tales mo than on: 
Fulfilled is my fentence and my decree; 

J trowe that we han herd of eche degree: 
Almoft fulfilled in myn ordinance ; 

J pray to God fo yeve him right good chance 
‘That telleth us this Tale Juftily. 

Sire Prceft, quod he, art thou a vicary, 
Or art thoua Perfon? fay foth by thy fay. 
Be what thou be ne breke thou not our play, 
For every man fave thou hath told his Tale. 
Unbokel and thew us what is in thy male; 
For trewely me thinketh by thy chere 
Thou thuldeft knitte up wel a gret matere, 
Tell us a fable anon, for cockes bones. 

This Perfon him anfwerd al at ones; 
Thou geteft fable non ytold for me, 

For Poule, that writeth unto Timothe, 
Repreveth hem that weiven fothfaftneffe, 
And tellen fables and fwiche wretchedneffe. 
Why thuld I fowen draf out of my fift E 
Whan I may fowen whete if that me lift? 
For which I fay, if that you litt to heré 
Moralitce and vértuons matere, 





And than that ye wol yeve me audience, 
1 wold ful fain at Criftes reverence 
Don you plefance leful, as I can; 
But trufteth wel fam a fotherne man; 
I cannot gefte, rom, ram, ruf, by my letter, 
And, God wote, rime hold T but litel better x 
And therfore if you lift, I wol not glofe, 
Iwol you tell a litel Tate if profe : 
To knitte up ail this fee and make avenday 
And Jefu for his grace wit me fendé * 
To fhewen you thé way in this viage 
Of thilke parfit glorious pilgrimage 
That hight Jerafalem celeftial : 
And if ye vouchefauf anon I fhal 
poyinne upon my Tale, for whieh I pray 
Tell your avis : I can no better fay. 

But natheles this meditation, 
1 put it ay undér correction 
Of clerkes, for 1 am not tertuel : 
I take but the fentence, erufteth ste wély 
Therfore 1 make a proteftation 
That I wol ftanden to corre@ion, 

Upon this word we Kan afleitted fotte; 
For as us femed it was for to done, 

Ta enden in fom vertions fentence, - 
And for to yeve him fpace and audience, 
And bade our Hofte he fhulde to him fay 
‘That alle we totell his Tale him pray. 

Our Hofte had the wordes for us alle z 
Sire Preeft, quod he, now faire you befalle ; 
Say what you lift, and we fhul gladly here. - 
And with that word he faid in this manere's 
Telleth, quod he, your meditation, 

But hafteth you, the fonne wol adoutt: 
Beth fructuons, and that in tel fpace, 
And to'do wel God fende you his grace. 
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Ooxs fwete Lord God of heven, that no man wol 
periih, but wol that we comen all to the know- 
Jeching of him, and to the blisful lif that is par- 
durable, amonefteth us by the prophet Jeremic, 
ehat fayth in this wife, Stondeth upon the wayes, 
and feeth, and axeth of the olde pathes, that is to 

. fay, of olde fentences, which is the good way, and 
weiketh in that way, and ye fhul finde refrefhing 
for your foules. Many ben the wayesfpirituel that 
Jeden folk to our Lord Jefu Crift, and tothe regne 
of glory; of which wayes ther is a ful noble way, 
ond wel covenable, which may not faille to man, 
ne to woman that thargh finne hath mifgon fro 
the right way of Jerufalem celeftial, and this way 
is cleped Penance, of which man fhuld gladly her- 
ken and enqueren with all his herte, to wete what 
is penance, and whennes it is cleped penance, and 
how many maneres ben of actions or werkings of 
penance, amd how many fpices ther ben of pee 
nance, and which thinges apperteinen and beho- 
ven to penance, and which thinges diftroublen 
penance, 

Seint Ambrofe fayth, that penance is the plain- 
ing of man for the gilt that he hath don, and no 
more to do any thing for which him ought to 
-plaine; and fom dodtour fayth, Penance is the 
‘waymenting of man that forweth for his finne, 
and peineth himfelf for he hath mifdon. Penance 
with certain circumftances is veray repentance of 
man, that holdeth himfelf in forwe and other peine 

for his giltes; and for he fhal be veray penitent he 
shal firft bewailen the finnes that he hath don, and 
ftedfaftly purpofen in his herte to have fhrift of 
mouth, and to don fatisfa@tion, and never to don 
thing for which him ought more to bewayle or 
complaine, and to continue in good werkes, or 
elles his repentance may not availe: for, as Seint 
Hidor fayth, He is ajaper and a gabber, and not 
veray repentant, that eftfones doth thing for 
which him oweth to repent. Weping, and not for 
to ftint to do finne, may not availe. But nathcles 
men fhuld hope that at every time that man fal- 
feth, be it never fo oft, that he may arife thurgh 
penance, if he have grace; but certain it is gret 
doute ; for, as faith Seint Gregorie, Unnethes a- 






State fuper vias, et videte, et interro- 
antiquis, quae fit via bona, et ambu- 
jnvenictis retrigerium animabus veftris.” 


* Jerem. vi 
** gate de femi 
“ Jate inca: 
prry: 


rifeth he oct of fine that is cRarged with 
charge of evil ufage: and therfore repentant 
that ftint for to finne, and forlete finne or tha: 
finne forlete hem, holy chirche holdeth hem fiker 
of hir falvation : and he that finneth and veraily 
repenteth him in his Jaft chirche yet ho- 
peth his falvation, by tie grete memy¢f our Lord 
Jefu Crift, for his repentance ; but t@taxe the 
fiker and certain way. 

And now, fith I have declared you what thingy 
is penance; now ye fhul underftond that ther ben 
three actions of penance. The frftis, that a man 
be baptifed after that he ‘finned, Seint Au- 
guiline fayth, But he be Yenitent for his old finfu 
lif, he may not begingé the newe clene lif; for 
certes, ifhe be baptifud without penitence of his 
old gilt, he receiveth the marke of baptifme, but 
not the grace, ne the remiffion of his fines, til he 
have very repentance. Another defaut is, that men 
don dedly finne after that they have reccived bap~ 
tifme. The thridde defaute is, that men fall in ve- 
nial finnes after hir baptifme fro day to day: 
therof fayth Seint Auguftin, that penance of good 
and humble folk is the penance of every day. 

The fpices of penance ben three. That on of 
hem is folempne, another is commune, and the 
thridde privee. Thilke penance that is folempne 
is in two maneres, as to be put out of holy chirche 
in lenton, for flaughter of children, and fwiche 
maner thing: another is, whan a man’hath fin- 
ned openly, of which finne the fame is openly 
fpoken in the contrec, and than holy chirche by 
jugement diftreyneth him for to do open penance + 
commun penance is that preeftes enjoinen men in 
certain cas, as for to go paraventure naked on pil~ 
grimage or bare foot: privee penance is thilke 
that men don all day for privee finnes, of which 
we thrive us prively, and receive privee penance. 

Now shalt thon dnderftond what is behoveful 
and neceffary to every parfit penance; and this 
ftont on three thinges, contrition of herte, confef- 
fion of mouth, and fatisfaGtion; for which fayth 
Seint John Chrifoftome, Penance diftreineth a 
man to accept benignely every peine that him is 
enjoincd with contrition of herte, and thrift of 
mouth, with fatisfa¢tion, and werking of all mer 
humilitee. And this is fruitful penance ayen-:tho 
three thinges in which we wrathen our Logd“ 2 
Crift ; this is to fay, by delit in thinking, by echo 
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Slefneffe in ipeking, and by wicked finful werking: 
dnd ayenft thife wicked giltes is penance, that 
“tay be likened unto a tree. 


$ The rote of thistree is contrition, that hideth | 


him in the hertd of him that is veray repentant, 
fight as the ‘rotf of the tree hideth him in the 


frthe. Of this rote of contrition fpringeth a ftalke ~ 


thas bereth branches and leves of confeflion, and 
fruit of fatisfa@ion; of which Crift fayth in his 


Gofpell, Doth ye digne fruit of penitence, for by . 


this fruit mow men underitonde and knowe this 

tree, and not by the rote #at is hid in the herte 

ofman, ne by the ‘branches, mg the leves of con- 
feffion: and ‘therfore our Loreheta Crift faith 
thus, By the fruit of hém hal ycaknowe hem. 

Of this rote alfo fpringcth a feed of grace, which 
feed is moder of fikernefle, and this feed is eger 

and hote, The grace of this feed fpringeth of God, 

thurgh remembrance on the day of dome and on 
the peines of helle. Of this matere fayth Salo- 
mon, th #éiomf God man forletteth his 
finn hetc of this fede is the love of God, 
and@inc defiring of the joye perdurable.. This 
hete draweth the herte of man to God, and doth 
him hate his finne; for fothly ther is nothing 
that favourcth fo fote to a child as the milke of 
his nortce, he n&thing is to him more abhomina- 
ble than that milke When it is medled with other 
mete. Right fo the naful man that loveth his 
. finne, hiin femeth that its to him moft fwetc of 
any thing, but fro that time that he loveth fadly 
ourLord Jefu Crift, and defireth the lifperdurable, 
ther is to him nothing more abhominable; for 
fothly the Jawe of God isthe love of God: for 
which David the prophet fayth, I have loved thy 
Jawe, and hzted wickedneffe : he that Joveth God 
kepeth his lawe and his word. ‘his tree faw the 
prophet Daniel in fpirit upon the vifion of Na» 
buchedonofor, whan he confeilled him to do pe- 
mance. Penance is the tree of lif to hem that it 
receiven ; and he that holdeth him in veray penance 
is blififul, after the fentence of Salomon. 
Jn this penance or contrition, man fhal under- 
» Rond foure thinges; that is to fay, what is contri- 
tion, and which ben the caufes that moven aman 
to contrition, and how he fhuld be contrite, and 
whag contrition availeth to the foile. Than is it 
thus, that contrition is.the veray forwe that 4 man 
receiveth in his herte for his finnes, with fad pur- 
pos to fhriven him, and to do penance, and never 
more to don fine. And this forwe thal be in 
this maner, 2s fayth Seint Bernard; it fhal ben 
hevy and grevous, and ful tharp and poinant in 
eherte ; firit, for a man hath agilred his Lord and 
his creatour, and more fharpe and poinant, for he 
hath agilted his father celeftial, and, yet more 

Sharpe and poinant, for he hath wrathed and agilt- 

ed him that boughte him, that with his precious 

blod hath delivered us fro the bondes of finne, 
Mite the crueltce of the devil, and fro the peines 
of elle. 

FLtthe caufes that ought to meve a man te con- 
@itiga ben fixe. Firft, a man fhal remembre him 
of ee finnes; but loke that that remembrance ne 
‘bef.o hin no delit by no way, but grete fhume and 
Mowe for his Gunes; for Job fayth, Sinfel men 
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don werkes worthy of confeffion; and therefore 
fayth Ezechiel, I wol remembre me all the yeres 

i of my lif in the bitterneffe of my herte: and God 

fayth in the Apocalipfe, Rememibre you fro whens 

; that ye ben fall, for before the time that ye finned, 

j ye weren children of God, and limines of the 

regne of God; but for your finne ye ben waxen 

} thral, and foule membres of the fende, hate of 

angels, {claunder of holy chirche, and fode of the 

falfe ferpent, perpetuel matere of the fire of helle, 

: and yet more foule and abhominable for ye tref- 

| paffen fo oft times as doth the hound that torneth 

| again to cte his own {pewing, and yet fouler for 
your long continuing in finne, and your finful u« 
fage, for which ye be roten in your finnes as a 
becft in his donge. Swiche manere thoughtes 
make a mun to have fhame of his finne and no 
delit, as God fayth by the prophet Ezechicl, Ye 
fhul remembre you of your wayes, and they thul 
difplefe you. Sothly fismes ben the waies that 
lede folk to hell, 

‘The fecond caufe that ought to make a man to 
have difde.gne of finne js this, that, as faith Seint 
Peter, Who fo doth finne is thral to finne, and 
finne putteth a man in gret thraldom, and ther- 
fore fayth the prophet Ezechicl, I went forweful, 
and had difdeigne of myfelf. Certes wel ought a 
man have difdcigne of finne, and withdraw him 
fro that thraldom and vilany, And lo, what fayth 
Seneke in this mater? He faith thus, Though £ 
wift that neither God ne man fiuid never know 
it, yet wold J have difdeigne for to do finnc. 
And the fame Sencke alfo fayth, I am borne to 
greter thinges than to be thral to my body, or for 
to make of my body a thral. Ne a fouler thral 


may no man ne woman make of his body than for. 


to yeve his body to fiane: al were it the foulett 
chorle or the fouleft woman that Iiveth, and let 
of value, yet is he than more foule and more in 
fervitude. Ever fro the higher degzee that man 


falleth, the more is he thral, and more to God : 


and to the world vile and abhominable, © good 
God! wel ought a man have difdeigne of finne, 
fith that thurgh finne ther he was free he is made 
bond: and therfore fayth Seint Auguitine, 1f 
thou haft difdeigne of thy fervant, if he offend or 
finne, have thou than difdeigne that thou thy felf 
fhuldeft do finne. ‘Take reward of their owe 
value chat thou ne be to foule to thyfelf. A- 
Jas! wel oughten they than have difdeigné to 
be fervants and thralles to finne, and fore to be 
afhamed of hemfelf, that God of his endless good~ 
neffe hath fette in high eftat, or yeve hem witte, 
ftrength of body, hele, beautee, or profperitce, 
and bought hem fro the deth with his herte 
blood, that they fo unkindly agains his gentil- 
leffe quiten him fo vilainfly, to faughter of hir 
owen foules, O good God! ye women that ben 
of gret beavtee, remembreth you on the pro- 
verbe of Salomon, that likeneth a faire woman 
that is a fool of hire body, to a ring of gold that 
is worne in the groine of a fowe; for right asa 
fowe wroteth in every ordure, fo wroteth fhe hire 
beautee in flinking ordure of finne. 

"The thridde caufe that ought to meve a man to 
contrition, is drede of the day of dome, aad of the 
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horrible peines of helfe; for, a8 Seint Jerome fayth, 
‘Atevery time that me remembreth of the day of | 
dome I quake; for whan I ete. or drinke, or do , 
what fo I do, enx femeth me that the trompe 
¢ in min eres, Rifeth ye up that ben ded, + 
‘and ‘cometh to the jugement. O good God! | 
moche ought a man to drede fwiche a jugement, | 
ther as we fhul be alle, as Seint Poule fayth, be- 
fore the ftrcit jugement of oure Lord Jefu Crift, 
whetas he fhal make a general ‘congregation, 
wheras no man may be abfent; for certes, ther 
availeth non cffoine, ne non excufation; and not 
only that our defautes fhul be juged, but eke that 
all our.werkes thul openly be knowen. And, as 
fayth Seint Bernard, Ther ne thal no pleting availe, 
pe, no fleight: we dhal yeve rckening of everich 
idle word: ther fhal we have a juge that may 
not be deceived, ne corrupt : and why ? for certes 
alt our thoughtes ben difcovered as to him : ne for 
prayer, ne for mede he wil not be corsupt ; and 
therfore faith Salomon, ‘The wrath of God ne wol 
not Spare no wight for prayer, ne for ycft; and 
therfore at the day of dome ther is non hope to 
efcape ; wherfore, as fayth Seint Anfelme, Ful 
gret.anguith thal the finful folk have at that time: 
ther fhal be the frerne and wroth juge fitting a- 
bove, and under him the horrible pitte of helle 
Qpen, to deftroye him that wolde not be knowen 
his finnes, which finnes fhullen openly be fhewed 
Before God and before every creature; and on 
the left fide mo divels than any herte may thinke 
for to hary and drawe the finful foules to the pitte 
of belle; and within the hertes of folk fhal be the 
chiting confeience, and without forth fhal be the 
“worldall brenning. Whither than fhal the wretche 
‘ed fonle flee to hide him? Certes he may not hide 
chim, he muftcomeforthand fhewchim; for certes,as 
‘{aithScint Jerome,theerth fhal cafthini out ofit,and 
the fee, and alfo the aire; that fhal be ful of thon- 
‘der. clappes and lightnings. Now fothly, who fo 
Wil gemembre him of thefe thinges I geffe that 
‘his Banes fhal-not tornc hin to delit, but to grete 
forwe for ,drede of the peine of helle; and ther- 
fore faith Job to God, Suffer, Lord, that I may a 
while bewaile and bewepe or 1 go withuut re- 
torning to the derke Jond ycovered with the 
derkéneffe of deth to the lond of mifefe und of 
@erkencffe, wheras is the fhadow of deth, wheras 
is non ordre ne ordinance, but grifly drede, that 
ever fhal laft, Lo, here may ye fee that Job pray- 
¢@ refpite awhile to bewepe and waile his trefpas, 
for fothely on day of refpite is better than all the | 
trcfour of this world: and for 43 moche as a man 
may acquite himiclf before God by penitence in 
this world, and not by treicur, therfore thuld be 
pray to God to yeve him refpite a while to be- 
wepen and bewsilen hi s3 for certes, all 
the forwe that a man mig) 
ning of the world, nis but a Hitel thing at regan 
of the forwe of helle. The cavfe why that Job ! 
clepeth helle the lond of derkneffe, nuderflondeth 
that he clepeth it londe or erth, for it is fable 
and never fhal faile, and derke, fur he that is in 
helle hath defaute of Hight naturel; for certes the 
derke light that lal come oct of the Gre that ever 

























THE PERSONES TALE. 


Mhall brenne fhall torne hem all to peine that be 
in helle, for it fheweth hem the horrible divels 
that hem tormenten covered with the derkeneflz~ 
of deth; that is to fay, that he. thatis in helle 
fhal have defaute of the fight of God, for certeg 
che fight of God is the lif perdurable. The derk-’ 
neffe of deth ben the finnes that the wretched 
man hath don, which that diftroublen him to fee 
the face of God, right as a derke cloud betwene 
us and the fonne: it.is londe of mifefe, hecaufe 
that ther ben three maner of defautes ayenft three 
thinges that folk ofthis world han in,this prefent 
lif, that is to fay“nonoures, delites, and richeffet. 
Ayenit honow” nave they in helle Shame and con- 
fufion, for wel yg wote that men clepen how 
nour the reverence that man doth to man, but 
in helle is non honour, ne reverence, for certes 
no more reverence fhal be don ther to a king 
than to a knave; for which God faith by the 
prophet Jeremie, The 4427 us ie. defpifen 
fhal be in defpite, Nonour is alfo Chged yret 
lordethip + ther fhal no wight ferven other tL> of 
harme and turment. Honour is alfo cleped gret 
dignitee and highneffe ; but in helle ihal they be 
alle fortroden of divels: as God fayth, The hor- 
rible divels fhul gon and Comepagor te hedes of 
dampned folk; and this ig¢for as moche as the 
higher that they were in yhis prefent lif the more 
fhul they be abated and“cfouled in helle. Ayenft 
the richeffe of this world thul they have mifefe of 
poverte, and this poverte fhall be in foure thinges, 
in defaute of trefour, of which David fayth, The 
riche folk, that enbraceden and oneden all hir 
herte to trefour of this world, fhul flepe in the 
fleping of deth, and nothing ne fhul they find in 
hir hondes of all hir trefour, And moreover, the 
mifefe of helle fhall be in defaute of mete and 
drink ; for God fayth thus by Moyfes, They fhul 
be waited with honger, and the briddes of helie 
fhul devoure hem with bitter deth, and the gall 
of the dragon fhal ben hir drinke, and the verme 
of the dragon hir morfels, And further over hir 
mifefe fhal be in defaute of clothing, for they fhul 
be naked in body as of clothing, fave the fire in 
which they brenne, and other filthes; and naked 
fhul they be in “faule, of all maner vertues which 
that is the clothing of the foule. Wher ben than: 
the gay robes, the foft thetes, and the fyn thestes? 
Lo, what fayth God of heven by the prophet E- 
faie? that under hem fhul be ftrewed mothes, and 
hir coverturcs fhul ben of wormes of helle. And 
further over, hir mifefe fhal be in defaute of fren 
des, for he is not poure that hath good frendes 3~ 
but ther is no frend, for neither God, ne no good 
creature fhal be frend to hem, and everich of hem 
hil hate other with dedly hate. The fonnes and 
the doughters thal rebel ayenft father and mother, 
and kinred ayenft kivred, and chiden and defgifen 


| eche other both day and night, as God fayth ay 


the prophet Micheas; and the loving childigns 
that whilom loveden fo flethly, everich of bear 
wold eten other if they might: for how \guld 
they love togeder in the peines of helle whan - hey 
hated eche other in the profperitee of this lif? ‘or 
true wel bir Sethly love was dedly hate; as fain 
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the prophet David, Who fo that loveth wick- 
ednefle he hateth his owen foule, and who fo"ha- 
teth his own fonle certes he may love non other 
wight in mo mhnere; and therefore in helle is 
no folace, ne n> frendfhip, but ever the more 
tginredes that ben: in helle, the more curfing, the 
‘mere chiding, and the more dedly hate, ther is 
among hem. And further over, ther they thul 
have defaute of all maner delites, for certes delites 
ben after the appetites of the five wittes, as fight, 
hgring, fmelling, favourinesand touching. But in 
helle hir fight thal be ful lerkeneffe and of 
fmoke, and hir eyen ful of tere, and hir hering 
ful of waimenting and grinting ot yeeth, as fayth 
Jefu Crift, Hir nofe thirles hul be ful of ftinking; 
and, as fayth Efay the prophet. Hirfavouring thalbe 
ful of bitter galle; and touching ofallhir body fhall 
be covered with fire that never fhal queache, and 
with wormes that never fhal die, as God fayth by 


the m eSfay, Ant for as moche as they fhul 
Rot €'that they mow dien for peine, and by 
d ee fro peine, that mow they uaderftonde in 


the word of Job, that fayth, Ther is the thadow 
of deth. Certes a fhadowe hath likeneffe of the thing 
of which it iathadowed, but thadowe is not the 
fame thing of Which it is fhadowed: right fo 
fareth the peine of ate 5 it is like deth for the 
horrible anguifh : ancawhy? for it peineth hem 
ever as though they fhu.d die anon; but certes 
they thul not dien; for, as fayth Seint Gregory, 
To wretched caitifes thal be deth withouten deth, 
and ende withouten eme, and defaute withouten 
failing; for hir deth thal alway live, and hir ende 
thal ever more beginne, and hir defaute fhal never 
faile ; and therfore fayth Scint John the Evange- 
Tift, They thul folow deth and they fhul not finde 
him, and they fhaldefire to die and deth thal flee 
from hem, And eke Job faith, that in helle is non 
ordre of rule. And al be it fo that God hath 
create all thing in right ordre, and nothing with- 
outen ordre, but all thinges ben otdred and nom- 
bred, yet natheles they that ben dampned ben 
nothing in ordre, ne hold non ordre; for the erth 
thal bere hem no fruite ; (for, as the prophet Da 
vid fayeth, God thal deftroy the fruite of the erth 
as fro hem) ne water fhal yeve hem no moifture, 
ne the aire no refrefhing, ne the fire no light : 
for, as fayth Scint Bafil, The brenning of the 
fire of this world thal God yeve in helle to hem 
that ben dampned, but the light and the clere- 
neffe thal be yeve in heven to his children, right ; 
as the good man yeveth Aefh to his children 
‘and bones to his houndes. And for they fhul | 
have non hope to efcape, fayth Job at laft, that i 
ther thal horrour and grifly drede dwellen with- ! 
euten ende. Horrour is alway dreds of harme 
that is to come, and this drede fhal alway dwelin 
the kertes of hem that ben dampned; and ther- 
fo: han they lorne all hir hope for feven caufes : 
fig, for God, that is hir juge, fhal be withouten 
fsrcie to hem, and they may not plefe him ne 
eonyf his halwes, ne they may ycve nothing for 
hir ~aunfom, ne théy have no vois to fpeke to 
Pe ne they may not fice fro peine, ne they have 
goodntie im hem that they may thew to deli- 


*%y 
ver hen fro peie; and therfore fayth Saléspani 
The wicked man dieth, and whan he is Gad‘ 
Thal have non hopé to efeape’ fra peine. Who'd 
than wold wel underftonde thet peines, and. Be 
thinke him wel that he hath deferved thefe peing 
peptide certes he fhulde have more taleti 
to and to wepe than for to finge and playé 
for, as fayth Salomon, Who fo that hed the figa 
to know the peines that hen eftebiithed and ‘dra 
deined for finne he wold forfake finne : That ft 
ence, fayth Seint Auftid, nitketh a man to wal 
menten in his herte. . 

‘The fourthe point that oughte make’a man hava 
contrition is the forweful resnembrance of the ga 
dedes that he hath lefte to don here in erthe, : 
alfo the good that he hath lorne. Sothly the gétd 
werk¢s that he hath lefte, either they be the gow 
werkes that he wrought er he fell into aq 
finne, or elles the good werkes that he 
while he lay in finne. Sothly the good-9¥6 
that he did before that he fell ia” 
all mortified, aftoned, amt dulted, By 28 b- 
ning ; the other wetkes that He wrought White he 
lay in finne they ben utterly ded as to the lif pete 
durable in heven. ‘Than thilke good werkes thag, 
ben mortified by eft finning, which he did while, 
he was in charitee, moun never quicken ‘wy 
without veray penitence: and therof fayth Gi 
by the mouth of Ezechiel, If the rightful ~eumis 
retorne again fro his rightwifneffe and do“ wits 
edneffe thal he liven? nay; for all ‘the wi 
workes that he hath wrought fhul never basi rea 
membrance, for he thal dié im his fine, Ag 
upon thilke chapitre fayth Seint Gregorie ‘2h 
that we fhal underftonde this principally, what 
when we don dedly finne it is for nought ‘thin te 
remembre or drawe into memori¢ ‘rhe: god 
werkes that we have wrought befor, for aie) 
in the werking of dedly finne ther is no truft 
no good werk that we have don beforn; that’ig, 
to fay, as for to have therby the lif perdogable 
in heven, But natheles the good werkes b 
again and comen again, and helpe and avathe ta, 
have the lif perdirable in heven; whan we'hgt 
contrition ; but fothly the good werkes that ‘ticit 
don while they ben in dedly finne, for as snoelie 
asthey were don in dedly finne, they Fie 
ver quicken ; for certes thing that neverha 
never quicken ; and natheles a} be trfo chins. they: 
availer not to have the lif perdurable, yet evailen 
they to abreggen the peine of hilt, or’ elles to 
get temporal richeffes, or elfes that God wol.the 
rather enlumine or light the herte of the finfat 
man to have repentance; and eke they availen for 
to ufen a man to do good werkes that the fende 
have the lefle power of his fonle. And thus thé 
certeis Lord Jefu Crift ne woll that no good werk 
that men don be lofte, for in fomwhat it thal a« 
vaile. But for as moch- as the good werkes that 
tea don while they ben in good lif ben all amore 
tifed by finne folowing, and eke Gith all the goud 
werkes that men don while they ben in dedly finge 
den utterly ded, as for to have the lif perdurable, 
wel may that man that no goog werk ne doth 
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fing thilke newe Fronthe fong, Pay tout perdu mon 
femps et won labour ; for certes finne bereveth a 
nan both goodneffe of nature and cke the good~ 
hoffe. of grace; for fothly the grace of the Holy 
‘Gok fareth like fire that may not ben idle, for fire 
faileth. anon asit forletteth hiswerking,and right fo 
ace faileth anon asit forletteth his werking. ‘Than 
: ‘the finful man the goodneffe of glorie, that 
only is hight to good men that labouren and wer- 
keh wel. Wel may he be fory than that oweth all 
his lif to God as long ashe hath lived, and alfo as 
Jong a8 hé fhal live, that no goodneffe ne hath to 
palewith his-dette to God, to whom he oweth all 
ds if; for truft wel he fhal yeve accomptes, as 
Sayth Scint Bernard, of all the goodes that han 
hen :yeven jm in this prefent lif, and how he 
liath hem @ifpended, in fo moche that ther thal 
hot perithe an. here of his hed, ne a moment of 
an houre ne fhal not perifhe of his time that he 
he thal yeve therof arckeningy 
“Phe fifthe thing that ought to meve a man to 
tontrition is remembrance of the paflion that our 
Lord Jefu Crift fuflered for our finnes; for, as 
fayth Seint Bernard, While that J live I thai have 
xemembrance of the travailes that our Lord Jefu 
Crift fuffered in preching, his werineffe in travel- 
ing, his temptations whan he fafted, his long wak- 
ges whan lie prayed, his teres whan he wept for 
pitee of good peple, the wo, and the fhame, and 
ie filthe, that men fayden to him, of the foule 
dpitting that met fpitten in his face, of the buf- 
fettes that men yave him, of the foule mouthes 
and of the foule repreves that men faiden to him, 
of the nayles with which he was nailed to the 
groffe, and of all the remenant of his paflion that 
he fuffred for mannes finne, and nothing for his 
gilte, And here ye fhul underftand that in mannes 
fnne is every maner order or ordinance tourned 
Rp fo doun ; for it is foth that God and refon, and 
fenfualitee, and the body of man, ben ordained 
that everich of thife foure thinges fhuld have 
Jordfhip over that other, as thus; God fhuld have 
‘Fordihip over refon, and refon over fenfualitee, 
nd fenfualitee over the body of man. But forh- 
Ty“whan man finneth al this ordre or ordinance is 
turned up fordosn; and therfore than, for as 
gmoche as refon of man ne wol not be fubget ne 
obeifant to God, that is his Lord, by right ther- 
fore lefeth it the lordibip that it fhuid have ever 
fenfualitce, arid eke over the Wody of man: and 
Why? for fenfualitee rebelleth than ayenft refon, 
and by that way lefeth refon the lordhhip over 
fenfualitee and over the body ; for right as refon 
isrebel to God, right fo is fenfualitee rebel to re- 
fon and the body alfo. And certes this difordi- 
nance and this rebellion our Lord Jefu Crift a- 
ought upon his precious body ful dere: and 
herkeneth in whiche wife; for as moche as refon 
jp rebel to God, therfore is man worthy to have 
forwe, and to be ded: this fuffred our Lord Jefu 
rift for man after that he had be betraied of hisdif= 
diple, and diftreined and baunde, fo that his blood 
raft out at evcry nail of his hondes, as faith Seint 
Puguitin. And fcithermere, fer as moche as te- 
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fon of man wol not daunt fenfualitee whan i 
may, therfore is man worthy to have shame ; and 
this fuffred our Lord Jefu Crift for man whan 
they fpitten in his vifage. And Fertherover, for 
as moche as the caitif bedy of man is rebel, both 
to tefon and to fenfualitee, therfore it is worthy’ 
the deth; and this fuffred our Lord Jefu Crift! 
upon the croffe, wheras ther was no part of his 
body free without grete peine and bitter paffion 5 
and all this fuffred our Lord Jefu Crift that never 
forfaited : and thus fayd he; To mochel am T 
peined for thinges f never deferved, and <o 
moche defouled {+ fhendfhip that man is worthy 
to have: and gaerfore may the finful man wel 
fay, as fayth Seint Bernard, Accurfed be the bit~ 
terneffe of my finne, for whiche ther muft be 
fuffercd fo moche bitterneffe : for certes after the 
divers difcardance of our wickednefle was the 
paflion of Jefu Crift ordcined in divers thinges, as 
thus; certes finful mannesfertotedgtraicd of the 

fe of temporel prolpeege, and 
{corned by difceité whan he chefeth flehly G‘4¢s, 
and yet it is turmented by impatience of adver- 
fitee, and befpet by fervagé and fubjection of 
finne, and at the lait it is flain finally. For this 
difcordance of finful man was. Je) Rit firft be- 
traicd, and after that was be bounde that came 
for to unbinde us of finne gad of peine ; than was. 
he befcorned that only {pefid have ben honoured in 
alle thingesand of alle thinges; thun was his vi- 
fage, that ought to be defired to be fcen of alt 
mankind (in which vifage angels defiren to loke) 
vilainfly befpet; than was he fcourged that no- 
thing had trefpaffed ; and, finally, than was he 
crucified and flain: than were accomplithed the 
wordes of Efaie, He was wounded for our mif- 
dedes, and defouled for our felonies. Now fith 
that Jefu Crift toke on himfelf the peinc of all 
our wickednefles, moche ought finful man to wepe 
and to bewaile that for his finnes Goddes fone of 
heven fhuld all this peine endure. 

The fixte thing that fhuld move a man to con- 
trition is the hope of three. thinges; that is to fay, 
foryeveneffe of finne, and the yeft of grace for ta 
do wel, and the glorie af heven, with whiche 










God fhal guerdén, man for his good dedes: and 


for as moche as Jefu Crift yeveth us thife yeftes 
of his largeneffe and of his foveraine bountee, 
therfore is he cleped Fefus \azarenus Rex. Fude= 
orum, Jefus is for to fay Saviour or Salvation, on 
whom men fhul hopen to have foryevenefle of 
finnes, which that is proprely falvdtion of finnes; 
and therfore fayd the angel to Jofeph, Thou fhalt . 
clepe his name Jefus that fhal faven his peple of 
hir finnes. And hereof faith Scint Peter, Ther 
is ton other name under heven, that is yeven to 
any man, by which amian may be faved but only 
Jefus. Nazarenus is as moche for to fey 2s flo« 
rifhing, in which a man thal hope that heat 
yeveth him remiffion of finnes fhal yeve him a> 
grace wel for to do; for in the flour is hope of frS«. 
ins 









in time coming, and in foryeveneffe of finne: 
of grace wel todo. I was gt the dore of 


i herte, fayth Jefus, and clepeth for to enter bs 


shat openeth to me thal have foryevencife of his 

finnes, and I wol enter into him by my grace, and 
. Toupe with him by the good werkes that he thal 

don, which werkes ben the food of God; and he 

fhul foupe with me by the gret joye that I thal 

yeve him. Thus thal man hope that for his werkes 

of penance God fhal yeve him his regne, as he be- 
: vhight him in the Gofpel. 

‘Now thal man underftande in which maner thal 
be his ‘contrition. I fay that it fhal be univerfal 
and total; this is to fay, a man fhal be veray re- 
pentaht for all Kis finnes that hd hath don in delite 
of his thought, for delite\@ perilous: for ther 
ben two maner of confenting?™ that on of hem 
is cleped Confenting of Affe@iitq, whan a man 
is meved to do finne, and than delitcth him Jonge 
for to thinke on that finne, and his refon apper- 
ceiveth it wel that it is finne ayenft the lawe of 
God, and yet his refon refraineth not his foule 
delite or talent though he fee wel apertly that it is 
ayent the reype-ce of God; although his refon 
confent’ lo thatfinne indede, yet fayn fom 

's that fwiche-delite that dwelleth longe is 
ful perilous, al be it never fo lite: and alfo a man 
+ fhuld forrow, namely for all that ever he hath de- 
fired ayenft the lawe of God, with parfite con- 
fenting of sis qefon, for therof is no doute that 
it is dedly fine’ in confenting ; for certes ther is 
no dedly finne but tha’‘it is firft in mannes thought, 
and after that in his d&'te, and fo forth into con- 
fenting and into dede ; wherfore I fay that many 
Men ne repent hem never of fwiche thoughtes 
and delites, ne never fhriven hem of it, but only 
of the dede of gret finnes outward; wherfore I 
fay that {wiche wicked delites ben fubtil begilers 
of hem that fhul be dampned. Moreover, man 
ought to forwen for his wicked wordes as wel as 
for his wicked dedes, for certes repentance of a 
finguler finne, and not repentant of all his other 
finnes, or elles repenting him of all his other finnes 
and not of a fingeler ‘finne, may not availe; for 
certes God Almighty is all good, and therfore 
cither he foryeveth all, or elles right nought ; and 
therfore fayth Seint Auguftin, I wote certainly 
that God is enemy to every finner : and how than? 
he that obferveth on finne thal he have foryeve- 
neffe of the remenant of his other finncs? nay. 
And furtherover, contrition fhuld be wonder 
forweful and anguifhous, and therfore yeveth 
him God plainly his mercie : and therfore whan 
my foule was anguifhous, and forweful within 
me, than had I remembrance of God that my 
praier might come to him. Furtherover, contri- 
. tion mufte be continuel, and that man have fted- 
faft purpofe to thrive him and to amend him of his 
> lif; for fothly while contrition Jafteth man may 
ever hope to have foryeveneffe : and of this com- 
eth hate of finne, that deftroyeth finne bothe in 
himfelf and eke in other folk at his power; for 
Ww) fayth David, They that love God hate 
*wckedneffe ; for to love God is for to love that 
Pi loveth, and hate that he hateth. 
wO"Rke lat thing that men hull underftand in 
“cpm-rition is this, wherof availeth contrition. E 
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fay that contrition fomtimewtelivereth 2 

. finne; of which David faith, Hfay, (quod 

| I purpofed fermely to fhrive mie, and thou ad 
relefedeft my finne. And right fo as contrite 
availeth not without fad purpos of thrift ari 
tisfadtion, right fo litel worth is thrift or fa 
tion withouten contrition. And moreover, 
trition deftroycth the prifon of helle, and roakeel 
weke and feble all the ftrengthes of thé devils, an& 
reftoreth the yeftes of the Holy Goft and of a 
good vertues, and it clenfeth the foule of finne, 
and delivereth it fro the peine of ‘helle, and fro 
the compagnie of the devil, and fra’ the fervage 
of finne, and reftoreth it té all gooites: fpiritnel, 
and to the compagnie and communion of b 
chirche. And furtherover, it maketh ‘him: i" 
whilom was fone of ire to be the fone’of graves 
and all’ thefe thinges ben preved by holy weit: 
and therfore he that wold fet his entent to thie 
thinges he were ful wife; for fothly he ne tall 
have than in all his lif corage to finne, ‘but ¥e 
his herte and body to the fervice of Jefu cee 
and therof do hint homage; for certes our/Lt <a 
Jefu Crift hath fpared us fo henignely in our fez 
lies, that if he had ne pitee on mannes foule a. 
fong might we alle finge. - 
Explicit prima pars penitentie, et incipit pars fee 

‘The fecond part of penitence is cdnfeffion; 
that is figne of contrition. Now fhul ye rie 
ftonde what is confeflion, and whether: it ét 
nedes to be don or non, and which thihge 
convenable to veray confeffion, 
Firft thalt thou underftande2hat™ 

veray fhewing of finnes té the  proeft} 
Sie veray, for he muft confeffe him of all’ the 
conditions that belongen’to his. finne as ferforth 
as he can :-all muft be fayd, ahd nothing excafady 
ne hid, ne forwrapped, and not avaunt him of 
good werkes : alfo it is neceffarie to under 

















whennes that finnes fpringen, and how they ens 


crefen, and which they ben. 


Of fringing of finnes faith Seint Poule in thi. 


wife; that right as by on man finne entred ‘fi 
into this world, and thurgh finne deth, right: 
deth entreth into ale men that finnen : dt 
man was Adam, by whom finne efitred into this 
world whan he brake the commandeshent d i 
and therfore he that firft was fo iniighty that Be 

fhuld have died, became fwiche of that. bain! 


nedes die whether he wold or no; add all his pros 


genie in this that in thilke maner finnén dien, 
Loke that in the eftate of innocefce, whan Adant 


and Eve weren naked in Paradife, aid no ee 


ue hadden fhame of hir nakedtteffe, how that 
ferpent, that was moft wily of all other beftes that 
God had made; fayd to the woman, Why COtis 
manded God you that ye fhuld not ete of every 
tree in Paradife’?-The wonian anfwered, OF the 
fruit, fayd the, of the trees of Paradife we feden 
us, but of the fruit of the tree that is in the mi 


del of Paradife, God forbode us for to eten, ne 


to touche it, left we thuld die. The ferpent fay: 
to the woman, Nay, nay, ye fhul not dien of eth, 
M Oi 
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for foth God wote that what day that ye ete ther- 


of your eyen fhul open, and ye fhyl be as guddes, 
knowing goed and harmc. The woman faw that 
the tree was to feding, and faire to the eyen, 
and delectable to the light; the toke of the fruit of 
the tree and did ete, and yave to hire hufbond, and 
he ete; and anon the eyen of hem both opened = 
and whan they knewe that they were neked, they 
Yawed of a fig-tree leves in maner of breches to 
hide hir membera, Here mow ye feen that 
Gedly finne hath firft fuggeftion of the fende, as 
fheweth here by the adder, and afterward the de- 
: it of the Alefh, as fheweth here by Eve, and after 
that the confenting of refon, as fheweth by Adani: 
for truit wel though fo it were that the fende 
tempted Eve, that is to fay, the flefh, and the flefh 
had delit in the beautee of the fruit defended, yet 
certes til that.efon, that is to fay Adam, confented 
to the eting of the Fruit; yet ftode he in the fate of 
innocence. Of thilke Adam toke we thilke finne 
original; from him fiefhly deftended be we all, 
and engendred of vile and corrupt mater; and 
whan the foule is put in our-bodies, right anon is 
contract original finne, and that that was erft but 
only peine of ‘concupifcence is afterward both 
ine and finne ;,and therfore we ben all yborne 
fones of wrath and of dampnation perdurable, if ne 
were baptifme that we receive, which benimeth 
ws the culpe : but forfoth the peine dwelleth with 
Us as to temptation, which peine hight concupif- 
cence, This concupifcenice, whan it is wrongfully 
Aifpofed or ordeined in man, it maketh him co- 
veit, by coveitife of fleth, fiefhly finne by fight of 
his eyen, as to erthly thinges, and alfo coveitife of 
highheffe by pride of herte. 
- Now, as to fpeke of the fi: ft coveitife, that is, 
concupifence, after the lawe of our membres that 
‘were lawfully ymaked, and by rightful jugement 
of God, I fay, for as moche as a man is not obei- 
fant to God that is his Lord, therfore is his herte 
to him difobeifant thurgh concupifcence, which is 
called nourifhing of finne, and occafion of finne ; 
therfore all the while that a man hath within him 
the peine of coticupifence it is impoffible but he 
be tempted fomtime, and moved in his flefli to 
finne. And this thing may not faile as long as he 
liveth ;. it may wel waxe feble by vertue of bap- 
time, and by the grace of God thurgh penitence, 
‘but fully ne thal it never quenche, that Re ne fhal 
fomtime be meved in himfelfe but'if he were re- 
freined by fikencffe, or malefice of forcerie, or cold 
_drinkes, For lo, what fayth Seint Poule? The 
fichh coveiteth ayenit the {pirit, and the fpirit 
tyenft the feth ;‘ they ben fo contrarie and fo ftri- 
‘wen that a mian may not alway do as he wold. 
‘The Terie Seint Poule, after ‘his gret penance in 
‘water and Solon in water by night and by day 
in gret peril and in grét peine, in lond in grete 
ee and. thruft, fold and clothles, and renee 
ftoned almoft ‘to dethy yet fayd he, Alas! ! caitif 
man, who fhal deliver me fro the prifon of my cai- 
tif body? And Seint Jerom, whan he long time 
had dwelled in defert, wheras he had no compag- 
nie but of wilde beftes, wheras he had no mece 
: a 
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! but herbes, and water to his drinke, ne no bed bat 
the naked erth, wherfore his flefh was black asan 
| Ethiopian for hete, and nie deftroyed for cold, yet 
fayd he that the brenning of lecherie boiled in all 
his body : wherfore I wot wel fikerly that they © 
be deceived that fay they be not tempted in hir 
bodies ; witneffe Seint James, that faid that every 
wight is tempted in his owen confcience ; that is 
to fay, that eche of us hath mater and occafion to 
be tempted of the nourifhing of finne that is in 
his bedy ; and therfore fayth Scint John the Evan- 
gelift, If we fay that we ben without finne we dee 
ceive ourfelf, and trutb¢~not in us, ~ 
Now fhul ye uyg“fRonde in what maner finrie 
wexeth and encrfeth in man, ‘The firit thing is 
that and finne of which I fpake before, 
that is, concupifcence; and after that cometh fug~ 
geftion of the devil, this is to fay, the divels be- 
lous, with which he bloweth in man the fire of 
concupifeence ; and after that a man bethinketh, 


him whether he wol do or no that thing to which 
he is tempted; and than #f a maf hitend and 
weive the firft entifing of his flefh and o fend 


than it is no finne; and if fo be he do not, 2a 
feleth he angn a flame of delit, and than it is good 
to beware and kepe him wel, or elles he wol fall 
anon té confenting of finne, and thau,wol he do 
it if he may have time and place’ Alid of this 
mater fayth Moyfes by the- devil in this maner ; 
The fend fayth, I wol chgce and purfue man by 
wicked fuggeftion, and £ ‘wol hent him by meving 
and ftirring of finne, and 1 wol depart my pris or 
my prey by deliberation, and my Juft fhal be ac- 
complifed in delit ; I wol draw my fwerd in cone 
fenting ; (for certes right as a fwerd departeth a 
thing in two peces, right fo confenting departeth 
God fro man) and than wol I fle him with my 
hond in dede of finne. Thus fayth the fend, for 
certes than is a man al ded in foule; and thus is 
finne accomplifed by temptation, by dclit, and by 
confenting, and than is the finne actuel. 

Forfoth finne is in two mancrs; cither it is ve+ 
nial or dedly finne, Sothly whan a man loveth 
any creature more than Jefu Crift our creatour, 
thin it is dedly finne; and venial finne it is if a 
hae love Jefu Crift leffe than him ought. For- 
foth the dede of this venial finne is ful perilous, 
for it ainenufeth the love that man fhuld have to 
God moie and more; and therfore if a man charge 
himfelf with many fwiche venial finnes, certes but 
if fo be that he fomtime'difcharge him of hem by 
fhrift, they may wel lightly amenufe in him all the 
love that he hath to Jefu Crift. And in this wife 
fkippeth venial finne into dedly finne; for certes 
the more that s man chargeth his foule with ve- 
nial finnes, the mere he is enclined to fall into ded 
ly finne ; and therfore let us not be negligent to 
Gifcharge us of venial finnes ; for the proverbe 
fayth that many {mal maken a gret, And herken 
this enfimple: a gret wawe of the fee cometh 
fomtime with fo gret a violence that it drenche,* 
the thip; and the fame harme do fomtime we 
{mal dropes of water that enteren thurgh a}, 
ctevis in tke thurrok, and in the bottom of the 
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fhip, if men ben fo negligent that th difcharge 
hen not by time; and therfore although ther 
difference betwix thife two caufes of drenching al- 
ates, the thip is dreint, Right fo fareth it fom- 
“ume of dedly finne and of anoious venial finnes, 
whan they multiplie in man fo gretly that thilke 
worldly’ thinges that he loveth, thurgh which he 


finneth venially, is as gret in his herte as the love . 


of God, or more ; and therfore the love of every 
thing that is not befet in God, ne don principally 


for Goddes fake, 


is whan the love of an ing weigheth in the 
hefte of man as mocha ve of God, of 
more. Dedly finne, as fayth je. st Auguftine, is 
whan a man tourneth his herte fros God, whiche 
that is veray foveraine bountee, that may not 
chaunge, and yéveth his herte to thing that may 
chaunge and flitte ; and certes that is every thing 
fave God ofheven : for foth is that if a man yeve 
his love, which that he oweth to God with all his 


herte, ugtoa—«Zature, certes as moche of his love 
as he to the fame creature, fo moche he be- 
mu fro God, and therfore doth he finne 3 for 


hie that is dettour to God ne yeldeth not to God 
all his dette, that is to fayn, all the Jove of his 
herte,, = 

Now fitif mah underftondeth generally which 
is venial finne, than is it convenable to tell Specie 
ally of finnes whiche that many a man peraven- 
ture demeth hem no finnes, and fhriveth him not 
of the fame, and yet natheles they be finnes fothly, 
as thife clerkes writen; this is to fay, at every 
tyme that man eteth and drinketh more than fufe 
ficeth to the faftenance of his body, in certain he 
doth finne ; cke whan he fpeketh more than it 
nedeth, he doth finne; eke whan he herkeneth 
not benignely the complaint of the poure; eke 
whan he is in hele of body,and wol not faft whan 
other folk faft, without caufe refonable; cke whan 
he flepeth more than nedeth, or whan he cometh 
by that enchefon to late to chirche, or to.other 
werkcs of charitee; eke whan he ufeth his wif 
withouten foveraine defire of engendrure, to the 
honour of God, or for the entent to yeld his wif 
his dette of his body; cke whan he wol not vifite 
the fike or the prifoner if he may; cke if he love 
wif or child, or other worldly thing, more than 
refon requireth; cke if he flater or blandife more 
than him oughte for any neceflitee; eke if he ame» 
nufe or withdrawe the almeife of the poure; eke 
if he apparaile his mete more delicioufly than nede 
is, or ete it to haftily by likeroufuefle; eke if he 
talke vanitees in the chirche, or at Goddes fervice, 
vr that he be a taler of idle wordes of folie or 
lanie, for he thal yeld accomptes of it at the day 
of dome; cke whan he behighteth or affureth to 
don thinges that he may not perfourme; eke 
whan that he by lightnedle of foly miffayeth or 
feorngsh his neighbour ; eke whan he hath ony 
i fufpecion of thing ther he ne wete of it no 
fothyaltnefle, Thife thinges, and. mo withouten 
Be e, be finnes, as fayth Seint Auguftine. Now 
aaul ye underilonde that a! be it fu that non erthly 






although that a man love it leffe Hl 
than God, yet it is venial fine ; and dedly finne : 
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- man may efchewe al venial finnes, yet may he ree’ 
. freine him by the brenning love that he hath to 

our Lord Jefe Crift, and by prayer and confef- 
: fion, and other good werkes, fo that it that but He 
tel grieve ; for, as fayth Seint Auguitine, If'a 
man love God in fwiche maner that all that ever 
he doth is in the love of God, or for the love ok 
God veraily, for he brenneth in the love of God, 
' loke how moche that o drope of Water which fal- 
leth into a fourneis ful of fire anoieth or. gteveth 
the brenning of the fire, in like maner anoieth or 
greveth a yenial finne unto that man whiche ia 
ftedfaft and parfite in the love of our Saviour Je= 
fu Crift. Furthermore, men may alle, refreine:artd: 
put away venial finne by receiving worthily’ thir 
precious body of Jefu Crift, by receiving che’ éf: 
holy water, by almes dede, by gencral confeffion of: 
confiteor at maffe, and at prime, and at complin, and: 
by blefling of bithoppes and precites, and by other 
good werkes, 


De Septem Peccatis Mortalibus, 


| Now it is behovely to tellen whiche ben dedly 
; fines, that is to fay, chiefetaines of fines, for as 
moche as all they ren in o Ices, but in divers mae 
ners. Now ben they cleped chicfetaines for ae 
moche as they be chicfe, and of hem fpringen all 
other finnes. “fhe rote of thife finnes than: ig 
pride, the general rote of all harmes, for of this 
rote {pringen certain braunches, as ire, envie, acx 
cide or flouthe, avarife or coveitife, (to common 
underftonding) glotonie, and lecherie; and, echt: 
of thife chief fiunes hath his braunches and his. 
twigges, as hal be declared in hir chapitres file 
lowing, . 
De Superbia. 


And though fo be that no man knoweth utters 
ly the-nombre of the twitges and of the harmes 
that comen of pride, yet wol I thew a partie of 
hem as ye fhul underfiond. ‘Ther is inobedience, 
avaunting, ipocrifie, defpit, arrogance, 
fwelling of hertc, infolence, elation, 
ftrif, contumacie, prefumption, irreverence, perti- 
nacic, vaine glorie, and many other twigges that 
I capnot declare. Inobedicnt is he that difobeyeth 
for defpit to the commandements of God, and. 
to his foveraines, and to his goftly fader; avaun- 

| tour is he that bofteth ef the harme or of the boun- 
‘ tee that he hath don ; ipocrite is ke that bideth to 
j thew him fwiche as he is, and fheweth him to feme. 
iche as he is not ; defpitous is he that hath dif. 
in of bis ncighebour, that is to fayn, of his even 
Crificn, or hath defpit to do that him ought to dos 
; arrogant is he that thidketh that he hath thofe 
| bountees in him that he hath not, or weneth that 
he fhulde,have hem by his deferving, or elles that 
demeth that he be that he is not ; impudent is he 
that for his pride hath no fhame of his fiznes 5 
dwelling of herte is whan man rejoyceth him of 
harme that he hath don; infolent is he that def- 
pifeth in his jugesacat all ochcr fol as in regardo 
of bis value, of his conning, of his ipcking, and of 
Mig 


impudence, 
impatience, 
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his bering ; elation is whan he ne may neither fuf- 
fre to have maiftre ne felawe ; i spatient is he that 
-wol not be taught ne undernome of his vice, and 
‘py ftrif werrieth truth wetingly, and defendeth 
his foly 5 contumax is he that thurgh his indignation 
is ayenft every auctoritee or power of hem that 
en his foveraines; prefumption is whan a man 
andertaketh an emprife that him ought not to do, 
or elfes that he may not do, an this is called fur- 
quidrie; irreverence is whan man doth pot honour 
ther as him ought to do, and waiteth to he reve- 
enced; pertinacie is whan man defendeth his fo- 
ly, and trufleth to moche in his owen wit ; vaine- 
_gloric is for to have. pompe and delit in his tempo- 
rel highneffe, and glorye him in his worldly eftate ; 
jangling is whan man fpeketh to moche before 
folk, and clappeth as 4 mille, and taketh no kepe 
what he fayth. 

‘And yet ther is 2 privee fpice of pride that 
swaiteth firft to be falewed or he wol falew, all 
De he leffe worthy than that other is; and cke he 
avaiteth to fit or to go above him in the way, or 
kiffe the pax, or ben encenfed or gon to offering 
before his neighbour, and fwichefemblable thinges, 

_ ayenft his deutee peraventure, but that he bath 
his herte and his entente in fwiche 2 proude defire 
to be magnified and honoured beforn the peple. 

Now ben ther two maner of prides; that on of 

"hem is within the herte of a man, and that other 
3a without ; of whiche fothly thife forefayd thinges, 
and mo than have fayd, apperteinen to pride 
that is within the herte of man; and ther be other, 
Apices of pride that ben withaden; but nathelefs 
thaton of thife {pices of prideisfigue of that other, 
right as they gay Levefell at the taverne is figne of 
the win that isin the celler. And this is in many 
thinges, as in fpeche and countenance, and out- 
sagious array of clothing; for certes if there had 
ben no fine ju clothing Crift wold not fo fone 
have noted and fpoken of the clothing of thilke 
rich man in the Gofpel; and, as Seint Gregory 
fayth, that precious clothing is cutpable for the 
derth of it,’and for his foitneffe, and for his 
ftrangeneffe and difguifing, and for the fuper- 
Buitee or for the inordinate feantneffe of it, Alas! 
may not a than fee'as in our daies the finneful ! 
cotclewe array of clothing, and namely in to moche 
fuperfluitee, or elles in to difordinate feantneffe, 

‘As to the firft finne, in fiperfiuitec, of clothing, 
whiche that maketh it fo dere, to the harm of the 
peple, not only the cofte of the enbrouding, the | 
difguling, endenting or barring, ounding, paling, : 
winding, or bending, and femblable wait of cloth ; 
in vanitee but ther is alfo the coftlewe furring in | 
hir,gounes, fo muche pounfoning of chefet to | 
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maken holes, fo moche dagging of fheres, with 
the fuperfluitee in length of the forefaide gounes, 
trailing in the dong and in the myre, on hors and 
eke on foot, aswel of man as of woman, that all | 
thilke trailing is veraily (as in effect) wafted, | 
confumed, thredbare, and retten with dong, rather 
thanit is yeven to the poure, to get damage of the | 
forefayd pourc foik, and that in fondry wife; this : 
isto jayn, the more that cloth is waited the more | 
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muft it colt the pour peple for the fcarceneffe ; 
and furtherover, if fo be that they wolden yeve 
fwiche pounfoned and dagged clothing to the 
_poure peple it is not;convenient to were for hir 
eftate, ne fuffifant to bote hir neceffitee, to_kepe 
hem frothe diltemperance of the firmament. Upon 
that other fide, to fpeke of the horrible difordinat 
fcantnefle of clothing, as ben thife cuteed loppes 
or hanfelines, that thurgh hir thortnefle céver 
not the fhamefu! members of man to” wicked 
entente; alas! fom of hem fhewen the boffe and 
of the horrible fwollen memtbefs, that 
‘J 'e of Hernia, m the wrapr 
ping of hir hofe e the buttokkes of hem 
behinde, that faren as it were the hinder part of 
a fhe ape inf the ful of the mone, And more~ 
over, the wretched fwollen members that they 
fhew thurgh difguifing, in departing of hir hofen 
in white and rede, femeth that half bir shameful 
privee membres were flaine : and if fo be that 
they departe hir hofen in othgg colours, as is 
white and blewe, or white on nchece blake 
and rede, and fo forth, than femeth i rin 
ance of colour, that the half part of hir privee 
members ben corrupt by the fire of Seint Anthonic, 
or by canere, or other fwiche mifchance. Of the 
hinder part of hir buttokkgs it igfal horrible for 
to fee, for ccrtes in that partie of hir body, ther 
as they purgen hir ftinking ordure, that foule 
partie fhewe they to the peple proudely in difpite 
of honeftee, whiche honeftee that Jefu Crift and 
his frendes obferved to fhewe in hir lif, Now as 
to the outragious array of women, God wote that 
though the vifages of fome of hem, femen fut chafte 
and dcbonaire, yet notifien they in itir array of 
attire likeroufneffe and pride. 1 fay not that 
honeftee in clothing of man or woman is unco- 
yenable, but certes the fuperfiuitee or -difordinat 
fearcitee of clothing is reprevable. Alfo the finne 
of ornament or of apparaile is in thinges that ap- 
pertcine to riding, as in to many delicat hors that 
ben holden fordelit, that ben fo faire, fatte, and coft~ 
Jewe; andalfoin manyaviciousknave that isfuftain- 
ed becaufe of hem ; in curious herneis, as in fadles, 
cropers, peitrels, and bridles, coveredwith precious 
cloth and rich, barred and plated of goldand filver, 
for which God fayth by Zacharie the prophet, 
T wol confounde the riders of fwiche hors. Thefe 
folke taken litel regard to the riding of Goddes 
fone of heven, and of his harneis, whan he rede 
upon the affe, and had none other harneis but the 
poure clothes of his difciples, ne we rede not-that 
ever he rode on ony other befte. I {peke this for 
the finne of fuperfluitee, and not for honeftee, 
whan reafon it requireth. And morover, certes 
pride is gretly notified in holding of gret meinie, 
whan they ben of litel profire or of right no 
yrofite, and namely whan that meinie is felonous 
and damageous to the peple by hardinelle of high 
lordethip, or by way of office ; for certes Sxjche 
lordes feli than hir Jordethip to the devil of Pile 
whan they fufteine the wickedneffe of hir meinie 
ore! « whan thife folk of low degree, as them~’ 
that holden hoftelries, fufteinen thefte of hit 
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» hoftellers, and that isin many maner of deceites; 
thidke maner of folk ben the flies that folowen 
the bony, or elles the houndes that folowen the 
caraine: fwiche forefayde folk ftranglen fpiritually 
hir lordefhipes; for which thus faith David the 
Prophet, Wicked deth mot come unto thilke 
lordfhipes, and God yeve that they mot defcend 
sinto helle all doun, for in hir houfes is iniquitee 
and “hrewcdneffe, and not God of heven: and 
certes but if they don amendement, right as God 
yave his benifon to Laban by the fervice of Jacob, 
and to Phwyao by the fervice of Jofeph, right fo 
God,wol yeVve his malifor™{wiche lordathipes 
as fufteine the wickedneffe ot hjr fervants, but 
they come to amendement. Price of the table 
appereth eke ful oft, for certes riche men be clep- 
ed to feftes, and, poure folk he put away and 
rebuked; and alfo in exceffe of divers metes and 
drinkes, and namely fwiche maner bake metes 
and difhe metes brenning of wilde fire, and peint- 
ed and caftelled with paper, and femblable waft, 
fo that wiion to thinke; and eke in to gret 
recioy fe or veffell, and curiofitee of minfral- | 
. ich 2 man is flirred more to the dclites of 
eluxurie, if fo be that he fette bis herte the leife ; 
upon oure Lord Jefu Crift, it is a finne; and ' 
certainty the, detites might ben fo gret in this cas : 
that a man might lightly fall by hem into dedly ; 
finne. ‘The fpices that Yourden of pride, fothly | 
whan they fourden of malice imagined, avifed, 
and forccafte, or elles of ufage, ben dedly finnes | 
it is no doute ; and whan they fourden by frecitee ‘ 


Unavited fodenly, and fodenly withdrawn again, 


al be they grevous finnes I geffe that they be not 
dedly. Seen afke wherof that pride , 
fourdeth and fpringeth? I fay that fomtime it | 
fpringeth of the goodes of nature, fomtime of the ; 
goodes of fortune, and fomtime of the goodes of 
grace. Certes the goodes of nature ftonden only 
in the goodes of the body or of the foul; certes the } 
goodes of the body ben hele of body, ftrength, 
deliverneffe, beautee, gentrie, franchife; the 
goodes of nature of the foule ben good wit, fharpe 
underftonding, fabtil cngine, vertue naturel, good 
memorie : goodes of fortune ben riches, high de- 
gree of Jordthipes, and preifinges of the peple; 
goodes of grace ben fcience, power to fullre {pic : 
ritueltravaile, benignitee, vertuous contemplation, | 
withftonding of temptation, and femblabie thin 
of which forefaid goodes certes it is ‘a gret folie | 
2 mantopriden him in onyof hemall. Nowasforto 
fpeke of goudes of nature, God wotthat fomtime we } 
have hem in nature as moche to our damage as to | 
urprofite, As for to fpeke of hele of body, trewely } 
it paffeth ful lightly, and alfo it is ful ofte ene ! 
chefon of fikneffe of the foule, for God wote the 
fieth is a gret enemy to the foule, and therfore 
the more that the body is hole the mere be we in 
perilto falle; eke for to priden him in his ftrength ; 
of bedy it is a grete folic, for certes the fleth 
costiteth ayenft the fpirite, and ever the more 
ftrong that the flefh is the forier may the foule be; 
“aad, over all, this ftrength of body and worldly 
hardineffe caufith ful of to many man peril saga | 
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mifchatce; alfo tohave pride of ‘gentric is. right gret. 
folie, for oft time the gentrie of the body benim- 
eththegentrie ofthe foule: and alfo we ben allofo. 
faderand of o moder, andall we ben of o nature, rote 
ten and corrupt, bothe riche and poure. Forfotho 
maner gentrieis for to preife,that appareilleth man= 
nes corage With vertues and moralitees, and maketh 
him Criftes child, for trufteth wel that over what 
man that fine hath maiftrie he is a veray cherk 
to finne. 

Now ben ther general fignes of gentilnefle, as 
efchewing of vice and ribaudrie, and fervage of 
finne in word, and in werk and contenance, and 
ufing vertue, as courtefie and cleneneffe, and to be 
liberal, that is to fay, large by meafure, for thilke 
that paffeth mefure is folie and finne ; another 
is to remember him of bounree that he of other 
folk hath received; another is to be benigne to, 
his fubgettes; wherfor faith Seneke, Ther ig 
nothing more covenable to a man of high eftate 
than dobonairtee and pitec; and therfore thife 
flies that men clepen Bees, whan they make -hir 
king they chefen on that hath no pricke wherwith 
he may fting. Another is, man to haye a noble 
herte and a diligent, to atteine to high vertuous 
thinges: now, certes a man to priden him in the 
goodes of grace is eke an outrageous folie, for 
thilke yeftes of grace that fhuld have tourned hiny. 
to goodneffe and to medicine tourneth him to 
venime and covfufion, as fayth Seint Gregorie. 
Certes alfo, who fo prideth him in the goodneffe 
of Fortune he is a gret fool, for fomtime'i 





* A gret lord by the morwe that is a cai é and a 


wretch or it be night: and fometimethérichnelfe, 
of a man is caufe of his deth: and fomtime the. 
delites of a man ben caufe of grévous maladie 
thurgh which he dieth, Certes the commenda-. 
tion of the peple is ful falfe and brotel for to truft; 
this day they preife, to-morwe they blame, God, 
wote defire to have commendation of the peple. 
hath caufed deth to many a befy man. 


Remedium Superbie. 


Now fith that fo it is that ye have underftond 
what is pride, and which be the fpices of it, and 
how mennes pride fourdeth and fpringeth, now 
ye fhul wuderftond which is the remedie. ayenfk 
it. Humilitee or mckeneffe is the remedy ayenft 
pride ; that is a verte thurgh which a man hath’ 
veray knowledge of himfelf, and‘holdeth of him. 
felf no deintee ne no pris, ‘as in regard of his 
defertes, confidering ever his freeltee. Now ben 
ther three maner of humilitees, a3 humilitee in 
herte, and another in the mouth, and the thridde 
in werkes. The humilitee in herte is in foure 
maneres ; that on is whan a man holdeth himfelf 
as nought worth before God of heven ; the fecond 
is whan he defpifeth non other man; the thridde 
is whan he ne recketh nat though men holde him 
nought worth; and the fourth is whan he is not 
fory of his humilitation. Alfo the humilitee of 
mouth is in four thinges ; in attemperate fpeche; 
in humilitee of fpeche, and whan he confetfeth 
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with his owen mouth {that he is fwiche as he think~ 
eth that he-is inherte ; another is whan he preif- 
eth the bountee of another man, and nothing 
therof amennfeth. Humilitee eke in werkes is 
im foure maners: the firft is whan he putteth 
other men before him; the fecond is to chefe the 
Toweft place of all ; the thridde is glagly to affent 
to goad confeil; the fourth is to ftond gladly 
to the award of his fovereigne, or of hem that is 
higher in degree ; certain this isa gret werk of 
bumilitec, 


De Invidia, 


After pride wol I fpeke of the foule finne of 
enrvic, which that is, after the word of the philo- 
fopher, forwe of other mennes profperitee 5 and 
‘aiter the word of Seint Auguftine it is forwe of 
other mennes wele, and joy of other mennes 
harme. This foule finne’ is platly ayenft the 
Holy Goft : al be it fo that every finne is ayenft 
the Holy Goft, yet natheles for as moche as 
Wountce apperteineth properly to the Holy Gott, 
znd envie cometh properly of malice, therfore it 
is properly ayenft the bountee of the Holy Goft, 
Now hath malice two fpices, that is to fay, hardi- 
meffe of herte in wicketineffe, or elles the flefh of 
man is fo blind that he confidereth not that he is 
ja inne, or recketh not that he is in finne, which 
is the hardineffe of the divel, ‘That other {pice of 
envie is whan that a man werrieth trouth whan 
he wot that it is trouth, and alfo whan he wer- 
sicth the grace of God that God hath yeve to 
his neighbour; and al] this is by envie; 
«ertes than is envie the werft finne that is, for 
fothly all other finnes be fometime only ayenft on 
fpecial vertue, but certes envie is ayenft al maner 
wertucs and alle goodneffe, for it is fory of all 
bountee of his neighbour : and in this maner it is 
Gvers from all other finnes, for wel unncthe is 
ther any finne that it ne hath fom delit in him~ 
felf fave only envie that ever hath in himfelf 
anguith and forwe. The fpices of envie 
en thefe : ther is firft forwe of other mennes 
goodneffc and of hir profperitee, and profperitee 
ought to be kindly mater of joye; than is envie 
a finne ayenft kinde. ‘The feconde fpice of envie 
is joye of other mennes harme, and that is properly 
like to thedivel, that everrejoyfeth himof mannes 
harme. Of thife two fpecies, cometh backbiting ; 
and this finne of backbiting or detracting hath 
certain fpices, as thus; fom man preifeth his 
neighbour by a wicked entente, for he maketh 
alway a wicked knotte at the lafte ende ; alway he 
maketh a ut at the laft ende, that is digne of more 
Blame than is worth all the preifing : the fecond 
fpice is, that if a man be good, or doth or fayth 
a@ thing geod entente, the backbiter wol turne all 
that goodeffe up fo dour to his fhrewde entente : 
the thridde is to amenufe the bountec of his neigh- 
bour : the fourthe {pice of backbiting is this, that 
if men {peke goodneffe of a man than wol the 
Dackbiter fay, Parfay fwiche a man is yet better 
than he, in difpreifing of him that men preife : 
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the fifth fpice is this, for to confent gladly to her- 

ken the harme that men fpeke of other folk : this 

finne is ful gret, and ay encrefeth after the wicked 

entent of the backbirer : after backbiting comethy 
grutching or murmurance, and fometime it 

fpringeth of impatience ayenft God, and fomtime 

ayenft man: ayenit God it is whan a man 

grutcheth ayenft the peine of belle, or ayentt, 
poverte, or loffe of catel, or ayenft rain or tem 

peft, or elles grutcheth that fhrewes ,have. pro- 
fperitee, or elles that good men have adverfitce = 
and all thife thiages fhuld men fuffre patiently, 
for they comen he rightful jugement and 

ordinance of Gog Somtime cameth grutchiag of 
avarice, as J! ‘grutched ayenft the Magdetcine 

whan fhe anointed the hed of our Lord Jefu Crit 

with hire precious oynement : this maner mur- 
muring is fwiche as whan man grutcheth of 
goodneffe that himfelf doth or that other folk 
don of hir owen catel. Somtime cometh mur- 

mur of pride, as whan Simon the Pharifee 

grutched ayenft the Magdeleine ad fhe ap» 

proched to Jefu Crift and wept at hitSegt for hire 
finnes: and fomtime it fourdeth ofemecy 
whan men difcover a mannes harme that was 
privee, or bereth him on hond thing that is falfe? 
Maormur alfo is oft among fervants, that grutchen 

whan hir foveraines bidden hem deo “efx thinges : 

and for as moche as they dare not openly withfay 
the commaundement of hir foveraines, yet wok 
they fay harme and grutche and murmure prively 

for veray defpit, which wordes they call the. 
divels Pater nofter, though fo be that the dev.I had 
never Pater nofer, but that lewed folk yeven it 
fwiche a name, Somtime j+<coreth“of ire or 

privee hate, that norifhetfi ‘rancour in the hertc, 
as afterward J fhal declare. ‘Than cometh eke 
bitterneffe of herte, thurgh which  bitterneffe 

very good dede of his neighbour femeth to him 

bitter and unfavory. Than cometh difcord, 
that unbindeth all maner of frendfhip: than 

cometh feorning of his neighbour, al do he never 

fo wel: than cometh accufing, as whan a man fe- 

keth occafion to annoyen his neighbour, which 

is like the craft of the ‘divel, that waiteth both 

day and night to accufen us all: than cometh 

malignitee, thurgh which a man annoieth his 
neighbour prively if he may, and if he may npr 

algate his wicked will fhal not let as for to brenne 

his hous pri: el, or enpoifen him, or fle his beftes, 
and femblab.e hiages. 


R medium Invidia. 


Now wol I fpeke of the remedic ayenft this 
foule finne of envic. Firfte is the love of God 
principally, and loving of his neighbour as him- 
felf, for fothly that on ne may not be without 
that other; and truft wel that in the name of thy 
neighbour thou fhalt underftande the name of 
thy brother, for certes all we have on fader Nefh. 
ly and on moder, that is to fay, Adam and Eve, 
and alfo on fader fpirituel, that is to fay, God of. 
heven, Thy neighbour art thon bounde for¢o 
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“love, and will him all goodneffe, and therfore 
fayth God, Love thy neighbour as thyfelf, that is 
, to fap, to falvation both of lif and foule; and 
hroreover, thou fhalt love him in word, and in 
g benigne amonefting and chaftifing, and comfort 


him in his anoyes, and praye for him with all thy © 
“herte; and in dede thou fhalt love him in fwiche i 


~wife that thou fhalt do to him in charitce as thou 
woldeft that it were don to thin owen perfon, and 
“therfore thau ne fhalt do him no damage in wick. 
ed word, ne harme in his body, ne in his catel, 
ne in his foule, by entifing of wicked enfample : 
thou thalt no@defire his wif, aagon of his thihges. 
Underfondé eke that in the nan™ of Neighbour 
is comprehended his enemy; cert&man thal love 
his enemy for the commandement of God, ana 
fothly thy frend thou fhalt love in Goa: T fay 
thin cnemy fhalt thou love for Goddes fake by his 
commandement, for if it were refon that man 
fhulde hate his enemy forfoth God n’olde not reo 
ceive us to his love that ben his enemies, Ayenft 
three maner of wronges that his enemy doth to 
him he thal ¢S'three thinges, zs thus; ayenft hate 
—-@eheer our of herte he thal love him in herte; 
ayenft chiding and wicked wordes he thal pray 
for his enemy ; ayenft the wicked dede of his ene- 
my he fal do him bountee ; for Crift fayth, Love 
your cnei and prayeth for hem that {peke 
you harme, and for hem that chafen and purfuen 
you, and do bountee to hem that haten you Lo, 
thus commandeth us our Lord Jefu Crift to do to 
soerenemies. Forfoth nature driveth us to love 
our freitdes, and parfay our enemies have more 
mede of than our frendes, and they that more 
nede have cs qm thal men do goodneffe ; 
and certes in thilke ded@“have we remembrance 
of the love of Jefu Crift that died for his ene- 
mies; and in as moche as thilke love is more 
grevous to performe,'fo moche is more gret the 
merite, and therfore the loving of our enemy 
hath confounded thé venime of the divel ; for 
right as the divel is confounded by humilitee, 
right fo is he wounded to the deth by love of our 
enemy; certes than is love the medicine that 
cafteth out the venime of envie fro mannes herte. 





De Ira. ‘ 

After envy wol I declare of the finne of ire, 
for fothly who fo hath envy upon his neighbour 
anon communly wol finde him mater of wrath in 
word or in dede ayenft him to whom he hath en- 
vic, And as wel cometh ire of pride as of envie, 
for fothly he that is proude or envious is lightly 
wroth. 

‘This finne of ire, after the diferiving of Seint 
Auguttin, is wicked will to be avenged by word 
or by dede; ire, after the philofophre, is the fer- 
vent blode of man yquicked in his herte, thurgh 
which heawold harme to him that he hateth ; for 
certes the herte of man by enchaufing and meving 
of his blood waxcth fo troubled that it is out of 

wl mancr jugement of refon, But ye fhul under- 
derflonde that ire is in two mcancrs, that on of 


387 
hem is good, and that other is wicked. The 
‘ ire is by jaloufie of goodneffe, thurgh the which 
1_man is wroth with wickednefle, and again wick. 
! edneffe, and therfore faith the wife man that ire 
{ is better than play. This ire is with debonairtee, 
and it is wrothe without bitterneffe; not wrothe 
ayenft the man, but wrothe with the mifdede of 
! the man; as faith the prophet David, Avufcimini, 
| ef nolite pecc:re. Now underftond that wicked ire 
is in two maners, that is to fay, foden ire or hafty 
ire, without avifement and confenting of refon; 
; the meaning and the fenfe of this is, that the re~ 
fonof amanne confentcth nottethat foden ire, and 
than it is venial. Another ire is that is ful wicke 
| ed, that cometh of felonie of herte, avifed and 
cait before, with wicked will to do vengeance, 
and therto his refon confenteth ; and fothly this 
is dedly finne. This ire is fo difplefant to Godt 
that it troubleth his hous, and chafeth the Holy 
Goft out of mannes foule, and wafteth and de- 
firoyeth the likenefle of God, that is to fay, the 
vertue that is in mannes foule, and putteth in him 
the liken ffe of the devil, and benimeth the man 
fro God that is his rightful Lord. This ire ina 
ful gret plefance to the devil, for it is the devils 
fornejs that he enchaufeth with the fire of helle ; 
for certes right fo as fire is more mighty to de+ 
ftroie erthly thinges than any other element, right 
fo ire is mighty to delcroic all fpirituel thingess” 
Loke how that fire of {mal gledes, that ben almoft | 
ded under athen, wol quicken ayen whan they 
ben touched with brimftone ; right fo ire wok 
evermore quicken ayen whan it is touched with 
pride that is covered in mannes herte; for certes 
fire 22 may not come out of nothing, but if jt 
were firit in the fame thing naturelly, as fire ig 
drawn out of flintes with ftele; and right fo as 
pride is many times mater of ire, right fo is ran« 
cour norice and keper of ire, Ther is a maner 
tree, as fayth Seint Hidore, that whan men make 
a fire of the faide tree, and cover the coles of it 
with abhen, fothly the fire therof wol laft all a’ 
yere or more: and right fo fareth it of rancour 
whan it is ones conceived in the herte of fom 
men; cel it wol laften_ peraventure from on, 
Eafterne & until another Eafterne day, or more ; 
but certes the fame man is ful fer from the mer- 
cie of God all thilke while. 

In this forefaid devils forneis ther forgen three, 
fhrewes, Pride, that ay bloweth and enctefeth the 
fire by chiding and wicke¢-wordes ; than ftondeth 
Envie, and holdeth the hot yren upon the herte 
of man with a pair of longe tonges of longer 
rancour ; and than ftondeth the finne .of contu» 
melie, or ftrif and chefte, and battereth and forg- 
eth by vilains reprevinges. Certes this curfed finne 
annoycth both to the man himfelf and eke his 
neighbour, for fothly almoft all the harme or da- 
mage that ony man doth to his neighbour cometh 
of wrath, for certes outrageous wrathe doth all 
that ever the foule fende willeth ur commandeth 
him; for he ne fpareth neyther for our Lord Je- 
fu Crit ne his fwete moder; and in his outrage- 
ous anger and ire, ! alas! ful many on at that_ 
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time feleth in his herte ful 
and alfo.of all hig ybalwes. Te not this a curfed 
vice? yes, cefigs. Alas! it benimmeth fro man 
his witte ‘arid his refon, aad all his debonaire lif 
fpirituel, that fhuld kepe his foule : certes it be~ 
nitomaeth alfé Goddes due lordthip (and that is 
maunes foule) and the love of his neighbours; 
“ke feriveth alfo all dey ayenft trouth; it reveth 
him the quict of his herte, and fubverteth his 
fonle. 

Of ire comen thife ftinking engendrures; firft 
hate, that is olde wrath; difcord, thurgh which 
a man forfaketh his olde frend that he hath loved 
ful long; and than cometh werre, and every ma- 
ner of wrong that a maa doth to his neighbour in 
body or it catel. Of this curfed finne of ire 
cometh eke manflaughter. And underftondeth 
wel that homicide (that is manflaughter) is in di- 
vers wife. Som maner of homicide is fpiritucl, 
and fom is bodily. Spirituel. manflanghtcr is in 
fix thinges. Firft, by hate, as fayth Seint John, 
¥e that hateth his brother is an homicide. Ho- 
micide is alfo by backbiting, of which backbi-+ 
toars fayth Salomon, that they have two fwerdes 
with which they flay hir neighbours; for fothly 
as wicked it is to benime of him his good name 
as his lif. Homicide is alfo in yeving of wicked 
»conteil by fraude, as for to yeve confeil to areife 
“wrongful cuftomes and talages, of which fayth 
Salomon, A lion roring, anda bare hungric, ben 
Yike to cruel Jordes in withholding or a bregging 
of the hire or of the wages of fervantes, or clles 
jn ufurie, or in withdrawing of the almeffe of 

oure folk ; for which the wife man fayth, Fedeth 
Fin that almoft dicth for honger, for fothly but 
if thou fede him thou ficeft him: and all thife 
ben dedly finnes. Bodily manflaughter is whan 
thou fleeft him with thy tonge in other maner, as 
whan thou commandeft to fle a man, or elles 
yeveft confeil to fle’a man. Manflaughter in dede 
jsinfeure meners. That on is by lawe, right as 
a juftice dampneth him that is culpable to the 
deth; but let the juftice beware that he do it 
rightfully, and that he do it not for delit to {pill 
“blood, but for keping of rightwifen@j. Another 
homicide is don for neceffitee, as Whan a man 
fleeth another in his defence, and that he ne may 
non other wife efcapen fro his owen deth; but 
certain and he may efcape withonten flaughter of 
his adverfarie he doth finne, and he fhal bere pe- 
nance as fur dcdly finne, Alfo if a man by cas 
or aventure fhete an arowe or caft a ftene with 
which he fleeth a man, he is an homicide. And 
#f a woman by negligence overlycth hire child 
in hire flepe, it is homicide and dedly finne. AL 
fo whan a man difturbleth conception of a childe, 
and maketh a woman harein by drinkes of 
venimous herbes thurgh which fhe may not con- 
ceive, or fleeth hire child by drinkcs, or elles put- 
téth certain material thing in hire fecret place to 
flee hire child, or elles doth unkinde finne, by 
which man or woman fhedcth his nature in place 
ther asa childe may not be conceived ; or elles if 
‘a woman hath conceived and hurteth hirefelf, 


ickedly both of Crift 
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and by that mifhappe the childe is flaine, yet is 

homicide. What. fay we eke of womey. tha; 

smurderen hir children for drede of worldly, amg?’ 
certes it isan horrible homicide. Eke if a mani 
approche to a woman by defir of lecherie thurgh 
which the childe is perifhed, or elles {mitten a 
woman wetingly, thurgh which the lefeth hire 
child, all thife ben homicides, and horrible deg"y_ 
finnes. Yet comen ther ire many mo fifines, as. 
wel in worde as in thought and in dede; as hé 
that arretteth upon God, or blameth @od of the 
thing of which he is him(elf gilty, orgtefpifeth God 
and all his haly,as don thife caffed hafardours 
in divers conffces. This curfed finne don they 
whan they felen in hir herte ful wickedly of God 
and of his halwes: alfo whan they treten unre- 
verently the facrament of the auter, thilke finne 
is fo gret that unneth it may be relefed, but that 
the mercy of God paffeth all his werkes, it is fo 
gret, and he fo benigne. ‘Than cometh alfo of ire 
attry anger, whan a man is fharpely amonefted in 
his fhrift to leve his finne ; than wel he be angry, 
and anfwere hokerly and angerly, to dgfend_ar 
excufen his finnc by unftedfaftneffe of his reir 
or elles he did it for to hold compagnie with pis 
felawes ; or elles he fayeth the fend enticed him; 
or cllcs he did it for his youthe ; gr elles his com- 
plexion is fo corageous that he may not forbere ; 
or celles it is his deftinte, he fayth, unto a certain 
age ; or elles he {ayth it cometh him of gentilneffe 
of bis aunceftres, and femblable thinges. Allshile 
maner of folke fo wrappen hem in hie “hnne: 

that they ne wol not deliver hemfelf, for fothl: 

no wight that excufeth him@Jf wifuly of his 
finne may not be deliveseof hid inne tii that he 
mcekely beknoweth his finne. After this than 
cometh fwering, that is expreffe ayenft the com- 
mandement of God; and that befalleth often of 
anger and of ire: God fayth, Thou thalt not 
take the name of thy Lord God in idel; alfo our 
Lord Jefu Crift fayth by the word of Seint Ma- 
thew, Ne fhal ye not fwere in all manere, ney- 
ther by heven, for it is Goddes trone, ne by’ 
esthe, for it is the benche of his feet, ne by Je- 
rufalem, for it is the citee of a gret king, ne by 
thin hed, for thou ne mayft not make an here 
white ne black; but ‘he fayth, Be your word ye, 
ye, nay, nay ; and what that is more it is of evil, 
Thus fayth Crift, for Criftes fake fwere not fo 
finnefully, in difmembring of Crift, by foule, 
herte, bones, and body ; for certes it femeth that 
ye thinken that the curfed Jewes difmembred him 
not ynough, but ye difimembre him more. And 
if fo be that the lawe compell you to fwere, than 
reuleth you after the lawe of God in your fwer 
ing, asfayth Jeremie, Thou halt kepe three con- 
ditions ; thou ‘fhalt fwere in trouth, in dome, and 
in rightwifenelle ; this is to fay, thou fhalt fwere 
foth, for every lefing is ayenft Crift, for Crift is 
veray trouth: and thinke wel this, that every 
gret fwerer, not compelled lawfully to fwere, the 
plage thal not depart fro his hous while he ufeth, 
unleful fwering, Thou halt fwere alfo in dom& 
whan thou art conftreined by the domefmian t¢ 
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n@fe atrouth. Alfo thou fhalt not fwere for 





for, rightwifeneffe, and for declaring of trouthe 
to,the honour and worthip of God, and to the 
‘aiding and helping of thin even Criften: and 
therfore every man that taketh Goddes name in 
idel,-or fallely fwercth with his mouth, or elles 
-faketh on him the name of Criit, to be called a 


Criften mat, and liveth agent Criftes living and | 


his teching, all they take Goddes name in idel. 
Loke alfo whe fayth Seint Retgr, - duuw iv. Now 
eh alivd nomen Jub cele, S'c.; ser is non other 
ame. ({ayth Seint Peter) under Meven yeven to 
men in which they may be faved, that is to fay, 
but the name of Jefu Crift. Take kepe eke 
how precious is the-name of Jefu Crift, as fayth 
Seint Poule ad Philipenfis ii. in nomine Fufu, We ; 
thar in the name of Jelu every knee of hevenly 
creature, or erthly, or of helle, fhuld bowen; 
fer it is fo high and worfhipfe) that the curfed 
fend in hellc thuld tremble for to here it named. 
“Mhangemeth it that men that fwere fo horribly 
“Bythes bicfied name, that they defpife it more 
heldely than did the curfed Jewes, or clles the 
divel, that trembleth whan he hereth his name. 
Now cesses fith that fwering (but if it be law- 
fully don) is 10 highly defended, moche worfe is 
for to fwere falfely and cke nedeles, 
What fay we eke of hem that deliten hem in 


Sgering, and hold it a gentcrie or manly dede to 
“iti get othes ? and what of hem that of veray 


alagene ogfenotto fwere gret othes, al be the caule 
not worth Nera; es this is horrible finne : 
{wering fodenly withoteavilement is alfo a gret 


finne. But let us go now to that horrible fwe- 
ring of adjuration and conjuration, as don thife 
fale enchantours end nigromancers in bafins 
ful of water, or in a bright fwerde, ina cercle, 
or ina fire, or ina fholder bone of a fhepe: I 
cannot fayn but that they do curfedly and dam- 
nably ayenft Crit, and all the faith of holy 
chirche, 

What fay we of hem that beleven on divinales, 
asby Aight or by noife of bridces or of beftes, or 
by forte of geomancie, by dremes, by chirking 
of dorcs, or cracking of houte 
rattes, and {wiche maner wretchcdnefie ? Certes 
all thife thingcs ben defended by God and holy 
chirche, for which theyben accurted, till they come 
to amendement, that on fiviche filth fet hir bes 
leve. Charmes for woundes, or for’ maladies of 
men or of bettes, if they teke any effe it may be 
petaventure that God fuffreth it for folk fhuld 
yeve the more feith and reverence to his name. 

Now wol I fpeke of lefinges, which generally is 
falfe fignifiance of word, in entent to deccive his 
even Criften, Some lefing is of which ther com- 
eth non avantage to no wight; and fom Jefing 
turneth t0 the profite and cfe of a man, and to 
the dammage of another man; another lefing is 








for to faven his lif or his catel; another lefing ; 


‘cometh of delit for to le. in which delit they wal 


by growing of | 
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. Iefing cometh for he wol fultein his words and 


ie neyther for favour ne for mede, but only : 





fom Iefing cometh of recchelefnelle withouten, 
avifement, and femblable thinges. 

Let us now touche the vice of flateric, which ne 
cometh not gladly, but for drede or for covetife. 
Flateric is generally wrongful, preiling : flatercrs 
ben the devils nourices, that nourith ius children 
with milke of Jofenzerie. Forfath Salomon fayth 
that flaterie is werfe than detradtion, for fomtime 
detra@ion maketh an hautcin man be the more 
humble, for he dreduth detraction, but certes fla 
terie maketh a man to enhaunce his herte and his 
contenance, Flatercrs ben the devils enchauititours, 
for they maken a man to wenen himfelf be Tike 
that he is not like : they be Jike to Judas that be- 
trayed God; and thife flutcrers betrayen man to 
felle him to his enemy, that is the devil. Flate= 
rere ben the devils chappelcines, that ever fingers 
Placebo. V reken Aateric in the'vices of ire, For oft 
time ifa man be wroth with another, than wol he 
flater fom wight to fufteine him in his quar- 
rel. 

Speke we now of fwiche curfing as cometh of 
jrousherte, Matifon gencrally may be faid every’ 
maner power of harme ; fwiche curfing bereveth 
man the regne of God, as fayth Seint Poule; and 
oft time fwiche curfing wrongfully retorneth again* 
to Lim that eurfeth, as a bird retorneth again to 
his owen neftz and over all thing men ought 
efchew to curfe hir children, and to yeve to the 
devil hir engendrure, as fer forth as in hem is. 
certes it is a grete peril anda grete finne, s 

Let us than fpcke ef chiding and repreying, 
which ben ful grete woundes in mannes hette, for 
they unfow the feames of frendthip in mannes 
herte ; for certes unnethe may a man be phinely 
accorded with him thst he hath ‘openly reviled, : 
répreved, and difclaundred ; this is a full griflly 
fine, as Crift fayth in the gofpel. And take ye 
kepe now that he that repreveth his neighbour 
either he repreveth him by fom harme of peine 
that he hath upon his bodie, as mefel, croked hare 
lot, cr by fom finne that he doth: now if he res, 
preve him by harmé of peinc, than turneth the re- 
Preve to Jefu Cvik for peine is fent by the right~ 
wife onde of God, and by uffrance, be it me- 
felrie, or maine, or maladie ; and if he repreve 
him uncharitably of finne, as thou holour, thou 
dronkelewe harlot, and fo forth, than appertein= 
cth that to the rejoicing of the devil, which ever 
hath joye that men don finne. And certes chiding 
niay not come but out of a vilains herte,-for after 
the haboundance of the herte fpeketh the mouth 
faloft. And ye fhul underftond that loke by any 
way whan ony chaftifeth another that he be- 


















| ware fro chiding or repreving, for trewely but he 


beware he may ful lightly quicken the fire of an- 
ger and of wrath, which he fhuld quench, and pe 
xventare Meth him that he might chaitife with 
benignitce ; for, as fayth Salomon, The amiable 
tonge is the tree of lif, that is to fay, of lif {piri 
Gate 6-chias ds Pantitig te ae es es) 
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is nothing fo like the devils child as he which oft 
chidcth ; a fervant of God behoveth not to chide; 
and though that chiding be a vilains thing betwix 
alt maner folk, yet it is certes moft uncovenable 
betwene'a man and his wif, for ther is never reit; 
and therfore fayth Salomon, An hous that is unco= 
vered inrayn and dropping and a chiding wif ben 
Jike; 9 man waich is in a dropping hous in many 
places though he efchew the dropping in 0 place, 
it droppeth on him in another place; fo fareth it 
by a chiding wif, if the chide him not in 0 place 
fhe wol chide him in another; and therfore better 
Js a morfel of bred with joye than an hous filled 
ful of delices with chiding, fayth Salomon : and 
Seint Poule fayth, O ye women! beth ye fubgettes 
to your hufbonds as you behoveth in God; and 
ye men loveth your wives: 

Afterward fpcke we of fcorning, which is 2 
wicked finne, and namely whan he fcorneth a 
man for his good werkes, for certes fwiche fcor- 
ners faren like the foule tode, that may not en- 
dure to {mell the fwete favour of the vine whan 
jt flourifheth : thife {corners ben parting felaws 
with the devil, for they have joye whan the devil 
winneth, and forwe if he lefeth they ben adver- 
faries to Jefu Crift, for they hate that he foveth, 
that is to fay, falvation of foule. 

Speke we now of wicked confeil, for he that 
wicked confeil yeveth is a traitour, for he deceiv- 
eth him that trufteth in him ; but nathelcfs yet is 
wicked confcil firft ayenft himfelf; for, as fayth 
the wife man, Every falfe living hath this proper- 
tee in himfelf, that he thatwol annoy another man, 
he annoyeth firft himiclf, Avd men fhul under- 
ond that man fhal not take his confeil of falfe 

folk, ne of angry folk, or grevous folk, ne of folk 
that loven Specially hir owen profit, ne of to 
moche worldly folk, namely in confeiling of 
mannes foule, 

Now cometh the finne of hem that maken dif 
eord among folk, which is a finne that Crift ha- 
teth utterly ; and no wonder is, for he died for 
to make concord; and more .fhame don they to 
Crift than did they that him crucified; for God 
Toveth better that friendfhip be amonges folk than 
he did his owen body, which that he yave for 
anitce; therfore ben thcy likened to the devil, 
that ever is about to make difcord. 

Now cometh the finne of double tonge, fwiche 
as fpeke faire before folk and wickedly behind, or 
elles they make femblaunt as though they fpake 
of good entention, or elles in game and play, and 
yet they fpeken of wicked entente. 

Now cometh bewreying of confeil, thurgh which 

2 man is defamed ; certes unnethe may he reitore 
the daniage : now cometh manace, that isan open 
folie, for he that oft manaceth he threteth more 
than he inay performe ful oft time : now comen 
jdel wordes that be without profite of him that 
fpeketh the wordes, and cke of him that herken- 
eth the wordes, or elles idel wordes ben tho that 
@en nedeles, or withouten entente of naturel pro- 
fit s and al be it that ide wordes be fomtime veni- 
al finne, yet fhuld men doute hem, for we fhul yeve 
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wrekening of hem before God. Now cometh(jange 
ling, that may not come withouten fiane; and, a: 
fayth Salomon, It is a figne of apert folie ; and 
therfore a philofophre fayd, whan a man axed hint 
how that he fhuld plefe the peple, he anfwered,’ 
Do many good werkes, and fpeke few jangelinges. 
After this cometh the finne of japeres, that ben 
the devils apes, for they make folk to Jaugh at hir- 
japerie, as folk don at the gandes. of an ape} 
fwiche japes defendeth Seint Poule. Joke how 
that vertuous es and holy ¢ofmforten hem 
that travaillen igfthe fervice of Crit, right f com- 
forten the vilaitis words and the knakkes of jaw 
peres hem that travaillen in the fervice of the de~ 
vil. ‘Thife ben the finnes of the tonge, that comen 
of ire, and other finnes many mo. 


Remedium Ira. 


The remedie ayentt ire is a vertue that cleped is 
Manfuetnde, that is debonairtee, and eke ano- 
ther vertue that men clepen Patience orate 
raumce. % 

Debonairtee withdraweth and refreineth the 
ftirrings and mevings of mannes cor in his 
lutte in fwich maner that they ne Papeot out by 
anger ne ire; fufferance fuffereth fwetely all the 
annoyance and the wrong that is don to man 
outward Svint Jerome fayth this of debonair- 
tee, that it doth no harme to no wight ne fey 
ne for no harme that men do nie fay he ne‘chafeth 
not ayenft refon. This vertue fomtip? comethe 
of nature ; for, as fayth the -hitetanh'e, A man is 
a quick thing, by natufé”debonaire, and tretable 
to goodneffe ; but whan debonairtce is enformed 
of giace, than it isthe more worth. 

Patience is another remedy ayenft ire, and is a 
vertue that fuffereth fwetely every mannes good~ 
neffe, and is not wroth for non harme that is don 
tohim, The philofophre fayth that patience is 
the vertue that fuffreth debonairly al the outrage 
of adverfitee and every wicked word, This vertue 
maketh a man like to God, and maketh him 
Goddes owen childe, as fayth Crift : this vertue 
difcomfiteth thin enemies ; and therfore fayth the 
wife man, {f thou wolt vanquifh thin enemie fee 
thon be patient. And thou fhakt underftond that 
a mao fuffercth foure maner of grevances in out- 
ward thinges, ayenft the which foure he muft have 
foure maner of patiences. 

The firft grevance is of wicked wordes; thilke 
grevance fuffred Jefu Crift, without grutching, 
ful patiently, whan the Jewes defpifed him snd 
repreved him ful oft: fuffer thou therfore pa- 
tiently, for the wife man faith, If thou ftrive with 
a foole, though the foole be wroth, or though he 
laugh, algate thou fhalt have no refte. That 
other grevance outward is to have domage of thy 
catel; therayenft fuffred Crift ful patiently whan 
he was defpoiled of al that he had in this lif, and 
that n’as but his clothes. The thridde grevance is, 
a man to have harme in his body; that fufired 
Crift ful patiently in all his paffion, The fourthe 
grevance is in outrageous labour in werkes ; where 
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Fore Afay that folk that make hir fervants to tra-- 
‘naileto grevoufly, or out of time, as in holy dayes, 
fothly they do gret finne: hereayenft faffered 
Csift ful patiently, and taught us patience, whan 
he bare upon his bieffed fholders the crofle upon 
Which he thuld fuffer defpitous deth. Here may 
men ‘lerne to be patient; for certes not only Criften 
men be patient for love of Jefu Crift, and for 
guerdon of the blisful Jif that is perdurable, but 
certes the old Paycnes, that never were chrif- 
tened, commNgdcden and wleden the vertue of 
patiente, i 

A philofophre upon a time that! wold have be- 
ten his difciple for his gret trefpas, for which he 
was gretly meved, and brought a yerde to bete the 
childe, and whan this child fawe the yerde he fayd 
to his maifter, What thinke ye to do? I wol bete 
thee, fayd the maifter, for thy correction. For- 


foth, fayd the childe, ye ought firft corredt yours j 


felf, that have loft all your patience for the offence 
of a child. Forfooth, fayd the maifter, all weping, 
. wyeft foth; have thou the yerde, my dere 


foneT and corre& me for min impatience. Of ! 


pstienge cometh obedience, thurgh which a man 
is obedicgt-to Crift, and to all hem to which he 
ought to oebedient in Crift, And underftand 
wel that obedience is parfite whan that a man doth 
gladly and hattily, with good herte entirely, all 
that he fhuld do, Obedience 


Yaines, \o which him ought to be obeifaut in all 
cightwilersffe, 


De Aéidia, 


After the finne of wrath now wol I fpcke of the 
finne of accidie or flouth; for envie blindeth the 
herte of a man, and ire troubleth a man, and ac» 
cidie maketh him hevy, thoughtful, and wrawe. 
Envie and ire maken bitterneffe in herte, which 
bitterneffe is mother of accidie, and benimeth him 
the love of alle goodneffe; than is accidie the an- 
guith of a trouble hertc: and Seint Augutftine 


fayth, tt is annoye of goodneffe and annoye of | 


harme. Certes this is a damnable finne, for it 
doth wrong to Jefu Crift, in as moche as it beni- 


meth the fervice that men fhulde do to Crift with | 
alle diligence, as fayth Salomon; but accidie doth | 


non fwiche diligence : he doth all thing with an- 
noye, and with wrawneffe, flackneffe, and excufa~ 


tion, with idelneffe and unluft; for which the ‘ 


hook fayth, Accurfed be he that doth the Service 
of God negligently. ‘Than is accidie enemy to 
every eftate of man; for certes the eftate of man 
is in three maners: either it is the eftate of inno- 
cencq, as was the eftatc of Adam before that he fell 
into finne, in which eftate he was holden to werk, 
as in herving arid adoring of God, Another eftate 
is the eftate of finful men, in which eftate men 
ben cholden to labour in praying to God for 
~mendement of hir finnes, and that he wold 
grauat hem to rife out of hir finnes. Another eftate 
is the eftate of grace, in which effate he is holden 
ty werkes of penitence; and certes to all thife 





generally, is to per- 
feraxehaftily the doétrine of God and of his fovee : 
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thinges is accidie enemie and contrary, for he 
loveth no befineffe at all. Now certes this foule 
finne of accidie is cke a ful gret enemie to the lives 

| lode of the body, for it ne hath no purveaunce 
ayenft temporel neceffitce, for it forfleutheth, for- 
fluggeth, and. deftroieth ali goodes temporel by 
recchelefneffe, 

‘The fourth thing is that accidie is like hem that 
ben in the peine of helle becaufe of hir fouthe and 
of hir hevineffe; for they that be damned ben fo 
bound that they may neyther do. wél ne thint 
wel. Of accidie cometh firft that a ttian is anmoj- 
ed and accombred to do any goodneffe, arid that 
maketh that God hath abhomination of fwiche a= 
cidie, as fayth Seint John. 

Now cometh flouthe, that wol not fuffre no 
hardneffe ne no penance ; for fothly flouthe is fe 
tendre and fo delicat, as fayth Salomon, that be 

j Wol fuffre non hardneffe ne penance, and therfore 
| he fhendeth all that he doth. Ayenft' this roten 
| finne of accidie and flouthe fhuld men cxercifs 
} hemfelf, and ufe hemfelf to do good werkes, and 
manly and vertuoufly cachen corage wel to do, 
| thinking that our Lord Jefu Crift quiteth every 
! good deed, be it never fo lite. Ufage of labour is 
1a gret thing, for it maketh, as fayth Seint Ber- 
! nard, the labourer to have ftrong armes and hard 
finewes, aud flouthe maketh hem feble and tendre. 
' Than cometh drede for to beginne te werke any 
good werkes; for certes he that enclineth to fine, 
| him thinketh it is to gret an emprife for tounder- 
take the werkes of goodneffe, and cafteth in his 
herte that the circumftances of goodnefle ben fo - 
grevous and fo chargeant for to iattie that lie dane 
not undertake to do werkes of goodneffe, as fayth 
Seint Gregorie. 

Now, cometh wanhope, that is defpeir of the’ 
mercy of God, that cometh fomtime of to moche 
outrageous forwe, and fomtime of to moche 
drede, imagining that he hath do fo moche finne 
; that it wolde not availe him though he wolde re- 
pent him and forfake finne, thurgh which defpeire 
or drede he abandoneth all his herte to every tae 
ner finne, as fayth Seint Auguftine; which damp- 
nable finne, if it continue unto his end, it is cleped 
the finne of the Holy Goft. This horrible finneis 
fo perilous that he that is defpeired ther n’is no. 
felonic, ne no finne that he douteth for to do, a8 
thewed wel by Judas, Certes aboven all finnes. 
than is this finne moft difplefant and. moft ad~ 
verfarie to Crift. Sothly he that defpeireth him 
is like to the coward champion recreant that 
flieth withouten nede. Alas! alas! nedeles’ is 
he fecreant and nedeles defpeired. Certes the 
mercy of God is ever redy to the penitent per- 
fon, and is above all his werkes. Alas! can- 
not a man bethinke him on the Gofpel of Seint 
Luke, chap. xv.; wheras Crift fayth, that as wel 
thal ther be joye in heven, upon a finful man,that 
doth penitence, as upon ninety-and-nine rightful 
men that neden no penitence? Loke further in 
the fame gofpel the joye and the fefte of the good 
man that had loft his fone, whan his fone was re~ 
| tourned with repentance to his fader. * Can they 


tiga 
not remembre hem alfo (as fayth Seint Luke, ch. 


xxiii.) how that the thefe that was honged befide 


Jefu Crift fayd, Lord, remembre on me whan 
thou comeft in thy regne? Forfoth, faid Crift, I 
fay to thee to-day fhalt thou be with me in Para- 
dis. Certes ther is non fo horrible finne of man 
that ne may in his lif be deftroyed by penitence 
thurgh vertue of the paflion 2nd of the deth of 
Crift. Alas! what redeth man than to be def 
peired, fith that his mercy is fo redy and large? 
‘Axe and have. Than cometh fompnolence, that 
is, fluggy flumbring, which maketh a man hevy 
and dull in body and in foule, and this finne co- 
meth of flouthe ; and certes the time that by way 
of refon man fhuld not flepe.is by the morwe, but 
if ther were caufe refonable ; for fothly in the 
morwe tide is moi covenable to a mun to fay 
his prayers, and for to think on God, and to ho- 
nour God, and to yeve almeffe to the poure that 
comen firft in the name of Jef Crift. Lo, what 
-fayth Salomon? Who To wol by the morwe awake 
to fcke me he thal find me. ‘Than cometh negli- 
gence or recchelefneffe, that recketh of nothing 5 
and though that ignorance be mother of all harmes 
certes negligence is the norice : negligence ne 
doth no force whan he fhal do a thing whether 
he do it we) or badly. 

‘The remedie of thife two finnes is, as fayth the 
wife man, that he that dredeth God fpareth not 
to do that him onght to do; and he that loveth 
God he wol do diligence to plefe God by his 
werkes, and abariton himfelf with all his might 
wel for to do: ‘Than cometh idelneffe, that is the 
yate of allharmes. An idel man is like to a place 
that hath no walles, theras deviles may enter on 
every fide, or fhoot at him at difcoverte by temp- 
tation on every fide : this idelneffe is the thurrok 
of all wickedand vilains thoughtes, and of all jan- 
geles, trifles, and all ordure: certes heven is yeven 
to hen: that will labour, and not to idel folk: alfo 
David fayth, ‘They ne be not in the labour of men, 
ne they fhut not ben whipped with men, that is to 
fay, in Purgatorie: certes than femeth it they fhul 
ben tormented with the devil in helle but if they 
do penance. 

‘Than cometh thefinne that men clepen Tarditas, 
as whan a man is latered or taryed or he wol 
tourne to God ; and certes that is a gret folic : he 
is like him that falleth in the diche and wol not 
arife, And this vice cometh of falfe hope, that 
thinkcth that he fhal live long; but that hope 
faillvth ful oft. , 

Than cometh Lacheffe, that is he that whan he 
beginneth any good werk, anon he wol forlete it 
and ftint, as don they that have any wight to go- 
verne, and ne take of him no more kepe, anon as 
they find any contrary or any annoy. Thife ben 
the newe fhepherdes that let hir thepe wetingly 
g° renne tothe wolf that is in the breres, and do ro 

force of hir owen governance. Of this cometh 
poverre and deftruétion both of {pirituel and tem- 
pore) thinges: than cometh a maner coldneffe that 
frefeth al! the herte of man; than cometh undevo- 
tion, thurgh which a nian is ‘to blont, as fayth 


THE PERSONES TALE. 


Seint Bernard, and hath {wiche iangour ia his 
foule, that he may neyther rede ne fing ix-holy, 
chirche, ne here ne.thinke of no devotion, ne tra- 
vaile with his hondes in no good werk, that it n"is 
to him unfavory and all appalled : than wéteth he 
fluggifh and flombry, and fone wol he be wroth, 
and fone is he inclined to hate and to envie: than 
cometh the finne of worldly forwe, fwiché as i¥ 
cleped Trifiitic, that feth a man as ¢ayth Scint” 
Poult; for certes fwiche forwe weyketh to the 
deth of the foule and body alfo, for tasrof cometh 
that a man is anaticd of his ower“lif, wherfore 
fwiche forwe fgorteth the lif of many a man, or 
that his time is come by way of kinde. 








Remedium Accidia 


Ayenft this horrible finne of accidie, and the 
Draunches of he fame, ther is a vertue that is cal~ 
led Fortitude or Strength, that is, an affection 
thurgh which a man defpifeth noyous thinges. 
This vertue is fo miighty and fo vigorous, that j 
dare withftond mightily, and ‘wraftle ayer eee 
affautes of the devil, and wifely kepe himfelf fro 
periles that ben wicked, for it enhaunfeth and en- 
forceth the foule, right as accidie abeteth and 
maketh it feble; for this  porttud? aay endure 
with long fufferance the travailles that ben coves 
nable, 

‘This vertue hath many fpices: the firft is cleped 
Magnanimitce, that is to fay, gret corag TE 
certes thet behoveth gret corage ayenft ‘accidie, 
left that it fwalowe the foule by the finr< of forwe, 
or deftroy it with wanbapet™ Ser this vertue 
maketh folk to undertake hard and grevous 
thinges by hir owen wili wifely and refonably, 
And for as moche as the devil fightcth ayenft 
man more by queinteffe and fleight than by 
ftrength, therfore shal a man withftond him by wit, 
by refon, arid by Jifcretion, Than ben ther the 
vertues of feith, and hope in God and in his feintes, 
to acheven and accomplice the good werks, in the 
which he purpofeth fermely to continue. Than 
cometh feuretee or fikerneffe, and that is whan « 
man ne douteth no travaile in time coming of the 
good werkes that he hath begonne : than cometh 
magnificence, that is to fay, whan a man doth and 
performeth gret werkes of goodneffe that he hath 
begonne, and that is the end why that men fhuld 
do good werkes, for in the accomplithing of good 
werkeslieth the gret guerdon: than is ther con- 
ftance, that is ftableneffe of corage, and this fhuld 
be in herte by ftedfaft feith, and in mouth, and in 
bering, in chere and in dede. Eke ther ben ino 
fpecial remedies ayenft accidie, in divers werkes, 
and in confideration of the peines of helle, and of 
the joyes ofheven, and in truft of the grace of the 
Holy Goft, that will yeve him might to performs 
his good entent. 


De Avaritia. 


After accidie wol I {peke of avarice and of cove- 
tife; of which finne Seint Poule fayth, The rote 
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wf ail harmes is covcitife; for fothly whan the 
erte of man is confounded in itfelf and troubled, 
and that the foule hath loft the comfort of God, 
than {eketh he an idel folas of worldly thinges. 
+ Avarice, after the defeription of Seint Augu 
tine, is a likeroufneffe in herte to have erthly 
thingcs, Som other folk fayn that avarice is for to 
purchafe many erthly thinges, and nothing to 
yeve tohem that han nede, And underftond wel 
that avarlge fandeth ‘not only in Tand ne cate}, 
but fom time in {cience and in glorie, and in eve- 
ry _maner™qutrageous thing, is avarice: and the 
diffexince b&twene avarice and coveteife is this; 
covetcife is for to coveit fwichesthinges as thou 
haft Wot, and avarice is to withholde and kepe 
{wiche thinges as thou haft without rightful nede. 
Sothly thisavarice is a finne that is fal dampnable, 
for all holy writ curfeth it, and fpekcth ayentt it, 
for it doth wrong to Jefu Crift, for it bereveth 
him the love that men to him oweny and tourneth 
it backward ayenft all refon, and maketh that the 
avaricious man hath more hvpe in his catel than 
riageta Crift, and doth more obfervance in keping 
OFhis trefour than he doth in the fervice of jefu 
“rift; and therfore fayth Seint Poule, tha: an a- 
varicig.s man is the thraldome of idolatrie. 
Whav.difference is ther betwix an idolaftre and 
an avaricious man, bat thet an idolaftre pereven- 
ture ne hath not but o miumet or two, and the a= 
varicious man hath many? for certes every florein 
ia his coffre is-his maumet : and certes the fimne 
of nigumetric-is the firtt that God defended in the 
ten ces umandments, as bereth witnefle, Exed. ch. 
xx. Thou fhalt have no falle goddes before me, 
ing. Thus 








ne thou fhalt make ts 4¥ec no graven t! 
is an avaricious man that loveth his trefour betore 
God an idoluftre. And thurgh this curfed fiane 
of avarice and coveitife cometh thife hard lord- 
Ships thuegh which men ben diftreined by talla- 
ges, cuftomes, and cariages, morc than hir dutce 
or refon is; and cke take they of hir bondmen 
amercementes, which might more refonably be 
called extortions than amercementes; of which 
amercementes, ér ranfoming of bondmen, fom 
Tordes ftewardes fay that ic is rightful; for as 
moche as a cherl hath no temporel thing that it 
ne is his lordes as they fay. But cevtes thife lord- 
fhippes don wrong, that bereven hir bondmen 
thinges that they never yave hem. duguftinus de 
Civitate Dei, Libro ix. Soth is that the condition of 
thraldom, and the firft caufe of thraldom was for 
fine, Genefis v. 

Thus may ye fee that the gilt deferved thrale 
adom, but not nature; wherfore thife lordes ne 
‘fhuld not to moche glorifie hem in hir lordthipes; 
fith that they by nature) condition ben not lordes 
of hir thralles, but that thraldom came firft by the 
deferte of finne. And furtherover, ther as the 
Tawe fayth that temporel goodes of bondfolk ben 
the goodes of hir lord, ye, that is for to under- 
ftond, the goodes of thé emperour, to defend hem 
in hir right, but not to robbe hem ne to reve 
hem; thetfore fayth Seneca, The prudent fhuld 
Mve benignely with the thral, tho that thou clepeft 
thy thralics ben Goddes peple; for humble folk ben 
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Criites frend2s; they ben contubernial with the 
Lord thy king. . 
Thinke alfo that of fwiche feed as cherles 
fpringen, of fwiche feed springen lordes : as wel 
may the cherl be faved as the lord. ‘The fame 
deth that taketh the cherl fwiche deth taketh the 
lord; wherfore I rede do right fo with thy cherl 
as thoa woldeft that thy lord did with thee if thou” 
were in his plight. Every jinful man is a cherl to 
finne. rede thee, thou lord, thar thou reule thee 
in fwiche wife that thy cherles rather love'thee 
than drede thee. I wote wel that. ther is degree: 
above degree, as refon is, and {kill is; that men 
do hir devoir ther as it is dues but certes-extor~ 
tion and defpit of your underlinges is dampnablea 
Ant furthermore, underftond wel that thife com 
queroures or tyrantes maken ful oft thralles of 
hem that ben borne of as royal blood as ben they’ 
that hem conqucren, This name of 'Phraldom 
was never erft couthe til that Noe fayd that his 
fone Cham ihuld be thrall to his brethren for his 
Gnne, What fay we than of hem that pillc and 
don extortions to holy chirche? Certes.the ‘fwerd 
that men yeven firit to a knight whan he is newe 
dubbed fignifieth that he fhuld defend holy chirche, 
and not robbe it ne pille it; and wha fo doth is 
traitonr to Criit: as faith Seint Auguftinc, Tho 
ben the devils wolves thar ftrangelen the fhepe of 
Jefu Crift, and don worfs than wolve. y for fothly 
whan the wolf hath full his wombe he ttinteth 
to ftrangle thepe, but fothly the pillours and dew 
ftroicrs of holy chirches goodes ne do nat fo, for 
they ne ftint never to pilie. Now, as} have fayd, 
fith fo is that fiurfe was firt caufe of thraldomy 
than is it thus, that at the time that all this world 
was in finue, than was all this world in thraldom 
and in fubjectien : but certes fith the time of 
grace came, God ordcined that funt folk fiuld be 
more high in eftate and in degree, and fom folk 
more lowe, and that everich fhuld be ferved: 
in his eftate and his degive : and therfore in fom 
contrees ther as they ben thralles whan they have’ 
tourned hem to the feith they make hir thralles 
free out of thraldom ; and therfore evrtes the lord 
oweth to his man that the man owetht to the lord. 
The Pope clepeth himfclf Servant of the fervants 
of God; but for as moche as the eftate of holy 
chirche ne migitt not have bens ne the commug 
profite might not have be kept, ne pees ne ret 
in erthe, but if God had ordeined that fom .men 
have higher degree and fom men lower, therfore 
was foveraintee ordeined to kepe and mainteine, 
and defend, hire underlinges or hire fubjeétes in 
refon, as ferforth as it Heth in hire power, and, 
not to deftroy hem ne confound; wherfore 1 {iy 
that thilke lordcs that bei like wolves, that de- 
voure the poffeffions or the catel of poure folle 
wrongfully, withonten mercy or mefure, they fhul 
receive by the fame mefure that they have me= 
fured to poure folk the mercy of Jelu Crift, but 
they it amende. Now cometh deceit betwixt 
marchant and marchant. And thou fhalt under- 
ftond that marchandife is in two manets, that 
on is bodily, aud that other is goftiy; that on is 
honeft and icful, and tat other is difhonet and 
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unleful. ‘The bodily marchandife, that is leful 
and_honeft, is this, that ther as God hath ordein- | 
ed that a regne or a comiree is fuffifant to himfelf, 
than it is honeft and Icful that of the haboundance 
of this contree men helpe’another contree that is 
nedy; and therfere ther muft be marchants to 
bring fro on contree to another hir marchandife. 
‘That other marchandife that men haunten with 
fraude, and trecherie, and deceit, with lefinges 
and falle othes, is right curfed and dampnable. 
Spiritucl marchandife is proprely fimonic, that is, 
ententif defire to buy thing {piritucl, that is, thing 
which apperteincth to the feintuarie of God, and 
to the cure of the foule. This defire, if fo be that 
a man do his diligence to’performe it, al be it that 
his defire ne take non effe@, yet it is to hima 
dedly finne, and if he be ordered he is irregular. 
Certes fimonie is cleped of Simon Mugus, that 
wold have bought for tempore] catel the yefte 
that God had yeven by the Holy Gott to Scint 
Peter and to the apeftics; and therfore ander- 
ftond ye, that both he that :elleth and he that by- 
eth thinges fpirituel ben called Simoniackes, be it 
by catel, be it by procuring, or by Hefhly praier 
of his frendes, fiefhly frendes or fpiritue] frendes, 
fiethly in two maners, as by kinrede or other 
frendes; fothly if they pray for him that is not 
worthy and able it is fimonie, if he take the bene- 
fice, and if he be worthy and able ther is non. 
That other maner is whan man or woman pray- 
eth for folk to advancen hem only for wicked 
Aicthly afiection, which they have unto the per- 
fons, and that is foule fimone; but certes in fer- j 
vice, for which men yeven thinges fpiritucl unto 
hir fervants, it mut he underfonde that the fer- 
vice muft be honeft er clles not, and alfo that it ; 
be without bargaining, and that the perfon be 
able; for (as fayth Seint Damafcen) AH the fine 
nes of the world, at regard of this finne, ben as 
sthing of nought, for it is the gretteft finne chat H 
-may bi he finne of Lucifer and of Anticrift; | 
for by this fine God forlefeth the chirche and the 
foule, which ie bourht with his precious blood, by 
hem that y ches to hem that bennot digne, 
for they s, that ftelen the foules of Jefu 
Crift, wd detroyea his patrimonic. By fwiche 
undigne preeltes and curates han lew 
reverence of the facram 
fwiche yevers of chirches p 
out, and put inte chirch 
they fellen the foul lambes fh 
wolf, which Srang!eth hem, and 
they never b of the pafture of lambs, that 
is, in che blitfe of Leven, Now cometh hafardric, 
‘with his apertenauntes, as tables and rafles, of 
which cometh deceit, falfe othes 
ail raving, blafpheming, and 
hate of his ney ghbours, wa! 
of time, and iomtime m; 
fardours ne mow not be 
avarice conten cke lefi 
and falfe othes 
be gret fines, and expreffe ay 
sucnta of Ged, as Lhave fayd. £ 
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in word and in dede; in word, as for to bereve thy 
neighbours good name by thy fulfe witnefle, or 
bereve him his catel or his heritage by thy falfe 
witnefling, whan thou for ire, or for mede, or for 
envie, bercit fulfe witneffe, or accufeft him, or ex 
cufeft thyfcl falfely. Ware, ye queftmongers and 
notaries! certes for falfe witnefling was Sufannain 
ful gret fofwe and peine, and many another-ma. 
The finne of theft is alfo gxpreffe ayenft Goddes 
heft, and that in two maners, termporfl and fpi+ 
rituel. The temporel theft is as for (g.take thy 
neighbours catel ayenibhis will, be itfoy force or 
hy ficight, be it in meting or mefure, by ftéling, 
by fulfe enditemcnts upon him, and in borowing 
of thy neighbours catel in entent never to pay it 
ayen, and femblable thinges. Spirituel theft is 
facrilege, that is to fay, hurting of holy thingee, 
or of thinges facred to Crift, in two maners; by 
refon of the holy place, as chirches or chirches 
hawes; (for every vilains finne that men don in 
fwiche places may be called fucrilege, or every 
violence in femblablé places) alfo they that withe 
draive falfely the rentes and rightes that longes 
holy chirche; and plainly and generally, facrilege 
is to reve holy thing fro holy place, or unholy” 
thing out of holy place, or holy thing out, of une 
holy place, —— 


Remedium Avaritia, 


Now fhul ye underftond that releving of avé 
rice is mifericorde and pitec largely taken. And 
men might axe why that mifericorde apd pitee 
are releving of avarice? Certcs the avaricious 
man fheweth no pitee ne Mifericorde to the nede« 
ful man, for he deliteth him in the keping of his 
efour, and not in the refconing ne releving of 
his even Criften; and therfore {pcke I firft of 
mifericorde. ‘Than is mifericorde (as fayth the 
philofophre) a vertue by which the corage of man 
is ftirred by the mifefe of him that is mifefed ; u- 
pon which mifericorde foloweth pitee, in perfor- 
ming and fulfilling of charitable werkes of mercie, 
helping and comforting him that is mifefed. And 
certes this meveth a man to mifericorde of Jefu 
Crift, that he yave himfelf for our offence, and 
fuffred deth for mifericorde, and foryaf us our o- 
riginal finnes, and therby relefed us fro the peine 
of hell,and amenafed the peines of Purgatory by 
penitence, and yeveth us grace wel to do, and at. 
The {pices of miferi- 


to foryeve and relefe, and for to have pitee in 
herte, and compaffion of the mifchefe of his even 
Criften, and alio to chaftife ther as nede is. Anoe 
thes maner of remedy ayenft avarice ia refonable 
largeffe ; but fothly here behoveth the confidere 
ation of the e of Jefu Crift, and of the tem- 
rerel goodes, and alfo of the goodes perdurable 
that Jefu Crit yave to us, and to have Fememe. 
of the deth which he thal receive, he wat 
not whan; and eke that he thal forgon all that 
he hath, fave only that which he hath difpended, 
in good wé 
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But for as moche as fom folk ben unmefurable, 
men oughten for to avoid and efchue fool-largefle, 
the’whiche men clepen Waite. Certes he that is 


fool-large he yeveth not his catel, but he lefcth his | 
his catel: fothly what thing that he yevethfor vaine © 


giorie, esto minftrals, and to folk that bere his res 


some in the world,he hath do finne therof,and non | 


almieffe : certeshe lefethfoule his good that ne feketh 


with the yefte of hir good nothing but finne ; he is * 
like to an on that feketh rather to drink drovy or j 


troubled wpter than for to drink water of the 
cleré well’ and for as moghe as they yeven ther 
as thay fhuld” nat yeven, to hem appertaineth 
thilke malifon that Crift fhal yewe at the day of 


dome to hem that thul be dampned. 








De Gal. 


After avarice cometh glotonie, which is expreffe 
ayenft the commandement of God. Glotonic is 
unmefurable appetit to ete orto qrinke, or elles 
to do in ought to the unmefurable appetite and 
diGdeined coveitife to ete or drinke. This finde 
‘uirupted all this world, as is wel fhewed in the 
inne of Adam and of Eve, Loke alfo what fayth 
Seint Poule of glotonie: Many (fayth he) gon, 
of whict I have ofte faid to you, and now I fay 
it weping, that they ben the encmies of the croffe 
of Crift, of which the end is deth, and of which 
hir wombe is hir God and hir glorie, in confufion 
of hem that fo ferven erthly thinges. He that 
that js ufant to this finne of glotonie, he ne may 
no finixg withftond, he muft be in fervage of ali 
vices, forit is the devils horde ther he hideth him 
and refteth, This tinne hath many fpices: the 
fir is dronkenneffe, that is the horrible fepulture 
of mannes refon, and therfore whan a man is 
dronke he hath loft his refon; and this is dedly 
finne; but fothly whan that a man is not wont 
to ftrong drinkes, and peraventure ne knoweth 
not the ftrength of the drinke, or hath feble- 
neffe in his hed, or hath travailled, thurgh 
which he drinketh the more, al be he fodenly 
caught with drinke, it is no dedely finne 
but venial. The fecond {pice of glotonie is, that 
the fpirit of a man wexeth all trouble for dronk- 
enneffe, and bereveth a man the difcretion of his 
wit. The thridde fpice of glotonie is whan a 
man devoureth his mete, and hath not rightful 
maner of eting, The fousthe is, whan thutgh 
the gret abundance of his mete the humours in his 
body ben diftempered. ‘The fifthe is foryetful- 
nefle by to mochedrinking, for which fometimea 
«man forgeteth by the morwe what he did over eve, 

In other maner ben diftinét the {pices of glot- 
onie, after Seint Gregorie. The firft is for to ete 
before time; the fecond is whan 2 man geteth 
him to delicate mete or drinke; the thridde is 
whan men taken to moche over mefure; the 
fenrth is curiofitee, with gret entent to maken 
and appareille his mete; the fifth is for to ete 
gredily. Thife ben the five fingers of the devils 
pond, by which he draweth folk tothe finne- 
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Ayenf glotonie the remedie is abftinence, as 
fayth Galien ; but that I holde not meritorie, # - 
he do it only for the hele of his body. Seint 
Auguftine wol that abftinence be don for 
vertue, and with patience. Abftinence .(fayth 
he) is litel worth but if a man have good will 
therto, and but it be enforced by patience and 
charitee, and that men don it for Goddeé fake, 
and in hope to have the bliffe in heven. 

The felawes of abftinence ben attemperance, 
that holdeth the mene in alle thinges; alfo fhame, 
that efcheweth all diihoncftee; fuffifance, that 
feketh no riche metes ne drinkes, n¢ doth no force 
of non outragcous apparcilling of mete; mefure 
alfo, that reftreineth by reafon the unmefurable 
appetit of eting; foberneffe alfo, that reftreimeth 
the outrage of drinke ; {paring alfo, that reftreim 
eth the delicat efe to fit long at mete, wherfore 
fom folk ftanden of hir owen will whan they ete, 
becaufe they wol ete at leffe leifer, . 


De Luxurié, 

After glotonie cometh lecherie, for thife two 
finnes ben fo nigh cofins that oft time they wol 
not depart. God wot this finne is ful difplefant 
to God, for he faid himfelf, Do no lecherie; and 
therfore he putteth gret peine ayenft this finne : 
for in the old lawe if a woman thrall were taken in 
this finne, fhe fhuldbe beten withftaves to the deth, 
andif fhe were a gentilwoman fhe fhuldbe flain with. 
ftones, and ii fhe were a bifhoppes doughter the 
fhuld be brent by Goddes commandement. More+ 
over, for the finne of lecherie God dreint all the 
world, and after that he brent five: cities with 
thouder and lightning, and fanke hem doun into hell. 

Novy let us fpeke than of the faid ftinking finne 
of leche-ie, that men clepen Avoutrie, that is of 
wedded folk, that isto fay, if that on of hem be 
wedded or elles both. Seint John fayth, that 
avouterers fhul ben in helle in a ftacke brenning 
of fire endof brimftone ; in fire forherlecherie,in 
brimftone for the ftenche of hir ordure. Certes 
the breking of this facrament is an horrible things 
it was made of God himfelf in Paradis; and 
confirmed by Jefu Crift, as witneffeth Seint Ma- 
thew in the Gofpel; A man fhal Jet fader and 
moder, and take him to his wif, and they fhal be 
twoin on fiefh. This facrament betokeneth the 
knitting together of €rift and holy chirche. And 
not only that God forbade avoutrie in dede, but 
aio he commanded that thou fhuldeft not coveit 
thy neighbours wif. In this hafte (fayth Seint 
Auguftine) is forboden all maner coveitife to do 
lecherie. Lo, what fayth Seint Mathew in the 
Gofpel, that who fo feeth a woman to caveitife 
of his luft, he hath don lecherie with hire in his 
herte: Here may ye fee that not only the dede 
of this finne is forboden, but eke the defire to doh 
that finne. Thjs curfed finne annoycth grevoully. 
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hem that it haunt : and firft to the foule, for he 
dbligeth it to fine and to peine of deth, which 
is perdurable; und to the body annoyeth it 
grevouly allo, for it drieth him and waiteth and 
fhent him, and of his blood he maketh facrifice to 
the fend of heli: it wafteth cke bis catch and 
his fubftance; and cértés if it be a foule thing 
a man to waite his cate! om women, yetis ita 
fouler thing whan that for fwiche ordure women 
difpenden upon men hir catel and hir fubitance. 
‘This finns, as fayth the prophet, berevcth man 
and woman hir good fame and all hir honour; 
and it is ful plefant to the devil, for therby win- 
nieth he the mofte partie of this wretched world : 
and right as a marchant deliteth him moft in that 
chaffare which he hath moft avantage and pro- 
fite of, right fo deliteth the fend in this ordure 

. This is that other hond of the il, with five 
fingers, to cazche the peple to his vilanie. ‘Phe 
firfl fingre is the foole loking of the foole woman 
and of the foole man, that fleth right-as the 
bafilicok feth folk by venime of his fight, for the 
coveitife of the eyen foloweth the coveitife of the 
herte. The fecond fingre is the vilains touching 
in wicked maner; and therfore fayth Salomon, 
that whofo toucheth and handleth a woman’ he 
fareth as the man that handleth the fcorpion, 
which ftingeth and fodenly Meth thurgh his eu- 
veniming, or us whe fo that toucheth warme 
pitch it fhendeth his fingers. “Fhe thridde is foule 
wordes, whiche fareth like fire, which right 
anon brenneth the berte, “The fourth finger is 
kifling, and trewely he were a gret foole that 
wold kiffe the mouthe of .a brenning oven or of 
a fourteis; and more fooles ben they that k 
in viluinic, for that mouth is the mouth of h. 
and namely thife olde dotardes holoures, which 
wol kiffe and flicker, and betie hemflelf theagh 
they may nought du: certes they ben like to 
hhoundes, for an. hound whaa he cometh by the 
rofer or by other bushes, though fo be that 
he may not pifle, yet wol he heve up his leg 
aid make a contenance to piffe. And for that 
many men weneth that he mzy not fiune for 
no likeroufinefie that he doth with , 
dy that, opirion is falfz; God wot 
flee himfelf with his own kaif ay 
felf dronken of his owen tonne. 
wif, be it childe, or any worldy thi 
loveth before God, it is his maumet, and he 
an idolaitre. A man fhuld love his wif by d 
cretion, patiently and atteniprely and than is fhe 
as though it were his fuiter. ‘Fhe fifth fingre of . 
the divels hond is the ftinking dede of lecheric. 
‘Trewely the five fingers of glotonie the. fend 
patteth in the wombe of a man, and with his 
five fingers of Jecherie he gripeth him by the 
eines for to throwe him into the fourncis of belle, 
ther as they fhul have the fire and the wormes 
that ever fhul laften, and weping and wayling, 
and fharpe hunger and thurit, and griflinefle of 
divels whiche fhal all to-trede hem withouten 
tefpite and withouten ende. Of iecherie, as I 
fayd, fourden and fpringen-divers fpices ; as for 
nitation that is betweng man and woman which | 
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THE PARSONES TALE 


bea not maried, and is dedly finne, and ayenfé 
nature. All that is enemy and deftrudion to 
nature isayenft nature. Parfay the reafon of a man 
eke tclicth him wel that it is dedly finne, for a 
moche as God forbad lecherie; and Seint Poule 
yeveth hem the regue that n’is dewe to no wight 
but to hem that don dedely finne. Another fiane 
of lecherieis, to bereven a matd of hiremeidenhed, 
for he that fo doth, certes he cafteth a mayden 
out of the highcit degree that is inghis prefent 
lif, and bereveth hire thilke precious fruit that 
the boo kclepeth the Adundreth Frp¥y 1 ne can 
fay it non otherwife in Englifh, but in Lagine iz 
hight Centefimus ofrudius. Certes he that fo doth, is 
the caufe of many damages and vilanies nvo thaa 
any man can reken : right as he fomtime is caufe 
of all damages that beftes de in the feld that 
breketh the hedge of the clofure, thurgh which he 
deitroyeth that nay not be reftored; for certcs 
no more may maidenhed be reftored than an arme 
that is {mitten fro the body may returne ayen 
and wexe ; fhe may have mercy, this wot J wel, 
if that the have will to do penitence, but newer 
thal it be but that the is corrupte. And all BIE 
fo that [have fpoke fomwhat of avoutric, i: ic 
good to fhewe the periles that longen to ayoutric, 
for to cfchewe that forle finne.. Avoutre, in 
Latinc, is for to faye, approching of another man+ 
nes bedde, thurgh whiche tho that fomtime were 
on fiche abandone hir bodies to other perfons. 
Of this finne, as fayth the wife man, folow man 

harmes : firfte breking of feith : and certes fei 

is the key of Criftendom, and whan that-key is 
broken and lorne fothly Criftendom is lorne, and 
ftont veine and without fruit. This finne alfo is 
theft, for theft generally is to reve a wight his 
thinges ayenft his will. Certes this is the foulcit 
theft that may be whan that a woman fteleth hire 
body fron: her hufbond,and yeveth it tohire holour 
to defoule it, and fteleth hire foule fro Crift and 
yevethit tothedevil; this is a fouler thefte than for 
to breke a chirche and ftele away the chalice ; 
for thife avouterers breken the temple of God 

















the body and the foule, for whiche Crifte fhal de- 
froy hem, es fayth Seint Poule. Sothly of this 
theit douted-gretly Jofeph, whan that his lordes 
syed him of vilainie, whan he fayde, Lo, 

Lady, how my Lord hath take to me under 
y wa ail that he hath in ihis world, ne ne« 
ng is out of my power but only ye, that ben his 
wil: and Low fhuld I then do this wickednefle, and 
finns fo horribly ayenit God and ayenft my Lord? 
Goditforbede! Alas! all tolitelis fwichetrouth now 
yfounde! ‘The thridde harme is the filth thurgh 
whichthey brekethe commandement of God andde- 
foule the auter of matrimonies; that is Crift; for 
certes info moche as the facrament of mariage isto 
noble and fo digne, fo moche is it the greter fine 
forto breke it, for Godmade mariage in Paradis, in 
the eftate of inhoeencic, to multiplic mankinde 
to the fervice of God, and therfore is the breking 
therof the more grevous, of which breking come 
faile heires oft time, that wrongfully occupien 
folkes heritages, and therfor wol Crift put hem 
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mit of the regne ofheven, that is heritage to good./ 


folk. Of this breking cometh eke oft time that 
folk unware wedde or finne with hir owen 
Lindrede ; and namely thife harlottesthat haunten 
Bordellesof thife foul women that may helikened 
+ toa commune gong wheras men pu-ge hir crdare 
Wet fay we alfo of putours, that live by the 
horrible finne of puterie, and conftrein women 
to yelde si a certain rent of her bodily putric, 
ye, fomtim) his owen wif or his childe, as don 
thif, baudgs? Certes thife ben curfed finncs. 
UnderdtondyWfo that avourt: is fet in the ten come 
mandtments betwenessheft and manilaughter, for 
“Tribeke preteft theft that may be, for itis theft of 
body and of foule + and it is like to homicide, for it 
kerveth atwo and brekcth atwo hem that firft 
were made on ficth ; and therfore by the old lawe 
of God they fhuld be flaine, ‘but natheleffe by the 
lawe of Jefu Crift, that is the lawe of pitee, whan 
he fayd to the woman that was found in avoutric, 
and fbuld have be Slain with ftones, after the will 
of the Jewes, as was hir lawe, Go, faid Jef Crift, 
“ga have no more will todo finne. Sothly the 
verigeance of avoutrie is awarded to the peine of 
Thelle, but if fo be that it be difcombered by 
penitence. Yet ben ther mo fpices of this curfed 
fione, as whan that on of hem is religious, or 
elles both ; or of folk that ben entered into ordere, 
as fub-deken, deken, or preeft, or hofpitalers; 
and ever the higher that he jis in ordre the greter 
is the finne. ‘The thinges that gretely agrege hir 
finne, is the breking of hir avow of chattitee 
whan they received the ordre. And moreover, 
foth is that holy.ordre is chefe of all the treforic 
of God, and is a Special figne and marke of 
chaftitee, to fhew that they ben joined to 
chaftitse, which is the mofte precious lif that is. 
And thife ordered folk ben fpecialiy titled 
and of the {pecial meinie of God, for w! 
they don dedly finne they bea the fpecial trai- 
tours of God and of his peple,'for they live by 
the peple to praye for the peple, and whiles they 
ben fwiche traitours hir prayeres availe not to the 
peple. Preeftes ben as angels as by the myfterie 
ofhir dignitee; but forfoth Seint Poule faith 
that Sathanas transfourmeth him in an angel of 
light. Sothly the preeft that hdunteth dedly 
finne he may be likened to an angel of derkneffe 
transfourmed into an angel of light; he femeth 
an angel of light, but for foth he is an angel of 
darknefle. Swiche precftes be the fones of Heiy, 
as is fhewed in the Book of Kinges that they 
were the fennes of Belial, that is the divel. 
*Belialis to fay withonten juge, and fo faren they; 
hem thinketh that they be free, and have no juge, 
no more than hath a free boll, that taketh which 
cow that him liketh in the toun. So farenthey Ly 
women, for right as on free boll is ynough for 
all a toyn, right fo is a wicked preeft corruption 
ynough for all a parith or for alla countrec. ‘Thife 
preeftes, as fayth the bock, ne cannot minifter the 
myfteric of preefthood to thepeple, nethey knowe 
pot God, ne they hold hem not apaied, as faith 
the book, of fodden fefh that was to hem offred, 
but they take by force the Acfh thatis raw. Certes 
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rightfothife fhrewes ne hold hem notapaied of rok- 
ed fiefh and fodden with which the peple feden hem 
in gret reverence, but they wol have raw deth, 
as folkes wives and hir doughters. And certes 
thife women that confenten to hir harlotrie don 
gret wrong to Crift and to holy chirche, and to 
all halowes and to all foulcs, for they bereven all 
thife hem that shuld worlhip Crift and holy 
chirche, and pray for Criften foules; and therfore 
han fwiche preeftes, and hir lemmans alfo that 
confenten to hir lecherie, the malifon of the court 
‘ Criftea til they come to amendement. The 
thridde fpice of avoutrie is fomtime betwixt a man. 
and his wif, and that is whan they take no regard 
in hir affembling bet only to hir flefhly delit, as 
faith Seint Jerome, and ne recken of nothing but 
that they ben affembled becaufe they ben maried: 
all is good ynough, as thinketh to hem, But ‘mn 
fwiche folk bath the divel power, as faid the anged 

aphacl to ‘lobic, for in hir affembling they 
putten Jefu Crift out of bir herte, and yeven 
themfelf to all ordure. The fourth fpice is of-hem, 
that affemble with hit kindrede; or with hem 
that ben of an affinitee, or elles with hem with 
whjch hir fathers or hir_kinred have deled in the 
finne of lecherie: this finne maketh hem like to 
houndes, that taken no kepe of kindrede, And 
certes parentele is in two mavers, cyther goftly 
or flefhly ; goftly is for to dcien with hir gods 
fibbes; for right foas he that engendreth a chid 
her, right fo is his godfather | is 
father fpiritucl, for which a woman may in no 
lee finne afiemble with hire godfib than with 
hire owen Refhly broder. The fitthe fpice is that 
abhomingble finne of which abhominable figne 
no nxn unneth cught to fpeke ne- write, 
natheles it is openly reherfed im holy writ. 
Vhis curfedneffe don men and women in 
diverfe entent and diverfe maner: but though 
that holy writ fpeke of horrible finne, certes holy 
writ may not be defouled, no more than the 
fonue that fhineth on the myzene. Another fing: 
apperteineth to lecherie that cometh in fleping, 
and this finne cometh often to hem that ben 
maidens, and eke to hem that ben corrupt and 
this finne men call Pollution, that cometh of 
fous mancrs: fomtime it cometh of languithin, 
of the body, for the humours ben to ranke and 
habcundant in the body of man; fomtime of in- 
tee, for fel:lenefle. of the virtue retentif, is 
B c¢ maketh mention ; fomtime of furfet of 
met and drinke ; and fomtime of vilains thoughtes 
that ben enclofed in mannes minde whan he 
th to flepe, which may not be withouten finne, 
whiche men muft kepe bem wifely, or cllcg 
may they finne ful grevoufly. 
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Now cometh the remedy 2yenft lecheric, and 
that is generally chaftitee and continence ; that 
reflraineth all difordinate mevings that comen of 
flethly talents, and ever the greter merite thal he 
have that moik reftraineth the wicked enchaufing 
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or ardure of this fine ; and this is in two maners, 
that is to fay, chaititee in mariage and chaftitee 
in widewhood. Now halt thou underftonde that 
matrimony is leful affembling of man and woman 
that receiven by vertue of this facrement the 
bonde thurgh whiche they may not be departed in 
ali bir lif, that is to fay, while that they live 
bothe. This, as {igh the book, is a ful gret fa- 
erement ; Ged made it (as [have faid) in Para- 
dis, and wold himfelf be borne in mariage ; and 
for to hulowe mariage he was at a wedding wher- 
as he tourned water into wine, whiche was the 
firft miracl: that he wrought in the erthe before 
his difciptes. "The trewe cffedt of mariage cleni- 
eth fornication, and replenifheth holy chirche of 
good lignage, for that is the ende of mariage, and 
chaungeth dedly finne into venial finne betwene 
bem that ben wedded, and maketh the hertcs all 
on of hem that ben ywedded as wel as the bodies. 
"This is veray mariage that was eftablifhed by God 
er that finne began, whan naturel lawe was in 
“his right point in Paradis; and it was ordeined 
that © man fhuld have but o woman, and © wo- 
man but o man, as fayth Seint Auguitine, by 
many refons, é 

Firft, for mariage is figured betwix Crift and 
holy chirche ; and another is, for a man is hed of 
the woman, (algate by ordinance it fhuld be fo) 
for if a woman had mo men’ than ep than fhuld 
fhe have mo hedes than on, and that were an ho- 
rible thing before God ; and alfo a woman mighte 
not plefe mariy folk at ones; and alfo ther fhuld 
never be pees ne reft among hem, for everich of 
hem wold axe his owen right. And furthermore, 
no,man fhulde knowe his owen engendrure, ne 
who shuld have his heritage, and the woman fhuld 
be the leffe beloved for the time that fhe were 
conjuna tomafhy men. * 

Now cometh how that a man fhuld bere him 
wit] tis wif, and namely in two thinges, that is 
to fuy, in fuffrance and in reverence, and this 
Shewed Crift whan he firfl made woman ; for he 
ne made hire of the hed ef Adam, for fhe fhuld 
not claime to gret lordthippe, for ther as the wo- 
man hath the maiftrie fhe maketh to moche dife 
array; ther nede non enfamples of this, the ex- 
perience that we have day by day ought ynough 
fofficc: alfo certes God ne made not woman of 
the foot of Adam, for fhe fhuld not be holden to 
lowe, for fhe cannot patiently fuficr; but God 
mace woman of the rib of Adam, for woman 
fhuld be felaw unto man. ‘Man fhuld bere him 
to his wif in feith, in trouth, ard in love, ‘as 
fayth Seint Poule, that a man fhuld love his wif 
as Crift loved holy chirche, that loved it fo wel 
that he died for it: { fhuld a man for his wif, if 
Itwere nede, 

Now how that a woman held be fubkget to hire 
hufbond that telleth Seint Peter ¢ firft in obedi- 
ence; and eke, as fayth the decree, A woman! 
that is a wif, aslong as fhe is a wif, fhe hath noni 
andoritec to fivere ne bere witnefle without leve | 
of hire hufbondé, that is hire lord, algate he shuld 
ke fo by refon : the fhulde alfo ferve him in all) 
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heneftee, and ben attempre of hire array. 1 wete 
wel that they fhuld fet hir chrent to plefe his 
hufbonds, but not by gueintife of hir array. Seint, 
Jerom fayth, Wives that ben appareilled in filke 
and precious purple ne mow not cloth hem in Je= 
fu Crift : Seint Gregorie fayth alfo, that no wight, 
{cketh precious array but only for vain glorie,, to 


be honoured the more of the peple. It is x gret 
folie a womari to have a faire array cones and ~ 
hirefelf to be foule inward, A wif ffuidalfo be - 


mefurable in loking, in bering, and ig Jaughing, 
and diferete in all hirt wordes andhire dedes, 
and above ail worldly thinges the fhuide lov hire 
hufbonde with all hire herte, and to him betz2wd 
of hire body ; fo fhuld every hufbond eke be trewe 
to his wif; for fith that ail the body is the huf- 
bondes fo fhuld hire herte be alfo, or elles ther is 
betwix hem two, as in that, no parfit mariage. 
Than fhu! men underftond that for three thinges 
amaaand his wif flefhly may affemble. The firft is 
for the entent of engendrure of children, to the 
fervice of God, for certes that is the caufe final 
of matrimonie : another caufe is to yelde echo? 
hem to other the dettes of hir bodies, for neyther 
of hem hath power of hir owen bodie: thé 
thridde is for to efchew lecherie and vilanic: the 
fourth is for foth dedly finne. As to the firft, 
it is meritorie ; the fecond alfo, for, as fayth the 
decree, She hath merite of chaftitee that yeldeth 
to hire hufbond the dette of hire body, ye, though 
it be ayenft hire liking and the luft of hire herte. 
The thridde maner is venial finne. Trpwely 
fcarcely may any of thife be without venial finne 
for the corruption and for the delit therof. The 
fourth maner is for to underftond, if the affemble 
only for amourous love and for non of the fore~ 
faid caufes, but for to accomplifh hir brenning 
delit, they recke not how oft, fothly it is dedly 
finne ; and yet with forwe fom folk wol peine 
hem more to do than to hir appetit fufficeth, 

‘The fecond maner of chaftitee is for to be a 
clene widew, and efchue the embracing of a man, 
and defire the embracing of Jefu Crift. Thife 
ben tho that have ben wives, and have forgon hir 
hufbondes, and eke women that have don lechc- 
rie, and ben releved by penance : and certes if 
that a wif coud kepe hire all chaft, by licence of 
hirc hufbond, fo that fhe yeve no caufe ne non 
occafion that he agilted, it were to hire a grete 
merite. ‘This maner of women, that obferven 
chaftitee, muft be clene in herte as wel as in body, 
and in thought, and mefurable in clothing and in 
contenance, abitinent in eting and drinking, in 
fpeking, and in dede, and than is fhe the vetlel or” 
the boifte of the bleffed Magdeleine, that fulfil. 
leth holy chirche of good odour. The thridde 
rhaner of chattitee is virginitee ; and it behoveth 
that fhe be holy in herte and clene of body ; than 
is the the fpoife of Jefu Crit, and the is the lif 
of angels; fie is the preifing of this world, and 
ife martirs in egalitee; fhe hath in hire 
that tongue may not telle,ne herte thinke, Vir- 
ginitee bare our Lord Jefu Crift, and virgin wae 
himfelf. $ 
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Another remedie againft lecherie is {pecially to 
withdrawe {wiche thinges as_yeven occafion to 
that vilanie, as efe, eting, and drinking; for cer- 
tes whan the pot boileth ftrongly the beft remedie 
4is to withdrawe the fire. Sleping long in gret 
quiet is alfo agret nourice to lecherie. . 

Another remedie ayenft lecherie is, that a man 
or a woman efchewe the compagnie of hem by 
which he douteth to be tempted; for all be it fo 
that the ede be withftonden, yet is ther gret 
temptation. Sothly a white wall, although it ne 
brenne not igily with ftigting of a candle, yet ie 
the Wall black of the leyte. Ful oft time I rede 
“thet go man truitin his owen -perfection but he 
be ftronger than Sampfon, or holier than David, 
or wifer than Salomon ‘ 

Now after that I have declared you as J can of 
the Seven Dedly Sinnes, and fom of hir braunches, 
and the remedies, fothly if 1 coude ¥ wold tell 
you the ten commandements; but fo high duce 
trine I lete ro divines: natheles 1 hope to God 
they ben touched in chis tretife everich of hem alle. 
~@Now for as moche as the fecond part of peni- 
tence ftont in confeffion of mouth, as I began in 

‘the fir chapirre, 1 fay Seint Auguitine faith, 
Sinne is every word and every dede, and ali that 
men covetein, ayenft the law of Jefu Crift; and 
this is for to finne in herte, in mouth, and in 
dede, by the five wittes, which ben fight, her- 
ing, fmelling, tafting or favouring, and feling. 
Now is it good to underftond the circumftances 
that.agregen moche every finne. Thou fhalt con- 
fider what thou art that doft the finne, whether 
thou be male or female, yonge or olde, gentil or 
thrall, free or fervant, hole or fike, wedded or 
‘ingle, ordered or unordered, wife or foole, clerk 
orfeculer, if fhe be of thy kinred bodily or goftly 
ornon, if uny of thy kinred have finned with hire 
or no, and muny mo thinges. 

Another circumftance is this, whether it be don 
in fornication or in advoutrie or no, ip manecr of 
homicide or non, a horrible gret finne or fmal, 
and how long thou haft continued in finne. The 
thridde circumftance is the place ther thou haft 
don finne, whether in other meanes houfes or 
in thin owen, in feld, in chirche, or in chirch- 
hawe, in chieche dedicate or rion; for if the 
chirche be halowed, and man or woman fpille 
his kinde within that placc, by way of finne or 
by wicked temptation, the chirche were enterdi- 
ted til it were reconciled by the bifhop; and if 
it were a preeft that did (wiche vilanic, the terme 
of all his lif he fhuld no more fing maffe; and if 
he did he fhuld do dedly finne at every time that 
he fo fong maffe. ‘Fhe fourthe circumitance is 
by whiche mediatours, as by meffagers, or for en- 
ticement, or for.confentment, to bere compagnie 

awthip, for many a wretche fer to bere 

p wol go to the divel of ' lle; wherfore 
they that eggen or cenfenten to the finne ben 

partners of the fuine, and of the dampuation of 
the finner, The & 
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in finne he defpifeth the mercy of God, and ene 
erefeth his finne, and is unkind to Crift, and he 
warxeth the more feble to withftand finne, and 
finneth the hore lightly, and the later arifeth, 
and is more jiow to fhrive him, and namely to 
him that hath ben his confeffour; for which that 
folk, whan they fall ayen to hir old folies, either 
they forleten hir old confeffour al uiterly, or ellet 
they departen hir thrift in divers places: but fothly. 
fwiche departed thrift deferveth no mercie of God 
for hir finnes. The fixte tircumftance is, why 
that a man finneth, as by what temptation, and: 
if himfelf procure thilke temptation, or by exciting 
of other folk, or if he finne with a weman by 
force or by hire owen affent, or if the wosnatt 
maugre hire hed have ben enforced or non this 
fhal fhe te 1, and wheder it were for coveitife oF 
poverte, and if it were by hire procuring or non, 
and fwiche other thinges. The feventh circum 
ftance is, in what maner he hath don his finne, or 
how that fhe hath fuffered that folk have don to 
hire : and the fare shal the man tell plainly, with 
all the circumftances, and wheder he hath finned 
with commun bordel women or non, of dun his 
finnc in holy times or non, in fafting times or non, 
of before his fhrift, or after his later thrift, and 
hath peraventure broken therby his penance ene 
joined, by whos helpe or whos confeil, by forcerie 
or crafte; ail muft be told, All thife thinges, 
after that they’ ben gret or fimale, engreggen the 
confcience of man er woman, And eke the 
precft that is thy juge may the better be avifed 
of his jugement in yeving of penance, and that 
fhal be after thy contrition; for undesftond wel 
that after the time that a man hath defouled his 
baptifme by finne, if he wol come to falvation, ther 
is non other way but by penance, and fhrifte, and 
faticfaction ; and namely by tho two, if ther be a 
confeffour to whom ‘he rhay fhrive him, and thag 
he firft be veray contrite end repentant, and the 
thridde if he have lif to performe it. 

Than fhal a man Joke and confider that if he 
wol make a trewe and a profitable confeffion ther 
mutt be foure conditions. Firft, it muft be in 
forowful bitterneife of herte, as fayth the King 
Ezechiel to God, 1 wol remember all the yeres of 
my lif in the bitter: “of my herte. This con+ 
dition of bitterneffe hath five fignes; the firft is 
that confeflion muft be fhamefaft, not for to co« 
vern ne hide his fiune, but for he hath agilted his 
God and defouled his foule: and hereof fayth 
Seint Auguftin, The herte travaileth for fhame of 
his finne, and for he hath gret fhamefaftneffehe ig 
digne to have gret mercie of God. Swiche was 
the confeffioun of the Publican that wold not heve 
up his eyen to heven, for he had offended God of 
heven, for which fhamefultneffe he had anon the 
mercy of God; and therefore faith Seint Auguf+ 
ine, that fwiche fhamefatt folk ben next foryeve- 
neffe and mercy. Another figne is humilitee in 
confeffios, of whiche fayth Scint Peter, Humbleth 
. ight of God; the hond of God is 

on, for therby God foryeveth 
hy finnes, for he alone hath the power. And 
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this humilitee thal be in herte and in figne out 
warde ; for right as he bath humilitee to God. in 
Ris herte, right fu ful he humble bis body out. 
Wward to the preeft that fitieth in Gyddes place! 
for which in no mane, fith that Crift is foyeraine, 
and the preci mene and mediatour-betwixt ‘Crit 
and the finsier, and the firmer is laft by way of 
refon, than fhuld not the finner fitte as high as 
his confeffour, but kacle before him or at his feet, 
‘but if maladie diftrouol: it; for he thal not take 
kepe who fitteth ther, but in whos place ke fitteth. 
4\ man that hath trefpaffed toa lord, and cometh 
for toaxé mercie and maken his accorde, and fet- 
teth him doun anon by the lord, men wolde helde 
him outrageous, and not worthy fo fone for to 
have remiffion ne mercy. The thridde figne is, 
that the'thrift fhuld be fal of teres, if men mowen 
‘wepe, and if they mowe not wepe with hir bodily 
éyen, than let hem wépe in hir herte : fwiche was 
the confeffion ‘of ‘Sint Peter, for after that he 
had forfake Jefw Crift he went out and wept ful 
bitterly. The fourth fignc is that he ne lete not 
for thame to thrive him and fhewe his confeffion ; 
fwiche was the confellion of Magdeleine, that ne 
Spared for sto fhame of hem that weren at the 
fefte to go to our Lord’ Jefu Crift, and beknov-e 
to him hire'finnes, The fifthe figne is, that a 
inan ora woman be obeifant to receive thé penance 
that hem ig enjoined, for ‘certes Jefu Crift for the 
gilt of man was obedient to the deth. 

‘The fecond*condition of veray confeflion is, that 
it be haftily don; for certes if a man Hadde adediy 
wound, ever the lenger that he taried to warifhe 
himfelf the more wold it corrupe and hatte him 
to his deth, and alfo the wound wol be the werfe 
for to hele. “And right to fareth fine that Jong 
time is in a man unfhewed : certes a man onght 
haftily to fhewe'his finne- for many caufes; as for 
Grede of doth, that cometh eft fodenty, and is in no 
certain What time it {hal be, ne in what piace; and 
eke the drenching of o finne draweth in another ; 
andalfo the lenger that he tarieth, the ferther is he 
Tro Crift ; and if he’ abide to his lat day fearcely 
may lic thrive him, or remembre him of his finnes, 
or repent’ him ‘for ‘the grevous maladie of his 
deth, “And fer as moche as he ne hath in his Jif 
herkened Jefti Crit whan he hath fpoken unto 
him, he thal ctie unto ‘our Lord at his Juft day, 
and fearcely wol he herken him. And under- 
ftonde that this condition mufte have feure 
thinges; Ref that the fhrift be purveyed afore, 
and avifed, for d haft doth not prefite ; and 
that aman con fhrive him of his finnes, be it of 
Pride, or'envie, and fo ferth, with the fpices and 
cireumftances, and thar he have comprehended in 
his minde the nombre and the gretneffe of his 
fines, and how longe he hath lien in finne, and 
eke that he be contrite for his f and be in 
Redfaft purpofe (by the grace of Ged" never efte 
to fall into finne; and 2lfo that he drede and 
fountrewaite himfelf that he flee the occaliens of 
Finne to which he is inclined: alfo thou shalt thrive 
thee of all thy finnes to o man, and not parcelmele 
too man and parcelimele to another; chat is to 
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THE PERSONES TALE. 
i underftonde, in entent to depart thy confeljon.fur 


fhame or drede, for it is but firanyling of thy 
foule ; for certes Jefu Crift is entierly all good, 
in him is non imperfeétion, and therfore either he 
foryeveth al} parfitly or elles never adele. Ifaynot 
that if thou be ailigned to thy penitencer for cer- 
tain Ginne that thou art bounde to fhewe him all 
the remenant of thy finnes of whiche thou, hait 
ben fkriven of thy curat but if it like thee of thyn 
humilitee ; this is no departing of farif’; ne fay 
not, ther as 1 fpeke of divilion of confef.on, that it 
thou have licence to fhyive thee to a_difcrete und 
an honeft precit, and wher thee likefl., and fy the 
licence of thy curat, that thou ne mayeft wel fhrive 
thee to him of all thy finnes: but etc no biot be 
behind; let no finne be untolde as fer as thou haft 
remembrance, And whan thou fhalt be thriven 
of thy curat tell him eke all the finnes that thou 
haft don fith theu were faite thriven ; this is ne 
wicked entente of divifion of fhrift. 

* Alfo the verzy fhrift axeth certain conditions. 
Firit, that thou fhrive thee by thy free will, not 
conftreined, ne for fhame of folk, ue for maladige 
or {wiche other thinges, for it is refon that he that 
trefpaffeth by his free will, that by his free will he 
confeffe his trefpas, and that non other man telle 
his finne but himfelf; ne he fhal not hay ne 
deny his finne, ne wrath him ayentt the precit for 
amonefting him to lete his finne. The fecond 
condition is, that thy fhrift be lawful, that is to fay, 
that thou that thriveft thee, and eke the preeft that, 
hereth thy confeffion, be veraily in the feith of hio- 
ly chirche, and that a man ne be not difpeired of 
the mercie of Jefu Crift, as Cain and Judas were, 
And cke a man mufle accufe himfelf of his owen 
trefpes, and not another; but he thal blame and 
wite himfelfe of his owen malice and of his finne, 
and non other; but natheles if that another mau 
be enchefon or enticer of his finne, or the eftate of 
the perfdn be fiviche by which his finne is agreg- 
ged, or elles that he may not plainly flrive him 
but he tell the perfon with whiche ke hath finned, 
than may he tell, fo his entent ne be not to 
backbite the perfon, but only to declare his cons 
feffion, 

* Thou ne fhalt not alfo make no lefinges in thy 
confeflion for Jhumilitee, peraventure to fay that 
thou haf committed and don Gwiche finnes of 
¢ thon ne were never gilty; for Schat 
fayth, If thar thou, becaute of thin hue 
on thyfelf, though thou 
finne before yet arte thou than in finne 
thurgh thy Iefing. Thou awit alfo few thy finne 
hy thy propre mouth, bst thou be dombe, and no: 
by no letter; for thou that hai don the finne thou 
fhalt have the fhame of the confeffien. ‘Thou fhale 
not eke peint thy confeffion with faire and futtil 
wordes, to cover the more thy finne, for than be- 
gilc thoi: thyfelf and not the preet : thou muft 
telle it plainly, be it never fo foule ne fo horrible, 
Thou fhalt eke fhrive thee toa preeft that is dif. 
cretc to confeille thee ; and cke thou fhalt not 
fhrive thee for vaine glorie, ne for ypocrifie, ne for 
no caule. bat only for the dare a” Oth and” 
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the hele cf thy foule. Thon fhaltaot:eke rentic to 
the preeti al fodenly to tell him lightly shy finne, 
ag who gelleth a jape or a tale,.but-avifedly and 
with good devotion ; and generally thrive. thee 
ofte : if theu o’te fall, ofte arife by confeffion. And- 
though thou fhrive thee efter than ones-of finne 
which thou haft be fhriven of it is more merite ; 
ant; as layth Seint Auguttine, Thou thalt have'the 

_ more lightly relefe and grace of God both of fiane 

Va dof peim\ Acd certes ones a yere at the left way 
it is iawful 40 be houfeled, for fothely ones a yere 
all dfings tn ‘the erthe renowcien, 








rRaxblicit fecunda pars penitentia, ct fequitur tertia pars. | 


Now have I told you of veray confeffion, that is | 
the feconde part of penitenee ; the thridde part is 
fatisfaQion, and that ftont moft generally in al- 
maeffe dude and in bodily peinc. Now ben ther 
three maner of almeffle; egutrition of herte, wher 
a man offreth himielf to Ged; another is to have 
pitce of the defaute of his neighbour; and the 
thyjdde i in. yeving of good corfeil goftly and 
bodily wher as mem have ngde, and naniely in ful 
a#cnance of mannes food. . And take kepe that.a 
man hath nee of thile thinges generally; he hath 
nede of fuod, of clothing, and of herberow, he bath 
nede of charitable confeilling and vifiting in prifon 
and in maladie, and fepulture of his ded body. And 
if thou maieft not vifite the nedeful in prifon in 
thy perfor’, vifite hem with thy mefl and thy 
yeftes: thife ben generally the almeffes and werkes 
of charitec of hem that have temporel richeffes or 
difcretion in confeilling. OF thife werkes fhalt 
thou heren at the day of dome. ‘ 

"Vhis almeffe thuldeft thou do of thy propre 
thinges, and haftily and prively, if thou mayeft ; 
but natheles if thou mayelt not do it prively thou 
Shalt not forbere to do almicfle though men fee it, 
fo that it be not don for thanke of the world, but 
only to have thanke of Jef Crift; for, as witnef: 
fith Seint Mathewe, chap. v. A citee may not be 














hid that is fette on a mountaine, ne nen hight not a 
Janterne to put it under a buthell, but fetten it upon 
a candlefticke, to lighten the men in the hous: 
right fo thal your light lighten before men, that 
they mowe Ke your good werkes; and glorifie 
your fader that isin heven. 





praicrs, in wakicg, 
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ifons ye fhul unde. flond, that eri- 
is to fay a pitous will of herte, that 
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fetteth it iu God, andexpreffeth itby word outward | 


eto remeve harmes, aud to have thinges 
and perdurable, and fomtime tempore! 
of which orifons certes in the orifon of the Puter 

nofer hath Jefv Crift enclofed moft thinges: cerces 

privitvged of three thinges in his dignitee, for | 
whiche it is more digne than any other prayer, ! 
for that Jefu Crift himfelf made it; and itis thort, | 
for it fhald be coude the more lightly, and to hold | 
st the more efie in herte, and helpe himfelf the | 
after with this orifo 
tele wery to fay 
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him tolerne it; it ie fe therte and 4 efié, and for + 
comprekendeth in himfelf all good prayers. ‘The 
expofition’of this holy prayer, that is fo excellene 
and fo-digne, I betake;to the maifters of theologies 
fave thus moche well fay, that whan thou prayef 
that God fhuld foryeve thee thy giltes as thou fors 
yeveft hem shat-have agilted thee, be wel ware 
that thou be-net.out of charitee. ‘This holy orifon 
amenufeth eke-venial fiane, and therfore it apper- 
teineth {pecially to penitence.. 

‘This prayer matt be-teewely. fayd, and in perfe 
feith, and that men prayen £%God ordinately, dif- 
cretcly, and devoutly : and alway a man fhal put 
his will to be fubgette to the-will of God. : This 
orifon muft eke be fayd with gret humbleffe, and 
ful pure and honeftly, and not to the annoyance of 
any man or woman; it muft eke be continued with 
werkes of charitec : it availeth cke ayenft the vi- 
ces of the foule; for, as fayth Seint Jerome, By 
fafing ben faved the vices of the, fieth, and. by 
prayer the vices of the foule. 

After this thou fhalt underftonde. that -hodily 
peing ftont in waking; for Jefu Criff fayth, Wake 
year yethat yore enter inte Wicked temp- 
tation: Ye: fhul underftond alfo that fafting 
ftd2t in three thinges, in forbering of bodily mete 
and drinke, in forbering of worldly jolitee, and 
in forbering of dedly finne ; this isto fay, thata 
man fhall kepe him fro dedly finne with all hig 
might. 5 

And thou fhait underftond alfo that God or- 
dained fafting, and: to fafting appertaineth foure 
thinges; largeneffe to poure folk, gladneffe of 
herte fpirituel, not to be angry ne annoied, ne 
grutch for he faftcth, and.alfo refonable konre . 
for toete by mefure, that is to fay, aman thal 
not ete in untime, ne fit the longer at the table 
for he fafteth, : 

Than fhalt thou underftonde that bodily 
peine ftont in difcipline, or teching by word or 
by writing, or by enfample, alfo in wering of here 
or of ftamin, or of habergeons, on hir naked flefh 
for Criftes fake. But ware thee wel that fwiche 
mancr penances ne make not thin herte bitter or 
angry, ne annoied of thyfelf, for better is to caft 
away thin here, than to caft away the fwetneffe of 
our Lord Jefu Crift; and therfore fayth Seint 


| Poule, Clothe youas they that ben chofen of God ia 
Now as for to fpeke of bodily peine, it ftont in | 
i in fatting, and in vertuous | 


herte, of mifericorde, debonairtce, fuffrance, and 
f{wiche maner of clothing, of which Jefu Crit is 
more plefed than with the heres or habergeons. 
"Than is difcipline cke in knocking of thy breft, 
in fcourging with yerdes, in kneling, in tribula- 
tion, in fuffring paticntly wronges that ben don 
to thee, and cke in patient-fuffging of maladies, or 
lefing of worldly cattle, or wif, or child, or other 
friendes. : : 
‘Vhan fhalt thou underftond which thinges 
difourben penance, and this is in foure maners, 
that is, drede, fhame, hope, and wanhope, that is, 
defperation, And for to fpcke fir of drede; 
for which he wencth that he may fafier no pen~ 


nd for a man {huld be the } ance, ther ayenft is remedic {or to thinke that 
and for a man may not excuie | bodily penance is but fhort, and litel at regard of 
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the peine of elie, that is fo cruel and fo long, that 
it Jaferh withouten ende 

Now ayenft the fhame that 2 nan hath to fhrive 
him, and namely thife ipocrites, that wold be 
holden fo parfit that they have no nede to fhrive 
hem, ayenft that fhame fhuld a man thinke, that 
by way of refon he that hath not ben afhamed to 
do foute thinges, certes him ought not be afhamed * 
so do faire thinges,and that is confeflions. Aman / 
fhuld alfo think that God feeth and knoweth al ! 
his thoughtes, and al his werkes, and to him may : 
nothing be hid ne covered, Men fhuld eke ree} 
membre nem of the fhame that is to come at the ' 
day of dome to hem that ben not penetent in this ; 
pretent lif; for all the creatures im heven and in | 
erthe, and in helle, flral fee apertly all that they 
Biden in this world. . 

Now’fot to fpeke vf the hope of hem that ben 
fo negligent and flowe tc fhrive hem, thar ftond~ 
eth in two maners; that on is that he hopeth | 
fer to live long, and for to purchafe moche rich~ | 
effe for hir delit, and than he wol fhrive him, and, | 
as he fayth, he may, as him fyneth, than timely 
ynough come to fhrift; another is the futquedrie 
that ue hath in Criftés mercie. Ayenft the fir 
vice he thal thinke that our lif is in no fikern&ffe, 
and eke that all the richeffe in this world bea in 
avencure, and paifen as a fhadowe on a wall; and 
as{ayth Seint Gregorie, that it appertaineth to 
the gret sightwifneffe of God that never thal j 
the peine ftinte of hem that never wold withdrawe 
hem from finne, hir thankes, but ever continue in 
finne. For thilke perpetual will to don fnne 
Hall they have perpetual peine, 

Wanhope is in two maners ; the firft washope 
is in the mercie of God ; that other is that they 
think that they ne might not long perfevere in 
goodneffe, he firft wanhope cometh of that, he 
demeth that he hath finned fo gretly and fo oft, 
and fo long lyn in finne, that he fhal not be faved, 
Certes ayenft that curfed wanhope fhulde he 
thinke that the paffon of Jefu Crift is more 
Rronge for to unbinde than finne is ftrong for to 
Binde. Ayentt the fecond wanhope he hal , 
thinke that as often as he falleth he may arifen 
again by penitence; and though he never fo longe ; 
hath lyen in finne, the mercie of Crift is alway ‘ 
redy to receive hita to mercie. Ayenft that! 
wanhope thathe demeth he fhald notlong perfever | 
in goodneffe -he thal think, that the febleneffe of 
the devil may nothing do but if men wol fuffre | 
him; and cke he fhal have ftrength of the helpe | 
of Jefw Crift, and of all his chirche, and of the 
protedtion of angels, if him lift, 

‘Than thal men underftonde what is the fruit of 
penance; and after the wordes of Jefu Criit it is 
an endeles bliffe pf heven, ther joye bath ae con- 
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trarioficee of wo ne grévance; ther ail harmes 
ben paffed of this prefent lif: ther as is fikerneflé 
from the peines of helle; ther as is the blisful 
compagnie that rejoycen hdm ever ma everich of 
others joye ; ther as the body of man, that whilomn 
was foule and derke, is more clere than the fonne; 
ther as the body that witilom was fike and freele, 
feble and mortal, is immortal, and fo ftrong and fo 
hole, that ther ne may nothing appeire it; ther as 
ismeither hunger, ne thurfte, ne cold¢, but every 
foule replenifhed with the fight of the Sarfit know- 
ing of God. This blisful regne mpwe men pure 
chafe by poverte fpirituel, and the glory by" low- 
lineffe, the plentee of joye by honger and shure; 
and the refte by travaile, and the if by deth and 
mortification of finne : to which life he us bring 
that bought us with’ his preciou3 blood! dimen, 

Now preye I to hem alle that herken this lite) 
tretife or reden it, that if ther be any thing in ip 
that liketh hem that therof they thanken our 
Lord Jefu Crift, of whom procedeth alle witte 
and all godeneffe ; and if ther be any thing that 
difplefeth hem, I preye hem alfo that they arsatte* 
it to the defaute of myn unkonning, and not to 
my wille, that wold fayn have feyde better if x 
hadde had koning ; for oure boke feyth, All that 
is written is written for oure dodtrine, and that 
is myn entente : wherfore I befeke you mekely, 
for the mercie of God, that ye preye for me that 
Crift have mercie of me and foryeve mc my 
giltes, (and namely of myn Tranflations and en- 
ditinges of worldly vanitees, the whichI revoke 
in my retra¢tions; as The Boke of Troilus, The 
Boke alfo of Fame, The Boke of ‘he Five-and- 
twenty Ladics, The Beke of ‘The Duchefle, The 
Boke of Seint Valentines Day of the Parlement of 
Briddes, The Tales of Canterbury, thilke that 
founen unto finne, The Boke of the Leon, and 
many an other Bokes, if they were. in my ree 
membraunce, and many a Song, and manyaleche+ 
rous Lay, Crift of bis grete mercie foryeve me 
the finne! but of The tranflation of Boes of 
Confolation, and other Bokes of Legendes of 
Saints, and of Omelies, and Moralite, and Devo- 
tion, that thanke I oure Lord Jedu Crift and his 
blifsful-mother, and alle the feintes in heven, be- 
feking hem "that they fro hensforth unto my 
lyves ende fende me grace to bewaile my gilts, 
and to ftodien to the fuvation of my foule,) and 
graunte me grace, of veray penance, confeflion 
and fatisfaion to don in this prefent lif, thorgh 
the henigne grace of him that is King of kinges 
and Prefte of alle preftes, that bought us with 
the precious blode of his herte, fo that I mote 
ben on of hem atte the lafte day of dome that 
fhullen be faved ; Qui cum Deo patre et Spiritu fance 
to vivis et regras Dew per omnia fecula, Amen, 
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Now lithin and liftinith, and 
Herkinith you aright, 
And ye fhuilin herc me tell 
You of a doughti knight. 

Sir Johan of Boundis clepid was 
This ilk* knight'is name ; 
Wele coudin he of noriture, 
Ana eke of mochi) game. 

Thre fonnis this knight had, and with 
Fis bodi he them wan ; 
‘The chdeft was a moche threw, 
And fon? he began. 

His brotherin lov’d thir fadir, 
And of him were agaft ; 
'Th’ eldift deferv’d his fadir's curfe, 
And had it at the lait, 

The gode knight his fadir did 
Live fo long and yore,, 
That Deth was comen him unto, 
And handlid him full fore. 

The god: knight ycarid moch, 
Sore fike ther as he lay, 
How that his childerin thulde 
Lyvin after his day. 

He haddé ben widé where, but 
Noon hufbondec he was; 
Alle the londe which that he had 
It was veray purchas; 

And fayn he woldé that it were 
Dreffid among them ail, 
That cverich of them had his part 
As it mighté befall. 

‘Tho fent he into the contré 
Aftir wilé knightis, 
To helpen dele his londis, and 
Dreffin them to rightis. 

He fent them word by letteris 
"That they thulde hyé blyve 
“If that they wol fpeken with him 
‘While that he was on live. 

Sone as thofe knightis herden how 
"Thus feké that he lay, 
‘Tho hadde they no mannir reft 
Nothir by night nor day 

Tyli that they comin unto him, 
Ther as he layd him till, 
Upon his deth’is bedde for to 
Abidin Godd’is will 


Thus then faidin the godé knight, 
Sek ther as he lay, 

Lordis, I warnz you forfothe, 
Withoutin any nay, 

I may not lengir liven herd 
In this forrowful ftound, 

For thorough Godd’is will fapreme 
Dethe drawith me to ground. 

Ther ne was no one. of themalle, 
That herdin him aright, ‘ 
‘Thet thei ne haddé mochil routh 
Upon that ilke knight; 

‘And feide, Sir, for Godd’is love 
Ne difmayen you nought, 

God may don boté of balé 
Which that is now ywrought. 

Then anfwerid them the gode knight, 
Gik¢ there as he lay, 

Boté of balé God may fend, 
I wote it is no nay. 

But I befeké you knightis, 
Al for the love of me, 
Goith and dreffith my londis 
.| Among my fonis thre. 

And, frerdis, for the love of God 
Delith them nat amys, 
nd forgettith not Gamélyn, 

My yonge fon that is. 

‘Takith hedé unto that one 
As wel as to that! other; 

Seldome ye feine any heir 
“] That helpé woll his brother. 

Tho lettin they the knighte liggia 
Which that was not in hele, 

And in thei wentin to gounfaile 
His londis for to dele ; ~ 

For to delin them al too om 
That was ther only thought, 

And for that Gamélyn yongift was 
He thuldé havin nought. - 

Al the londé which that ther was 
They delten it in two, 

And leté Gamélyn the yonge 
Withouten londé4o. 

And evérich of them feiden 
Til othir fullé loude, 

His bretherin mowe give him londe 
Whan that he godis koude: % 
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‘Whan they had delid the londis 
After their owne will, 

‘Yho camin they unto the knight 
"Vher as he lay full ftill, 

And toldin unto him anon 
How that they hadd ywrought, 
And the knight there as he feke lay 
Ylikid it right nought. 

‘Then feidé the knight angrily, 
Tfware by Seint Martyn 
For all that which ye have ydone 
Yet is the londé myn. 

For Godd’is love, my neighbouris, 
Standeith ye alle ftill, 

And I woll delin my londe 
After myn owné will, a 

Johan myn eldift fone fhalt 
Yhavé plowis five, 

‘That was my fadir’s heritage 
While that he was 6n live ; 

And middillift fon fhalt 
Five plowis have of lond 
That I holpe for to gettin 
With myn own righté hond; 

And all myn othir purchafis 
Of landis and of ledes, 

‘That L bequethé Gamelyn, 
And alle my gode ftedes. 

And I befeke you, gode men, 
‘That lawis con of lond, 

For Gamélyn’is love that 
‘Thus my bequeft may ftond. 

‘Thus delid hath the gode knighte 
His londé be his dai, 

Right upon his deth’is beddé, 
Sore fike ther as he lay : 

And fone aftirwerdis he 
Lay as a ftond fill, 

And dyid whan the tymé came, 
Asit was Critis will, 

Anon aftir that he was dede, 
And undir grafs ygrave, 

‘Tho foné the eldir brothir 
Begylid the yongé knave. 

He tokin into his ‘hondis 
His londis and his Iede, 

And alfo Gamélyn himfelf 
‘To clothin and to fede. * 

He clothid him and feddé him 
Evil and cké wroth, 

And letin his londis for fare, 
And als his houfis both ; 

His parkis eke, and his wodis, 
And didd: rothyng wel, 

And fithin he it aboughte 
On his own feire fell. 

So lengé tyme was Gamélyn 
In his brother’s Hall, 

For the ftrengitt of godé will 
‘They doutidin him all. 

There ne was none wight in that place, 
Nothir yongé ne olde, 

‘That woldé wrathin Gamélya 


Gamélyn ftode upon a day 
In his brother’is yerde, 

And he began with his hond? 
To handilis his berde. 

He thoughtin upon his londis, 
That layin’! longe unfawc, 

And alfo of his feire okis, 
‘That douné were ydrawe. 

His parkis werin al brokin, 
And al his deir reved; 

Of alle his gode fledis noon 
‘Was there with him bdleved ; 

His houfis werein unhelid 
And full evilly dight; 

‘Tho thought this yongé Gamélya 
Tt wents not aright. 

Aftcr camé his brothir in 
Ywalkyng ftatelich thare, 

And feidé unto Gamelyn, 
What ? is our meté yare ? 

Tho Gamilyn ywrothid hym, 
And fwore by Godd’is bake, 
Thou fhalt y go bake, luke, thy felf; 
Twol not be thy coke. 

How, brothir Gamélyn, quod he, 
Thus anfwerift me thou? 

‘Thou fpakift nevir foche a word 
Yet as thou doift sow. 

By my faith, feide Gamélya, 
Now me it thinkith nede; 

Of all the harmis that I have. 
I nevir yit toke hede. 

My parkis ben y brokin, and 
My deir ben yreved ; 

Of Fyn harnis and my ftctis 
NofMMt isthcre me beleved. 

Al that my fadir me bequethe 
Al goith. now to fhame, 

And therefore have thou Godd’is curfe, 
Brothir John by thy name. 

Than thus befpakin his brothir, 
That rapé was of veces, 

Stondith fille, thou gadiling, 
And heldith right thy pees: 

‘Thou fhalte ben ful faign to have 
Thy meté and thy wede. 

What ipekift thou, thou gadiling, 
OF lond othir of lede ? 

Then feidé to him Gamélyn, 
The childé that was yinge, 
Chrift’is curfé mote he havin 
‘That clepith me Gadiyng. 

lam no wors gadlying than the, 
Parde ne no wors wight, 

But born I was of a lady, 
And gottin of aknyght. 

Ne durft he not to Gamélyn 
Not oo fote ferthir go, 

But clepid to him his meiné, 
And feidé to them tho; 

Goith and betith wele this boy, 
And ravith him his wit, 

And let him lere another time 
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Then feid the chyld, yong Gamélyn, 


Chriftis curfé mote thou havin 
What? brother art thou myn, 
And if that I thal algatis 
“-¥ betin be anon, 
Cri®is curfé mote thou havin 
But that thou be that one. 
, And righ anon his brothis did, 
In that his gret-. hete, 
Maks hid mein* fett Ravis, 
"This Gum ly¥'to bete. 
+ Whan evertch of them hada ftaff 
into hi‘hond nomin, 
Gamélyn was awar’ tho, 
He forfaugh thtm.comin. 
‘Tho Gamélyn faugh them comin 
« lokid ovir all, 
And was ware of a peftil 
Stodé undir the wall. 

And Gamilyn was fully light, 

~ And thidir gan he lepe, 
An’ droffe ali his brother's men 
Right fone on an hepe. 

He lokid like a wild lion, 
And laidin on gode wone ; 

"Tho whan his brothir feye that 
He beganne to goune. 

He fleigh up untill a lofté, 
And thet the dor fait: 

"hus Gamelyn with his peftil 
Mad : them all agaft. 

Som fot Gamélyn’is love, 
And fome for his envie, 

All: withdrowen them to halves 
Tho he began to pleie : 

Whut now? feide Gamélyn; brothir, 
Evil moté ye the; 

Wollé ye beginnin contck 
And than fo fon: fle? 

Gam lyn fought his brothir tho 
Whithir he was yowe, 

And faugh where that he lokid out 
Ata folere windowe. 

Brothir, tho feidé Gam: lyn, 
Comith a fitil nere, 

And I wol gechin the a plaic 
Atté the bokillere. 

His brothir to hym anfwerid, 
And fwore by Seint Richere, 
While the peftil is in thyn honde 

I woll comin no nere. 
Brothir, I wal! makin the pecc, 
1 fwere by Crift’s ore ; 
Cuftith away the pcftil tho, 
And wrathé the na more. 
1 mot Tedis, f¢ide Gamilyn, 
Wrathé me at onys, 
For that thou woldift make thy men 
To breikin my bonis. 
Nehad I haddin meyn and might, 


Te tna “une tae errece. 





To Gamélyn tho feidin his 
Brothir ; Be thou not wrothe, 
For to fein the havin harme . 
Me werin righté lothe. 
Ine did it not, my brothir, 
But right for a fonding, 
For to lokin if thou were ftrong, 
And art fo very ying. 
Come adoun then to me, quod he, 
And graunt: me my bone, 
Of 00 thing I wol aikin the, 
And we fhul faughté fone. : 
Adoun then camim hid brothir,‘ 
That fikill was and fell, 
And was [withé right fore aghaft 
OF that ilké peftil. 
He feidé, Brothir Gamélyn ; 
Afké me now thy bone, 
And loke that you me blamé, but 
Tgraunt? it full fone. 
Tho feiden yongé Gamélyn; 
Brothir myné, I wils 
And if we shullé ben at one 
‘Thou muft me graunté this : 
Al that my fadir me bequethe, 
While that he was on live, 
Thou mufte do me it to have, 
If that we fhul not ftrive. 
That thou fhalt havé, Gamélyn, 
I fwere by Crift’is ore, 
Al that thy fadir the bequethe, 
Though thou woldift have more, 
Thy londé, that now lyith lie, 
Full well it thall be fowe, 
And thyne houfis yraifid up 
That now ben layd full lowe. 
Thus feide the knight to Gamélyn, 
But only with his mouth, 
And thoughté but of falfénefs, 
As he right welé couth. 
The knighté thoughtin on traifon, 
But Gamélyn on noon, 
And went and kiffid his brothir, 
And then they were at oon. 
Alas for.yongé Gamélyn! 
Nothing at al! he wat 
With fwiche falfé traifon 
His brothir hath him kift. 
Lithinith and leftinith, and 
Holdith you fille your tonge,. 
And ye fhull herin flraunge talking 
Of Gamilyn the yonge. 
‘There happid to be there befide - 
Tryid a wrattiling, 
And therefore there was yfettin | 
Aram and alsa ring. 
And Gamélyn was ina will 
To wendé thereunto, 
For to previn his rfighte, and fe 
What that he couth® do. 
Now brothir myne, quod Gamélya. 
By holic Seint Richere 


Wha pants tate lane an choke & 
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"fhat is frefhs to the fporis, 
‘Upon him for to ride s 
4 muftin on an errasid go 
A litil here befide. 

Be God, {cid his brothir tho, 
OF ftedie in my ftall 

. Goith and chofith the the beft, 
And fparith none of alle, 

OF ftedis or of courferis, 
‘That ftondith "hem befide, 

‘And tellith me, my gode brothir, 
Whithur thou wilté ride. 

Heré befidis, brothir, is 
¥cryid a wraftling, 

And therefore thalle ben y fete 
Aram and als a ring. 

Moché worthip it were fothly, 
Brothir, unto us all 
Might J the ram and als the ring 
Bringin home to the Hall. 

A ftedé there was fadilid, 
‘Smarth was it and eke flcte; 
Gamtlyn diddin a peire of 
Sporis faft on his fete. 

He fat his fote im the ftirrop, 
The ftedé he beftrode, 

And towardis the wraftilling 
The yongé childé rode. 

Tho Gamélyn the yongé was 
Riddin out at the gate, 

‘The falfé knight his own brothir 
Lokkid it aftir thate, - 

And he befoughtin Jefu Crit, 
‘That is of hevin king, 

‘That he might: brekin his nck 
In that ilk wraftiling. 

Affone as Gamélya cam there 
‘The wraftling plac? was 
‘He lightid down of the ftede 
_And ftodin on the gras. 

And ther he herd a frankelyn 
‘Weloway for to fing, 

And beganin all hittirly 
His handis for to wring. . 

Godée man, feidé Gamelyn, 
‘Why makift thou this fare? + 
Js ther no man that may you help 
Out of this nicé care f 

Alas! feidé this frank¢lyn, 
‘That evir I was bore! 

For tweié ftalworthé fonis 
Twene I have forlore. 

Achampion isin the place 
"That has wroughtin me forow, 
¥or he hath fiayn my too fonis 
But if that God them borrow. 

I woldé givin ten pourdis, 

Be Jefu Crift, and more, 
‘With the nonis 1 fond a man 
"To handilin him fore. 

CGodé man, feid? Gamélzn, 
Wilt thou this we 
Holdé my hors while Fhat my man 


YVdsawith of niyiefhe. 
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And helpe my man alfo to kepe 
My clothis and my ftede, 
And I woll into the place gon 
‘And loke how I may [pede. 

By God, feidé the frankelyn, 
It fhall right fo be don, 
1 woll my filfin be thy man 
‘To drawin of thy hone. 

And wend? you into the place, 
Swete Jefu Crift the {pede, 
And dred. not of thy clothis 
Nor of thy god¢ ftcde- 

Barefote and ungert Gamélyn 
Into the ringe came, 

Allé that werin in the place 
Hedin of him the name, 7 
How he durftin aventure him 

On him to don his might 
That was fo doughti a champion 
In wraftling and in fight. 
Upilert? tho the champion 
Ful rapely right anon, 
‘Towardis yong Gamélyn 
He tho began to gon, 
And feidé, Who is thy fadir, 
And who is eke thy fire? 


} Forfothé thou art a gret fole 


For that thou camift hire. 

Anon Gamélyn anfwerid 
The ftout champion tho, 

Thou knewift full wele my fadir 
Whilé that he couth¢ go: 

Whilis that he was on live, 
I fwere by Seint Martyn, 
Sir John of Boundis washis name, 
And Iam Gamélyn. 

-Felawe, feidé the champion, 
So evir note I thrive, 
I knew right welé thy fadir 
While that he was on live 5 

And thy felfin, yonge Gamélyn, 
} will that thou it here, 

Whiles thou wert a yongé boy 
A moché threw thou were. 

Then feid: yong? Gamelyn, 
And fwore bi Crift’is ore, 

Now am T oldir wox thou thalt 
Y findin mea more. 

Be God, feidé the champion, 
Weicome moté thou be; 

Come thon onys in my honde 
Shaltin thou nevir the. 

It was weld within the night, 
And bright the mone fhone, 
Whan Gameélyn and the champion | 
Togidir gan to gon. 

‘The champion caftt tornis 
‘To Gameélyn that was pret, 
And Gamelyn ftodin ftillé, 

And bad him don his beft. 

‘Then feiden yongé Gamélyn 
Unto the champion, 

Now that I have fully provid 
Many ternis of thine, 
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‘Thou moftin, feide Gamélya, 
Prove oon or two of myn. 

Gam3lyn to the champion 
Yede fmartily anon, 

Of-al the tornis that ke coude 

THe thewid him but one ; 

"* And keft him on the lifté fide 

~That Yhre ribbis to brak, 
And thereunto his eft arma, 

athat gaf a gretté crak. 

\_, Than feid2'yongé Gam¢lyn 
Smert}},t him anon, : 
Shall its¥g holdin for.a caft, 

Or ellis go far none ? 

Bi Gon {eidé the champion, 
Whedir fo that ig be, 

He that ones comith in thyn hand 
lin he nevir the. 

Than feidé the frankélyn, that 
‘Thre fonis there had lore, 

Bleflid be thou, yong: Gamélyn, 
‘That ever thou were bore ! 

Foy now unto the champion 
‘This pave I for to feie, 

This is the yong: Gamélyn 
‘That taughté the to pleic. 

Ayen anfwerde the champion, 
‘That likid nothyng well, 

He isallé their maiftir, and 
His pleié is right fell. 

Sithin that T wriftilid firft 
At is gon full yore, 

But f was nevir in my life 
Handilid fo before. 

Yonge Gamélyn ftode in the place 
Allone withouten ferk, 

And feide, If there be ary mo 
Let them comé to werk, 

‘The champion which that painié 
Him to workin fo fore, 

It femith by his countinaunce 
‘That he willé no more, 

Gamelyn in the placé ftede 
Stillé as any ftone 
For to abidin wraftiling, 

But there ycomith none. “+ 

‘There’ ne was none with Gamélyn 
That wolde wreftle more, 

For he handilid the champion 
So wonderoufly fore. 

‘Two gentilmeiné that owned the place 
Come to Gamclyn, God geve them grace! 
And feidé to him, Have done on 
“Phy hofin and thy fhone; 
Forfothé at this timé all 
This faire it is ydgne. 

Tho {cige to them Gameélyn, 
So mote I well yfure, 

T have not yet halvindele 
Yfoldé all my ware, 

‘Than feide the champion fo broke, 
Tmay it welé fwere 
He is a fole that therof bieth, 
“Thou fellett it fo dere, 





“Tho feide to him the frankélyn, 
‘That was in mochill care, 

Fellaw, he faide, whi lakkit 
Thou fo moche of his ware? 

Be Seint Jame, that in Galis is, 
That many man has fought, 

Yet it is moche too god: chepe * 
That thou haften yboughe. 

Tho that the wardinis werin 
OF that ilk wraftiting 
Comin forth, and brought Gimélyn 
The ram and alsthe ring, « 

And thus wann yongé Gathélyz 
‘The ram and eke the ring, 

And wenté forth with mochil joy 
Homeward in the morning. 

His brothir fe where that he come 
With all the grett? rout, 

And bad the porter fhate the gate, 
And holdin hima without. : 

‘The porter of his lord’is word 
‘Was fo right fore agaft, 

And ftert anon unte the gate 
And lokkid it full fat. 

Now lithinith and Ieftinish 
Both: yongé and old, 

And ye fhullin her? gamin 
Of Gamelyn the bold. 

Gamilyn cometh therunte 
For to have comen in; 

But all in vaine; the dore then was 
¥ shite faft with a pyn. 

Than feid? yong? Gamelyn, 
Porter, undo the yate, 

For many a god2 mana’is 
Sonné ftondith thereat. 

Then anfwerid him the porter; 
And {wore by Godd’is berde, 
Thou ne fhalt, frénde Gamélyn, 
Comin into this yerde. 

Thou lyift, feidt Gamélyn, 

So broukin I my chynne : 
He fmote the wikit with his fote, 
And brak away the pyn. 

‘The porter ftreightwey faughé the 
It might no bettir be, 

He fette fote on erthe, and 
Faft he began to fle. 

Bi my faith, feid2 Gameélyn, 
‘That travaile is ylore, 

For {am on fote asdight as 
Thow, though thow had yfwore, 

Gamelyn ovirtoke the porter, 
And his teené ywrak, 

And gert him full upon’ the nek, 
That he the bon to brak ; 

And toke him by that oen armé, 
And threw him in a well ; 

Seven hundrid fade’ it was depe, 
As I have herd: tell. . 

Whan Gamélyn the*tyorgé thus 
Had yplaied his play, 

Alle that in the yerdé were 4, 
Withdrewin them away, * 
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That dredin him full fore for 
‘The wreke that he wrought, 
And for the fayir cumpany 
‘That he had thither brought. 

Yong Gamélyn yede to the gate 
And let2 it up wide, 

He letin in allé the rout, 
That gon woldin or ride; 
And feidé, Ye bqn ywelcome 
* 'Withouten any greve, 
For we wol ben maifteris here, 
And afké no man leve, 

It n’as but yefterdai £ lafe, 

Saide yong? Gamélyn, 
In my brother’is feleris 
Five toun of right gode wyne. 

1 will not this cumpany 
Partyn with me on twyn, 

And if ye will don aftir me, 
Whilany fope is inn: 

And if my brothir grutchith us, 

Or makith it foule chere, 
Othir for fpence of mete and drink 
‘That we fhull fpendin here, 
T am the ovircaterir, 
And bere our althir purfe, 
He fhallé have for his geutchiag 
Sanéia Maria’s curfe. 
My brothir is but a nigon, 
I fwere by Crift’is ore, 
And we woll fpemdt largily 
‘That he hath {parid yore. 

And whofo that makith grutching 
‘That we do here ydwell, 

‘He fhall go unto the porter 
Tuto the drawe well. 

Sevin dayis and fevin nightes 
Gamélyn held his feft, 

With moché folace that there was, 
And eke no mannir hefte. 

Allin a Ltil torrit his 
Brothir laydé yfteke, 

And faugh him waftin his godis, 
But durft3 not to fpeke. 

Right erli in a morrowning, 
Upon the eighté day, 

‘The geftis come to Gamélyn, 
And wold! gon thir way. 

Lordis, tho feidé Gamélyn, 
And wollin ye fo hie? 

All the wyn is not yet dronk, 
So broukin I mine eye. 

Yonge Gamclyn in his herté 
‘Was forowfull and wo 
‘Whan that his geftis toke their leve 
And fro him woldé go, 

He woldé that they had dwellid 
Lengir, and they feide Nay, 

But bitaught Gamélyn to God, 
. And bad him have gode dai. 

‘Thus madé Gamélyn his«cfte, 
And brought it well to eng; 

And aftirward hpy geffs toke 
Leveé their w: ee ‘end, 


Now lithinith and iRinielt, 
And holdith you your tonge, 

And ye fhuiin heré gamin - 
Of Gamélyn the yonge. 

Herkinith, Lordilingis, and, 
Liftinith you aright, |, 
Whan ull the geftis weren gon 
How Gamélyn wasdight. 

Alls the while that Gamélys | 
Had hold his mangerie 
His brothir thonght on him. bewrcke 
With his falfe trecheric ; 

Tho whan that Gamélyn'i ig geftes 
¥ ridin were and gon 
Gamelyn ftode anon alone, 

Frend: tho had he none. ans 

Tho aftir this full fone. it. fell, -” 
Within a littil ftound, 

That Gamélyn was takin, and 
Fullhardly was he bound. 

‘Than forth comith the falfe knight 
Out of the foleré, 

And to Gam¢lyn his brothir 
He goith full nere, 

And feiden unto Gamélyn, 
Who mede the fo bold 
Fer to deftroyin and wafté 
The ftore of my houfhold ? 

Brothir, anfwered Gam? ‘lyn, 
Now wrathe the right noght, 

For it is many day agon 

Sithins ic was ybought : 

ir, thou haftin hadde, 
Richere, 

Of fiftenc plowis of lond? 

This full fixtene yere; 

And of all? the beflis which 
Thou hatte forth ybredd, 

‘That my fadir to nre bequethe 
Upon his deih’is bedd : 

Of all? this full fixtene yere 
Igev: the the prow, 

For the meté and the drinkée 
‘That we have {pendid now. 

Than thus feid3 the fulfé knight, 
(Full evil mote he the) 
Herkinith, brothir Gamelyn, 
What I woll gevin the ; 

For of my body, brothir, beic 
Y gettin have { none; 

I wollé makin the my heir, 
I fweré by Szint John. 

Par mafay, feidé Gamélyn, 
And if that it fo be, 

And thou thinkeft as thou feyift, 
May God yeldin it the ! 

Nothing wifté yong Gam¢lyr, 
Of his brother’is gile, 

And therefore he him begilid 
In verry littil while, 

Gamélyn, feiden he,o thing 
T nedis muft-the tell, 

‘Tho whan thou threwe my porter 
Into the drawé well, 
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T fworé in that wrathé, and 

in that my greté mote, 

‘That thou fhuldift ybondé be 

Both hond? and eke fote : 

* And therefore I-befech3 the, 
.My brother Gamélyn, ° 

1 E gtith thou noght me be forfworn, 
AS Prothir art thou mine ; 

But letith me ybindin the 
Eh hondé and eke fote, 

for’ qneyo holdin myne avough; 
RightgN thesbehote. © ~ 

Brotngd tho fcid? Gamélyn, 
As fo Jgyotin the, 

“Vhoughay*; not ben forfworin 
For tke love : 

Aolto madin thet this Gamélyn 
“'o fitte, might he not ftand, 
"Fyll that be him ybondin had 
Both fote and affo hand. 

The falfe knight his brothir of 

Gamélyn was agaft, 

And fenté aftir fetteris 

‘To fetterin him faft. 

* Ais brothir made lefingis 
Gn him ther as he ftode, 
And toldé them that comin in 
‘That Gamélyn was wode. 

Gamélyn ftode to a poft 
Y bondin in the Hail, 

And tho that ther yeomin ia 
Lokid upon him all. 

Evir ttodé yong Gamélyn 
Evin bolte upright, 

But mete nor drink ne had he none 
Nowthir by day ne night. 

‘Tho feidé yongé Gamélyn, 
Brothir myn, by my hals 
Now { have wele e{pyid that 
‘Thou art a parti fals, 

Had I but wifté that trefon 
‘That thou haddift yfond 
I woldin have gevin ftrokis 
Or 1 had ben ybound. 

Gamélyn flodé thus bondin 
As ftill us any ftone 
Fpr too dayis and too nightis, 
And meté had he none. 

‘Then feide at lait this Gamélyn, 
‘That ftodé boundin ftrong, 
Adam Spencer, methinkith that 
I faite al to Song; 

‘Therefore, Adam le Difpencer, 
‘Now I befeche the 
For the moché lové with which 
My fadir lovid the, 

H thommay cgmin to the kaies, 
Lefiya. me out f bond, 

And'for thi I woll departin 
With the of my fre lond. 
, Than him anfwerid this Adam, 
‘Which that was the Spencer, 
'Thave yfervid thy brothir 
‘This full fixtené yere, 
Vout 


And if I fhuld* letin you 
To gon out of his boure 
He woldin aftirwardis feye 
‘That ¥ were a traytour. 

Adam, anfweryd Gamélyn, 
So broukin I myn hals, 

Thoa fhalté findin my brothir 
At the laft righté fals; 

Andtherefore; brothir Adam, me 
Lofé out of my bonds, + 
And I wollé departin with 
‘The of myn own fre londs, 

Upon fo gode a forewardé 
Saidin Adam, I wis 
T wollé doin thereunto 
Allé that in me is. 

Adam, tho feid? Gamelyn, 
As fo mowin I the, 

IT woll holdé the covénaunt, 
Aq thou too wollé me. 

Anon as Adam his lordé 
To beddé was ygone, 

Adam toké the kaies, and fat 
Gamlyn out anon. 

He unlokid yonge Gamélyn 
Both hondis and eke fete, 

On hope of the avauncément 
Which that he him béhete, 

Then feide yongé Gamélyn, 
Thankid be Godd’is fonde, 
For now that 1 am ylofid + 
Both fote and alfo hond! 

Had I but etin a litil, 

And thereto dronk aright, 
‘There is non in this houfé that 
Shuld bind2 me this night. 

Tho Adam toké Gam?lyn, 
As ftill as any ftone, 

And haddin him into the fpence 
Right rapiiy anon; 

And fettin him to his foupere 
Right in a privie ftede, 

And badin hym do gladily, 
And Gamrelyn fo dede. 

» Anon affone as Gamélyn 
Had ctin wel and fine, 

And thereunto had ydrankin 
Well of the redé wyne, 

Adam, feide yongé Gamélyn, 
Tell what is now thy rede ; 
For me to go to my brothir, 
And gerdin of his hede? 

No, Gamélyn; feidin Adant, 
It fhall’ not be fo, Ss 
But J can tellé the a rede 
That is yworth the too. 

1 wote wele forfothé that 
(And this it is nenay) 
We shullin have a wpangeri¢e 
Right: upon Sondaya, _ 

Of abbotis and préwuris 
Full many here thal bey, 
And othir men of holie chexehe ~ 
As ican tellé the i ‘ 
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‘Thou fhalté ftond up by the pot; 
As thou were hondé fait, 

And I hall them leve ynlok, that 
Away thou may. them caft: 

“And whan that they have y ctin, 
And wafhjn have their hondes, 
‘Tho thou halt befpekin them alk 
‘To bring the out of bondes : 

And if that they will borrow the 
“Phat werin a gode game, 

“Than werin thou out of prifon 
And I als out of blame; 

But if chat evérich of them 
Sayé unto us Nay, 

Tfhullé don anothir thing, 
I fweré by this day. 

‘Thou fhullé have a godé Raffle, 
And { woll have asother, 

And Crift’is curfe have that oon 
“That failé thall that othir, 

Ye, for God, feidé Gamélyn, 
1 fay it right for me 
Mf that I failin on my fide 
‘Than evil mote I the. 

Tf that we fhullin algatis 
Alfoile them of thire fynne; 
Warnith me, my brothir Adam, 
‘Whan that we ffiall begynn. 

Now Gamélyn, feiden Adam, 
Ey Seinté Charité 
I wollé warné the beforn 
Whan that the time hall be, 

Whan that I twidkin upon the 
Loké for to be gon, 

And caft away the fetteris, 
And come to me anon. 

Adam, feid? yong Gam’ lyn, 
¥ bliffid be thy bones! 

‘That isa righté gode counfaile 
Y¥ gevin for the nones. 

Tf that they fhullin werné me 
'To bring the out of bendes 
Twollé fettin gode ftrokis 
Full right upon their lendes, 

Tho the Sondy was ycomin, 
And thefe folk to the fete ; 

Faire they wercin ywelcomid 
Bothe the lefte and mefte. 

And evir as they at the Hall 
Doré were comin in 
‘They eVérich caftin an eie 
On yorg: Gamélyn. 

‘The falfe knight his ownbrothir, 
So full of trecherie, 

Allé the geftes that there were 
At that ilk mangerie 

Of Gamélyn his own brothir 
He toldin them with mouth 
Allé the harmis and the fhame ~ 
‘That e’ere he tellé couth. i 

‘Tho they werein yfervig f}.cit 
Of meflis too or thrng 
‘Than feide yongé 
How do ye fervé-n: # 











It ne is not wele yfervid, 
Be God that allé made, 
That 1 fhold fittin here fafting. 
And othir men make glade. 
‘The falfe knight. his brothis, 
hereas that he yitode, 
"foldin to allé his gcftis 
That Gamélyn was wode. 
‘And Gamelyn there ftodé ftill; 
And anfwerid right noght, 
But of Adam'is wordis he 
Heldé fill in his though. 
Tho Gamélyn began to fpek*, 
Right doulefuily wichall, 
Unto the gretté lordis that 
Y fatyn in the Hall: 
My Lordings, tho feiden he, * 
For Crift’is paflion 
Helpin to bringé Gamelyn 
Out of thilké prifon. 
‘Than feidé to him an abbot, 
(Sorow upon his cheke !) 
He thallin have Crift’is curfe 
And Seinté Maries cke, 
‘That fhall the out of this prifor 
Beggin owthir borow, 
But evir worthé hym full wele 
That doth the mykil forow. 
And anon aftir that abbot 
‘Than fpakin anothir, 
1 woldé that thyn hede were of 
“fhough thou were my brothir. 
Aulé that the shall borrowitt 
Moté them foulé fall ; 
And thus yfeiden allé they 
‘That werin in the Hall, 
Than feid? to him a priour, 
Evil mowin he thrive t 
It is gretté forow and care, 
Boy, that thou art on live. 
On, on, feide yonge Gamélyn, 
So broukin I my bone, 
Now that I havin efpyid 
That frendis have T none. 
Acurfid mot he werthd bey 
Bothé flefhé and blode, 
That cvir doth to priouris 
Or abbotes any gode, 
Anon Adam the Difpencey 
Takin up hath the cloth, 
And lokid unto Gamélyn, 
And faugh that he was wroth. 
Adam of the pantrie at thills: 
Time litil he thought. 
And too godé ftavis unto 
‘The Hallé dore he brought. 
Adam lokid on Gamelyn 
And he was war anon, 
And caft awaie the fetteris, 
And began for to gon. 
Tho he camin unto Adam, 
He toke to the one ftaff, 
And beganning to werke wele, 


And gode ftrokis he gaff. 
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Gamélyn came into the Hall, 
And Adam Spencer both, 
And lokid them all aboutin 
As they hadd: ben wroth. 
Gamilyn fprenith holi watir 
All with an okin fpire, 
Thrg fome of them that ftode upright 
Fillin into the fire. 
‘There was no mannir lewdé man 
tin th. Hall ftode 


wild doin Gamglyn, 
pares ” 
ftbds belidin, and 
 bothe werch, 
addé no routhé 
Qf mén of holtsherch. 
POF abbot or of prior, or 
‘Of monk or of canon, 
"hat Gam:lyn hath overtoke, 
Anon they yedin doun. 
There ne was none of them alls 
"That with his ftuff ymette 
‘This he made them overthrowe, 
Apa quytté them his dette. 
"Tho, Gam:lyn, feidé Adam, 
Por Seint! Charite 
“Payith, | pray, godc liveray, 
And for the love of me ; 
And I wollé kepin the dore; 
So evir here I maffe 
Er that they ben affoilyid 
Ther fhali2 noon ypaile. 
Douté the noght, feide Gamélyny 
While that we ben in fere 5 
But kepé thou welé the dore 
And I woll werkin here; 
Befturrith the, gode Adam, and 
Ne Jettith none yfle, 
And we fhall tellé largily 
How many here there be. 
To Gamiélyn feiden Adam, 
Doith them all but gode, 
Yor thei ben men of holi cherch 5 
Drawith of them no blode ; 
Savith right wele the coroune, 
And doith them no harmes, 
But brekith bothé their leggis, 
And fithin here thir armes. 
Thus Gam lyn and Adam hath 
Y wroughtin righté fat, 
And picidin with the monkies tho, 
And madé them agaft, 
» Forth hidir they comé riding 
Full jolily with fwaines, 
But home agen they werin ledde 
in cartis and in vvaines. 
Tho dP shex paddin all ydone 
Tha'Meidin a gray frere, 
Aks ! alas ! my Lord Abbot, 
What diddé we now here? 
‘Tho that we hither did ycome 
Tt was a coldé rede; 
Us had far better ben at home 
With watir and with brede. 
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While Gamlyn made orderis 
Of monkis and of frere 
his brothir ftile, 

And mad: foul: chere. 

Tho Gam?lyn up with his faff, 
‘That he ful wel: knew, 

And grettin him upon the nek, 
‘That he him overthrewe, 

Aliil above the girdil 
‘The riggin bone to brat, + 
And fett him in the fetteris 
‘There as he fattin arft. 

Sittith thou there, my brothir John, 
Tho {cide Gamelyn, 

For to colin thy houte bodic, 
As I did colé myn. 

And fwithe as they yhaddé wele 
Wroken them on their fone, 

They afkid for the watir,and 
They within them anon. 

What fome of them for their lov, 
And fomé for their awe, 

Alle the fervauntis fervid 
‘Them of the beft: law. 

The thereff was thennis away 
But about a five myle, 

And all wastoldin unto him 
Within a little whyle, 

How Gamilyn and Adam had 
Ydon a forry res, 

Boundin and woundin many men 
Agen the king’is pece. 

Eitfonis tho begannin fone 
Striffe for to awake, 

And the thiregereve about did 
Caft Ganzlyn to take, 

Now lithinith aud leftinith, 
So God geve you gode fine, 
And ye ihull herin a gode game 
Of yongé Gamelyn. 

Now four-and-twenty yongé men, 
‘That holdin them full bolde, 
Comin unto the thiregereve, 

And feid¢ that they wold 

Both Gamélyn and eke Adam . 
Y¥ fette be the way; 

The fhiregereve gafé them leve 
Tho foth as I you fay, 

Thes yong: mein? hiden them 
Faft, wold. they not lynne 
‘Tyil that they comin tothe gate 
There Gam-lyn was inne. 

Thy knokidin upon the gate, 
‘The porter the was nye, 

And Jokid forth out at an hole, 
As man that was full lye 

-The porter had behoidin them 
But for a litil whi’, 
He lovid wel: Gadalyn, 
‘And was adrad of gite, 

And forthi let: thowiket 
¥ fiondin full: fill, 7 ot 
And afkid them that ftant vithins 
What ywas their will? 7 
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For allé the gret cumpany 
‘Than fpake bot one alone, 
Undo the gatis, porter, and 
Late us in ygone. 

Then feide to them the porter, 
So broukin J my chynne 
We fhull: fayin your errand 
Or that ye comin iane. 

Say to Gamélyn and Adam, 
If that ther wille it be, 

We wollé fpekin here with them 
‘Two wordis othir thre. 

Fellaw, {cide the porter tho, 
Stondith thou ther yftill, 

And I woll wend to Gamélyn 
‘To wetin of his wille, 

And in went the porter tho 
‘Yo Gamélyn anon, 

And feid@, Sire, 1 warne you 
That here be come your fone ; 

For lo! the thiregerev’is men 
Now ben all at the gate 
For to ytekin you bothe ; 

Shallé ye not efcape. 

Porter, tho feide Gamélyn, 
So mote UL wele the, 

F woll allowé the thy wardes 
‘Whan I my time fe. 

Go ageyn, portey, to the gate, 
And dwell with'them a while, 

’ Awaitin, and thou fhalté fe 
Right fone, porter, a gile: 

Adam, tho fcidé Gamélyn, 
Loke the to be gon, 

We havé foomen at the gate, 
And frendis nevir oite. 

It ben the fhiregerev’is men 
"That hithir ben comin, 

They ben yfwore togideris, 
That we fhull be nomin. 

To Gamélyn feid? Adam, 
Hié the righte belyve, 

And if I failé the this day 
‘Than evil mote I thryve. 

And we fhullin fo welcomé 
‘The hhiregerev’is wien, 

"That fome of them | trow fhall make 
‘Their beddis in the fen. 

Then thoroughthe pofterné gate 
Yong Gam‘ lyn our went, 

And a gode fturdic carté ftaffe 
In his honde he heut. 

“ And Adam Spencer henté fone 
Anothir gretté ftaff 

For to helpé young Gaméelyn, 
And gode ftrokis he gaffe. 

Adam yfellid hath his tweyne. 
And Gam.lyn felled thre, 

‘The tothir fetté on erth, 
And faft began to fic, 

What ? feidin Adam Spencer} ho, 
So cvir hire I maffe_ 


Vhavé right gode redile y’yne 
Pray drinkith er ie of, : 








Nai, nai | by God, feidé they tho, 
‘Thy drink is nothing gode, 

It woldé makin mann’is brayne 
To lyin in his hode. 

Yong Gameélyn tho ftode Rill, 
And lokid him about. 

And faide, The thiregereve comith 
With a full grett2 rout. 

Adam Spencer, feid Gamélyn, 
My rede it is now this, 

Abidin we not lengir here 
Left we farin amys. 

T rede that we to wode y gorm 
Er that we be yfound; 

Betir is there lofe forto gonn 
‘Than in the toune ybonnd, 

Adam them tok? by the hond 
This yongé Gamélyn. * 

And cché of them to the othir 
Drankin a draft of wyne. 

And aftirwardistoke theircourfe, 
And wenté ftreight their way ; 
‘Pho fond the thiregereve the neft, 
But in it was none ay. 

The fhiregereve lightid adoune, 
And went into the Hall, 

And fond the lord yfetterid 
Full faft? therewithall, 

The thireve tho unfetterid 
Him right< fone anon, 

And fentin aftir a gode leche 
To hele his riggé bon, 

Leté we new this falfé knight 
Lic in his mochill care, 

And tellé we of Gamélyn, 
And loké how he fare. 

Gamélyn into the wild wode 
Yftalkid is full ftille, 

And Adam le Difpencer it 
Yiikid but right ille. 

Tho Adam fwore to Gamélyr, 
And that be Sciat Richere, 

New I fay that itis mery 
To ben a difpencer ; 

‘That muché Jevire nie werin: 
‘The kayis for to Bere, 

‘Than walkin ih this wilde wode. 
My clothis all to teré. 

Adam, ong Gamelyn, 
Difmaye the right noght, 

For many a gode mann’is child 
In caré is ybrought. 

As they thus in the wode ftodin, 
Ytalking both in fere, 

Adam herdé talking of men, 
And nigh them thonght they were- 
Tho Gamelyn undir the wild 

Wodé lokid aright, 
Full {evin feore of yongé men 
He faugh right wel ydight ; 

Alle were fatté at their mete 

Ina compas about ; 
Adam, tho feidé Gamélyn, 
Now havin ye no doute, 

3 
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For aftir bale comith bote, 
‘Thorough Godd’is grete might ; 
Methinkith of mete and of drink 
‘That I havin a fight. 

Adam le Difpencer lokid 
Tho undir wode bowe, ~ 

>And whan that he the meté faugh 
Tha he was glad inowe; 

Fo¥ now he hopid unte God 
For to havin his dele, 

“And he was ful fore alongid 
“fing ode mele, “ 

Ancy Dyaentidial word 
Streightsee maiftir butlawe 
Saugh Gamn‘lyn and Adam both 
Undireche “xgdé thaw. 

. bo! Jounge isa, feide the maittir 
Olaw, by the gode rode 
im aware of fome geftis, 
Pray God fendin us gode! 

Loke 1 yondir be twoyongé men 
‘That ben right wel adight, 

A! peradventure they ben mo, 
Wholo lokid aright. 

, Siifeth up quick yongé men, 
And fett? them to me, 

For it is gode that we wetin 
*What meine that they be. 

* Up thei ftertin quik at that word, 
Sevin fro the dinnere, 

And they mettin with Gamélyn 
And Adam Difpencere, 

Whan that they werin ney to them 
‘Than feide thus that one, 

Yeldith up to us, yonge men 
Your bowis and your flone, 

Than feidé to them Gamélyn, 
‘That yongé was of elde, 

Ful mochil forow mote they have 
‘hat unto you fhall yelde ; 

Tcurfe woll none othir wight 
But right mine owne felve 
‘Pho ye may fettin-unto you 
Fyve, andthan be ye twelve. 

They herdin by his wordis that 
Gret might was in his arme, 

And forthi there was non of them 
That woldé don him harme, 

But fedin unto Gamélyn 
Right mildily and ftill, 

Comith aforin our maittir, 
And fay to him thy will. 

Yongé man, {eidé Gamélyn, 
Upon your leaute 
‘Tellith what man your maifter is 
Which that ye with ybe. 

‘Tho alle they adfwesid him 
At ones vaithout Jefing, 

Our sPajfter is yeorounid 

OLKQitlawis is the King, 
Adam, icide yongé Gamelyn, 

7Go we in Crift’is name, 

He may nothir mete nor drink 

Yeowerné us for fhame; 
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And if that he hendé, and 
‘Comin of gent blode, A 
He woll geve us both mete and drink, 
And doin us fome goode. 

By Scinté Jame,feide Adam the, 
What harme fo that I grete 
1 will adventure me to the 
Doré that 1 had mete. 

Tho Gamélyn and Adam both 
Y wenté forth in fere, 

Aad they both greté the maiftir 
Which that they fondé there. 

‘Than feidée to them the maittir, 
‘That King was of Outlawés, 
What do ye feke, ye yonge men, 
Undir the wode thawes ? 

Yong Gamélyn anfwerid tho 
The King with his coroune, 

He mafté nedis walk in wodes 
‘That may not walk in toune. 

Sire, we walkénot herein wodes 
Non harmé for to do, 

Buc if paradventure we mete 
A dere to fherte thereto, 

As meine that ben right hungry, 
Ard mow no meté fynd, 

And very hardé ben beftad 
Undir the wodé lynd. 

Of Gamélyn'is wordis tho 
The maifter haddé routhe, 

And feidé to them, Ye thall have 
Inow, heve God my trouthe, 

Anon he baddé them fittin: 
Doune for to tukeé reft, 

And baddé them etin arid drink, 
And that too of the beft, » ” 

Asthcy were cting and drinking 
‘Of the be& wele and fine, 

‘Than feide the ton to the tothir 
This is yonge Gamélyn, 

‘Tho was the maifter of outlawes 
Into confaile nomin, 

And told how it was Gamélyn 
‘That thither was comin. 

Anon as he had herdin ali 
How that it was befall, 

He madé Gameélyn maiftir 
Undir him o’re them all. 

Within the third weke aftir thie 
To him comith tiding, 

| To the maiftir of outlawis, 
Which that now was their king, 

That he fhuldé ycomin home, 
For that his pees was made ; 

And of that joyfull tiding he 
Was wondcroufly glade. 

Tho feide he to his yengé men, 
‘The fothé for to tell. 

‘To me be comin t“dingis 
Imay no lengir dweX. 

Tho was youg Garsdlyn anon, 
Withoutin tarying, * 

Made maiftir of outlawis, and. 
Y coroundid their king: 
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Tho was yong Gamélyn crounid 
The King of the Outlawes, 
And among them walkid a while’ 
‘Undir the wodé fhawes. 

‘The falfé knight his brothir now 
‘Was thireg®reve and Sire, 
And lete his brothir be endite 
For haté and for ire. 

Tho werin all his bondmeiné 
Sory and nothing glad 
Whan that Gamélyn their lordé 
‘Wolves Hede was cryed and made, 

And fentin outé his mein& 
Where they mightin him fynd, 
For to fekin yonge Gamélyn 
Undir the ode lynd, 

To tellé to him tidingis 
‘The winde was ywent, 
And allé his gode revied was, 
And ail his men yfhent. 

‘Whan that they haddé hym foundin 
On kneys they them fette, 
And adoun with their hodé, and 
Gamélyn their lord grette, 

‘They feiden, Sire, now wrathé not 
You for the godé rode, 
For we have Trought yeu tidingis, 
But they be nothing gode. 

Now is thy brothir fhiregereve, 
And he hath the baillie, 
And thereto hath enditid the, 
And Wolves Hede doth the crie. 

Allas! tho feidé Gamélyn, 
‘That e’re I was fo flak, 
"That Ine hadd brokin his nek 
Whan I his riggé brak. 

Goith, and gretith you welé 
‘My houfbondis an wif, 
Iwollé ben at the next fhire, 
So havé God my lif. 

Gamélyn camé well redy 
Unto the nexté fhire, 
And there the falfe knight his brothir 
‘Was bothé Lord and Sire. 

Gamélyn camé boldilich 
Into the Moré Hall, 
And put adoun his hode among 
‘The lordilingis all. 

God favé you, Lordilingis t 
Which that now heré be; 
But as for the, brokebak fhereve, 
Evil moté thou the ! 

Why hafté thou doin to me 
"That fhame and villonic 
For to latin endité me, 
And Wolf’is Hede me crie? 

Tho ¢hought the falfé knight on him 
For to have ben awreke, 
And let@ takin Gamélyn 5 
‘Muft he no more yfpeke. 

Mighté there be no manni: grace, 
But Gamélyn at laft 
‘Was into prifoun ycaftin 
And fetterid full fag. 

+ 


‘This Gamélyn hath a brothir 
"That cleped was Sir Ote; 

As gode and hend a knight he was 
As mightin gon on fote. 

Right anon yede a meflager 
Unto that gode knight, 

And toldin him altogethir 
How Gamélyn was dight. 

Anon as Sir Ote herdin had 
How Gamélyn was dight, 

He was right affing fory tho, 
Ne he was nothing light : 

And leté faddle him a nede: 
And ftreit the weie he name? 
And unto his tweie bretherin 
Right foné there he came. 

Sir, feidé this Sir Ote unto 
The fhiregerevé tho, 

We ben but only thre brethren, 
Shall we be nevir mo, 

And thus haft thou yprifounid 
The befte of us all; 

Soche anothir brothir as thou 
Evil mote him befall! 

Sir Ote, feidé the falf? knight, 
Now leté be thy curs ; 

By God for thefe thi wordis he 
Shallé farin the wors. 

Now to the king’is prifoun he © 
Is lefully ynome, 

And ther he hall abidin 
Untill the juftice come. 

But parde, feidé Sir Ote tho, 
Bettir it fhall ybe 
¥biddin him unto maynprife 
And that thou graunté me, 

Untill the nex¢2 fittung fhall 
Come of deliveraunce, 

And than lete Gamélyn fairely 
Yftondin to his chaunce. 

Brothir, in foche a forewardé 
Ttakin him to the, 

‘And by thy fadir’is foul, 
‘That the begat and me, 

If that he be not right redy 
‘Whan that the juftice fitte, 
‘Thou fhalté_berin the judgement, 
For all thy gretté wit. 

I grauntin it wele, feide Sir Ore, 
That it fall fo ybe ; 

Letith delivir him anon, 
And takin him to me. 

Tho Gamélyn was delivered 
To Sir Ote his beothir, 

And that night ydwellid in fere 
‘The ton with the tothir. 

On the morow feide Gamély”, 
Unto Sir Ote the hend, 

My brothir, he feide, forfothe 
I moté from the wend, 

To lokin how my yong? men 
In wode ledin their lif, 

And whethir that they liven now 
In joic or elles in ftrif. 
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Be God, tho anfwerid Sir Ote, * 
That isa coldé rede, 
Now [fe that alle the cark 
Shall fallin on my hede ; 

For whan that the juftice fittith, 
And thou be not yfound , 

fhall anon be takin, and 

“ny ftede be ybound. 
‘othir, tho feidé Gamélyn, 

_ Difmayeé the right noght, 
* Ear be Seinté Jame in Galis, 


~The any man hath fought, 
Ty eit hold 
Me m> : attdway “wit 
I wollzt 4 in there right redy 
‘Wha-. th \the juice fit, 
ie ‘Tan feide cir, Ote to Gamélyn, 
Sod fheldé the fro shame ! 
“Comith whan that thou feift tyme, 
And bring us out of blame. 
Now lithinith and leftinith, 
And holdith you right fill, 
And ye fhullé herin how that 
Gagiélyn had his will. 
Anon Gamélyn wentin his 
Way 1 undir the wode rife, 
nd he yfondé there playing 
“His yongé men of prile. 
Tho was this yongé Gamélyn 
Yn hert right glad inow 
‘Whan that he fond his yongé men 
Undir the wodé bow 
Gamélyn and his yong men 
Ytalkidin in fere, 
And they all hadde right gode game 
Their maiftir for to here. 
His men told him of-aventures 
Which that they had yfound, 
And Gamelyn told them agen 
How he was faft ybound. 
All the while that Gamélyn was 
Outlaw had he no curs: 
‘There ne was no man that for him 
Yferid ought the wors, 
But abbotis and priouris, 
And monkis, and chanon ; 
In them forfothe ne laft he noght | 
‘Whan er he might them nom. 





While Gamélyn and his yong men. 


Ymadé mirthis ryve, 
The falfé knight his own brothir, 
vil moté he thryve! 

For all this while he waft about, 
Both one day and othir, Pd 
On purpofe for to hire the queft 
To hangin his brothir. 

Gameélyn ftocin on’a day, 

And r hin; he beheld 
Th wild wodis and the fhawis 
Plighin the wildé feld; 

He thoughtin upon his brothir, 
How that he him behete 
"That he ywoldin b be redy 





He thoughtin welé that he wolde, 
Withoutin more delay, 

Ycomin afore the juice 
For to kepin his day; 

And {eide to his yongé men, 
Now dightith you full yare, 

For whan that the juitice fittich 
‘We mote nedis be there; 

For Iam undir a berow 
Until that I comin, 

And my brothir inftede of me 
Te prifon thal be nomin, 

Be Seint Jame, feide his yong? men, 
And that thou rede thereto, 
Ordeinith how it thallé be, 

And it hall fo be da. 

While Gamélyn was yeoming 
There that the juftice fate 
The falf@ knight his own brothir 
Forgattin he not that, 

To hire the meiné on his queft 
To hangin his brothir, 

And though thei haddé not that oon 
He woide ban that othir. 

Tho comith yongé Gamelyn 
Fram undir the wode rife, 
And he broughtin along with him 
His yongé men of prife, 

Ife wele, feidé Gamélyn, 
The juftice is yfette ; 
Go thou aforn us, Adam, and, 
Loke how that it fpette. 

Adam wenté into the Hall, 
And lokid all about, 

And he faugh there yftondé the. 
Lordingis grette and ftout, 

And Sir Ote, Gamélyn‘is brathin, 
Yferterid wele fait ; 

‘Tho wentin Adam out of Halt 
As he werin agaft. 

Adam feidé to Gamélyn, 
And to his felawes all, 

Sir Ote yitondith fetterid 
Within the Moté Hall, 

Seide Gamélyn, If God geve us 
Gracé wel for todo 
He fhallin it abegge anon 
‘That him braughtin thereto, 

Then feidin Adam Difpencer, 
That lokkis haddin hore, 
Chrift’is curfe moté he havin 
That boundin him fo fore. 

And if thou wilté, Gamélyn, 
Doin aftir my rede, 

There is none in the Halle that 
Shall bere aweie his hede. 

Adam, tho feidé Gamélyn, 
We wolié not do fos ‘ 

We woll fle only the giltif, 
And lat the othir go- 

Twill my felve into the Hall, 
And hire the juftice {peke, 
And on all them that ben giltif 
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Lat none efcapin at the dore ; 
‘Take, yong’ meiné, yeme, 
For 1 wolle ben the juftice 
"This day domis to deme. 
Pray God fpedé me this ilk dai 
At this my newé werke! 
And Adam, comith thou with me, 
For thou fhalt be my clerke. 
His mciné all anfwerid him, 
And bad hym don his beft, 
And if thou to us havé nede 
Thou fhalt fyndin us preft : 
For we wollé ftondin with the 
"Whilis that we may dure, 
And but that we werkin manly 
Payith us then no hure, 
Yongé men, feidé Gamélyn, 
So mot I wele y the, 
As ye aright trufty maiftir 
Shullé findin of me. 
And righté thereat the juftice 
‘Yfattin in the Halle, | 
In went* tho yong Gamélyn 
Boldly amonges them all. 
Gamilyn leté unfettir 
His brothir out of bend ; 
‘Than {eide to him Sir Otis, 
‘His brothir that was hendc, 
‘Thou haddift almoft, Gamélyn, 
Dwellid away to long, 
For the quefté is ygon out 
On me that I fhulde honge. 
Brothir, tho feidé Gamélyn, 
God gevé me gode reft, 
‘This gode day they Shull ben hongid 
‘That ‘ben upon the queft ; 
And thereto the juftice bothé, 
‘That isthe juggé man, 
And eke the fheriff our brothir, 
For through him it began. 
Than feide yongé Gamélyn 
Unto the falfe juiticc, 
‘Now is thi powir at an end, 
You mutt nedis arife. 
Thou haft ygevin domis that 
Ben evil alle dight; 
I wollé fettin in thi fete, 
And dreffin them aright. 
But the juftice fattin fille, 
And roofé not anon, 
And Gamélyn with his fwerdé 
Clevid his cheké bone. 
Yonge Gamélyn toke him in his 
Armis, and no more fpak, 
But threw him ovir the barre, 
And his armé to brak. 
Durft no one unto Gamélyn 
Sayé nothing but godé, 
For fere of the gret company 
‘That withoutin yftode. 
Gamélyn fatté him adoun ” 
In the juftic’is ftede, 
(Herkcnith now of the bourdé 
*t hat Clamelyn tho dede) 


And Sir Ote’by him he fatte, 
And Adam at his fete. 
And whan Gam. lyn the yong was 
Satte in the juttice fete, 

He leté fetté the juftice 
And his falfe brothir, 
And leté them come to the barre 
‘The ton with that otbir. 

‘Whan Gam}yn had thus ydone 
Haddin he tho no reft 
‘Till that he had enquerid wha 
‘Werin upon the quctft. 

For to demin his brothir Hares 
Sir Ote, for to be honge, 
Er that he wifte which they were 
It thoughte him full longe. 

But al fo fone as Gamélyn 
Witte where that thei were 
He didde them cverichone 
Fetterin faft in fere, 

Aad bringt them unto the barre, 
And fetté them in vewe : 
By my faith, feidé the juftice, 
The sheriff is a threwe. 

‘Than feide yongé Gamélyn 
Unto the falfe juftice, 
‘Thou hafté gevé thy domis 
Al of the work affife; 

And the twelve fifouris that 
Werin of the inqueft 
‘They thuile ben hongid this day, 
So God geve me gode reft. 

Than feide the theriff pitoufly 
To yongé Gamélyn, 
My Lord, } crie the mercie, 
Brothir arté thou myn. 

Therefore, feid3 yonge Gamélyn, 
Have you Crift’s curfe, 
For if thou werin maiftir yet 
Shuidin I faré worfe. 

But for to maké fhort my Tale, 
And not to tary longe, 
He ordeynid him there a queft 
Of his own men fo ftrong. 

‘The falfe juftice and the fheriff 
Bothé were hongid hie, 
‘To weyvin there with the ropis, 
And with thé winde drie. 

And als the twelvé fifouris, 
Sorow have that rekk, 
Alle they werin yhongid 
Full fafté by the nekk. 

‘Thus endid hath the falfé knight 
With all his tre-herie, 
‘That evir haddé lid his life 
In falfenefs and folie. 

He was hongid up by the nek. 
And nought by the purfe, 
‘That was the mede that he had nae 
From his fadir’is curfe. 

Sir Ote was the eldift tho, 
And Gamélyn was yonge, 
‘They wentin with their frendis, and 
Pafidintothe kine 
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‘They madin pece with the kingé 
Of the befte affife ; 
"Lhe king lovid Sir Oté welé, 
And made him a juftice. 
~ Aftir the king made Gamélyn, 
Rothé in cft and weit, 
Khe chefe juftice and ridere of 
Alle ,his fre foreft. 
Alle his wight yonge men the king 
.Forgatin them their gilt, 
‘asd fithen in gode office the king 
t! i , 


HatPai ¢th 
tthe 3 wn yore Gamélyn 





Th 
His lona* and Mflede, 
And» cc of him his enemies, 
And: uyte hem their mede. 








And Sir Oté, his brothir dere, 
‘Ymade him bath his heir, 
And fithin weddid Gamélyn 
A wife both gode and faire. 

lividin togidir wele 
Whilis that Chrifte wolde, 
And fithin that was Gamélyn 
Ygravin undir molde : _ 

And fo thallé we allé here; 
May there no man yfle 
God bringin us unto the joie , 
‘That evir fhuil ybe! 


Thus endith the lagend of Gamelyn, called The Coks's Take, 
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HERE BEGINNETH 
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‘Tue Plowman plucked up his plowe 
‘Whan midfomer mone was comen in, 
And faied his beftes fhould ete inowe, 
And lige in graffe up to the chin : 
"Thei ben feble both oxc and cowe, 
Of *hem n’isleft but bone and -fkinne ; 
He thoke of there, and coulter’ off drowe, 
And honged his harnis on a pinne. 
He toke his tabarde and ftaffe eke, 
And on his hedde he fet his hat, 
And faied he would Sainét Thomas fcke, 
On pilgrimage he goth forth plat ; 
In fcrippe he bare bothe bred lekes ; 
He was folfwonke and all forfwat : 
‘Men might have fene through both his chekes, 
And every wang tothe where it fat. 
Our Hofte behelde well all about, 
‘And fawe this man was funne ibrent ; 
He knewe well by his fingid fnout, 
And by his clothes, that were to rent, 
He wasaman wont walke about, 
He n’as not aye in cloifter pent, 
Ne couthe religioufliche lout, 
And therefore was he full ill fhent. 
Qur-Hofte him axed, What man art thou? 
Sire Hofte, (quod he) 1am an hine, 
For ] am wont to go to plow, 
And erne my mete yet that I dine > 


To fwette and fwinke I make avowe, 
My wife and babes therewith to finde, 
And fervin God and I wift how, 

But we lende men yben full blinde : 
For clerkes faie we fhullin be fain 
For ther livelod to fwette and {winke, 

And thei right nought us give again 
Neither to ete ne yet to drinke ; 
‘Thei mowe by lawe, as that thei fain, 
Us curfe and dampne to hell’is brinke ; 
And thus thei puttin us to pain 
With candlis quient and bell’is’clinke. 
Thei make us thrallis at their luft, 
And fain we mowe not cls be faved ; 
"hei have the corne and we the duft ; 
Who gainfayes then they faye he raved. 
What, man! (quod our Hofte) canft thou preche? 
Come nere and tel fome holy thing. 
Sir, quod he, I herd onis teche 
A preeft in pulpit gode preching. 
Saie on quod he, I the befeche. 
Sir, I am redy at your bidding. 
I praie that no man me reproche 
While that I am my Tale teiling. 


Thus endeth the Prologue. 
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HERE FOLOWETH 


* THE FIRST PART OF THE TALE*, 


A rvut ferne ftrief is ftirrid newe, 
In many ftedis in a ftounde, 

OF fondry fedis that ben fewe ; 

It Temith that fome ben unfounde, 

For fome be grete growin on grounde, 
Some,ben foubdle, fimple and fmall ; 
AWhether of "hem is falfir founde 

‘The falfir foute mote him bifall. 

That one fide is that I of tell 
Popis, cardinals, and prelates, 
Parfons, monkis, and freris fell, 
Priours, abbotes, of grete eftates ; 
Of heven and hell thei kepe the yeates, 
And Peter’s fucceffours ben all, 

And this is demid by old dates; 
But falfhed foule more it befall. 

The othir fide ben pore and pale, 
And peple yput out of prefe 
And feinin caitiffes fore a cale, 

And er in one without encrefe 
Iclepid Lollers and Londlefe ; 

Who totheth on’hem thei ben untall ; 
‘Thei ben arayid all for pece, 

But falfhed foule mote it befall 

Many a countrey have I fought 
‘To knowe the falfir of thefe two, 

But aye my travaile was for nought 
All fo ferre as have ygo, 

But as 1 wandrid in a wro, 

Within a wode befide a wall, 

"Two foulis fawe I fitting tho, 

The falfir foule mote him befall, 

That one did plete on the Pope’s fide, 

+A, Griffon of a grimme Rays 
A Pellicane withoutin pridg? 
‘To thefe Lollers ylaied, 4S lure; 
He mufed his m.ttir iftmefure 


To county rift @ gan he call; 
Thi ‘on fhewed as fharpe as fire, 
(Bowt¥ihed foule more it befall. 
é 





The Pellicane began to preche 
Bothe of mercie and of mekeneffe, 
And faied that Chrift fo gan us: teche, 
And meke and mgrciable gan bieffe : 
The’ Evangely berith witneffe 
Agambe he likeneth Chrift ovre’ all, 
In tokening that he mekift was 
Sith pride was out of hevin fall. 

And fo thould every Criftened be, 
Pricitis and Peter's fucceffours, 

Beth lowliche and of lowe degre, 
And ufin none yerthly honours, 
Ne croune ne curious covertours, 
Ne pilloure ne other proude pall, 
Ne to cofrin up grete trefours, 
For falfhed foule mote it befall. 

Prieftis fhould for no cattill plede, 
But chaften hem in charite, 

Ne to no battaile fhould men lede 
For inhaunfing ther owne degre, 
Nat willin fittinges in hie fe, 

No foverainte in hous ne hall, 
Worldly worhhip defie and fle; 

Who willeth highnes foule shall fall. 

Alas! who maie foche fainctis call 
‘That wilnith welde yerthly honour? 
Lowe as Lucifere foche hall fall, 

In baleful blackneffe build ther boure 
That eggith peple to erroure, 

And makith them unto hem thrall s 
Yo Crift I holde foche one traitour 5 { 
Lowe as Lucifer foche hall fall, 

That willith to be kingis peres, 
And higher than the Emperour, 
And fome that werin but pore frereq 
Now wollin waxe a warriour ; 

God ne is not ther governour 
‘That holdith none bis permagall, 
While cove’tife is ther confailour ; 
A!l foche falfhede mote nedis fall, 
That hie on horfe willith to ride 


* A complaint again® the pride and covetoufnets ofthe — In glitterande golde of grete araic, 


clergy, made no doubt by Ghaucer, fays the editor of Chau- 
oe Works printed for fa. (2p at London, A.D. 1602. 


1S 


Painted and portrid alle in pride, 


{ No common knight maie go fo gaie- 
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Chaunge of clothing every daie, 

With goldin girdils grete and fmall, 

As boiftous as is bere at baie; 

All foche falthedé’mote nedis fall. 
With pride punifhith thei the pore, 

And fome one thei fuftain with fale, 

Of holie churche makith an hore, 

And fill ther wombe with wine and ale; 

‘With money fille thei many a male, 

And chafirin churchis when thei fall, 

And telle the peple a Jeude tale; 

Soche falfe faitours foule "hem befall. 
"Thei fede of many manir metes, 

With fong and folas fitting long, 

And filleth ther wombe, and fafte fretes, 

And from the mcte unto the gong, 

And aftir mete with harpe and fong, 

And eche man mote ’hem Lordis call, 

‘And hote fpicis evir emong ; 

Soche falfe faitours foule "hem befall. 
Miters thei werin mo than two 

Iperlid as the quen’is hedde, 

‘A ftaffe of golde, and pitrie Jo! 

As hevie as’ it were made of leddes 

With clothe of gold bothe new and redde, 

‘With glitterande gold as grene as gall, 

By dome thei dampne men to be dedde ; 

All foche faitours foule "hem befall. 
And Crift’is peple proudly curfe 

With brode boke and braying bell, 

And to put pennies in ther purfe 

Thei woll fell bothe hevin and hell : 

In ther fentence and thou wilt dwell 

Thei willin gefle in ther gaie hall, 

And though the foth thou of "hem tell 

In the grete curfing fhalt thou fall. 
‘That is ybleffid that thei bleffe, 

And curfid that ther curfin woll, 

And thus the peple thei oppreffe, 

And have ther lordthippis at full: 

And many be merchauutes of woll, 

And to purs pennies woll come thrall, 

The pore peple thei al to pull; 

Such falfe faitours foule "hem befall, 
Lordis alio mote to *hem loute, 

Obeyfaunt to ther brode blefling, 

‘Thei ridin with ther royal route 

On a courfir as’ it were a king, 

‘With fadle of golde glittering, 

‘With curious harneis quaintly crallit, 

Stiroppis gaie of golde maftling ; 

All fuche falfhed foule may betal it. 
Chriftes Minifters clepid theibene, 

And rulin al in robberie, 

But Antichrifte thei fervin clene, 

Attirid al in tirannic, 

Witnefle of John his prophecie ; 

Antichrifte is ther admiral, 

'Tiffelers attired in trechcrie ; 

Al fuche faitours foule ’hem befall. 
Who faith that fome of "hem may finne 

He thal be domid to be ded ; 

Bome of *hem wollin gladly winne 

Alayenft that which Gad forbed, 


Al Holieft they clepe ther hed, 
That of ther rule is fuil regall ; 
Alas thateviggthei ete bred! 
For al fuch ed wol foule fall. 
‘Ther hed covitith al honour, 
To be worfhipped in worde and dede, 
Kingis mote to him knele and coure, 
To the’ apoftles that Chrift forbede : 
To Popis hefte fuch take more hede 
‘Than to kepe Chriftes commaundement, 
Of gold and filvir ben ther wede, 
Thei holde him hole omnipotent. 
He ordaineth by his dru ~aupe> 
To parifhe prieftis a powere, 
To’ anothir a gretir avaunce, 
A gretir point to his miftere ; 
But for he’ is highift in erth here - 
To him referveth he many’ a point, 
But unto Chrift, that hath no pere, 
Refervith he no pin no joynt. 
So femith he abovin all, 
And Chrift abovin him nothinge, 
Whan that he fittith in his ftall 
Dampnith and favith as him thinke ; 
Suche pride tofore hic God doth itinke : 
An angel bad John to’ him not knele, 
Only to God to do his bowinge ; 
Soche worfhip-willers mote ill fele. 
Theine clepe Chrift but Sandus Deus, 
And clepe ther hed Sand¥ fimus ; 
All they that fuche a fede fewi3 
I trowe thei taken "hem amiffe : 
In erth here they havin ther blifle, 
Ther hie maftir is Beliall ; 
Chrift his pore peple from "hem wiffe, 
For al fuche falfe will foule befall, 
They mowin both ybinde and lofe, 
And all is for ther holy life ; 
‘To fave or dampne they mowen chofe; 
Betwene ‘hem now is a grete ftrife ; 
*Many’ a man is killed with a knife 
"Fo wete which havin lordfhip fhall ; 
For fuche Chrift fuffrid woundis five, 
For ali fuche falfhed will foule fall. 
Chritt faid, Qui gladio percutit, 
With fwerde furely he thall die; 
He bad his prieftis pece and grith, 
And bad *henrnet drede for to die, 
And bad them be both fimple’ and flie, 
And carke not for no cattell, 
And trufte on God that fittith on hie, 
For al falfe thal full foule befall. 
‘Yhefe wellin maké men to fwere 
Ayentt Chriftis commaundimen:, 
And Chrift’is memixc’s al to tere, 
On rode as he were ne yrent ; 
Suche lawes thei maken b, affent. 
Eche on it trowith as a ba: . 
‘And thus the pore be fully fhent, 
But falfhed foule it fhulle befall, 
Ne ufin thei no fimonie, 
But felle churchis and priories, 
Ne they ufin to none envie, 
But curtin al ‘hem contrarigs, 
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And hirith men by daies and yeres 
‘With ftrength to hold *hem in ther Ball, 
And culle all ther advarfaries, 
‘Therfore falfhed foule thou them fall. 
~ With purfe they purchefe perfonage, 
With purfe thei payin *hem to plede, 
‘Aw! men of warre thei wollin wage 
‘o Bring ther enemies to dede, 
And lordis livis they wol lede, 
~And muchil take, and give but fmall, 
But heit fo get from it thal thede, 
And ? ud fMolfafignt foule yfall. 
Thé>-ValoweaMhing bur for hire, 
Ne churche, ne font, ne veftiment, 
And make orders in every fhire, 
Bat prieftis pay for the parchment; 
O* riatours they taken rent, 
Therwith they fmere the thep’is tkall, 
¥or many churches ben fufpent; 
All fuche falthed foule it befall. 
Some livith not in lecheric, 
But haunte wenchis, widows, and wives, 
And punifh the pore for putre, 
‘Themfelfe it ufeth al ther Hives ; 
And but a man to them him thrives 
‘To wevin come he nevir fhall, 
‘fle fhal he curfed as be catives; 
‘To hel thei faine that he thal full. 
Ther was more mercy’ in Muximine, 
And Nero, that never was gode, 
‘Than there is now in fome of them 
Whan he hath on his furrid hode ; 
‘They folowe Chrift that thede his blode 
‘To heven, as bucket to the wall ; 
Suche wrechis yben worfe than wode, 
And al fuche faitours foule ’hem fall. 
They give ther almis to the riche, 
‘To mainteynours and men of lawe, 
For to lordis they wolbe liche, 
And harlots fonne not worthe an hawe ; 
Sothfaftneff’ alle fuche han flawe ; 
‘They kembe ther crockettes with criftall, 
Avs ldrede of God they have doune drawe ; 
Al fuche faitours foule *hem befall. 
‘They make parfons for the pennie, 
And canons and their cardinals ; 
Unnethe amongft "hem al is any 
‘That ne hath glofed the gofpel fals, 
For Chrift made ner no cathedrals, 
Ne with hin was no cardinal 
With a redde hatte, as ufe minftrals; 
But falthed foule mote it befail. 
‘Ther tithing and ther offring@othe 
They clemith by poffeffion, or 
Ne thcrof n°il they none feo, 
But robbin men a* a rau%ome : 





‘The ti fF tusipe huggim 
With thesPmaiirers is Veniall s 


oie bribry and larfon 
X¥ill mike fulthed full foule to fall. 
They takin to ferme ther fompnours 
*'To harme the peple what they may, 
‘Ta pardoners and falfe faitours 
‘Thei fell ther feles Edare well fay, 


| And all to holdin gret arraie, 


To multiplie *hem more metall, 

‘They drede ful litel dom’is day, 

Whazn al fuche falfhed thal foule fall. 
Suche harlottes fhul men difclaunder, 

For that they fhullin make them gre, 

And ben as proud as Alexander, 

And fain to the pore Wo be ye ! 

By yere eche prict thal paie his fe 

For to encrefe his lemmans call ; 

Suche herdis fhul wel ivil the, 

And al fuche falfe thal foule befall. 
And if a man be falfcly famed, , 

And wol ymake purgacioun, 

Than wol the’ officers be agramed, 

And affign him fro toun to toun ; 

So nede he muft payin raunfome, 

Though he be clene as is chriftall, 

And than have an abfolution ; 

But al fuche falfe thal foule befall. 
‘Though he be giltie of the dide, 

And that he may the money paie, 

Al the while his purfe wol yblede 

He may ufe it fro day to day. 

The bifhopes officers gone gay, 

And this game they ufe ovir all, 

The pore to pil is al their pray ; 

But al fuche falfe fhul foule befall. 
Alas! God ordained no fuche lawe, 

Ne no fuche crafte of covetife, 

But he forbad it by his lawe ; 

Suche rulers mowen of God agrife, 

For al his rulis ben rightwife : 

Thefe newe pointis ben pure papall, 

And Godd'is lawe they all difpice, 

And al fuche faitours fhul foule fall. 
They faine that Peter had the key 

Of heven and hel, to have and holdes 

I trowe Peter toke no money 

For no finnis that he yfolde : 

Suche facceffours yben to bolde, 

In winning all ther witte they wral, 

‘Ther confcience is waxin colde, 

And a] fuch faitours foul "hem fall. 
Peter was ner fo grete a fole 

To leve his key with fuche a lorell, 

Or take fuche curfid foc or tole, 

He was advifid nothing weil ; 

I trowe they have the key of hell, 

Their maiftir is of that marfhall, 

For there thei dreffin "hem to dwell, 

And with falfe Lucifer to fall. 
Thei ben as proude as Lucifarre, 

As angry and as envious; 

From a gode faith they ben ful farre ; 

In cove’tife they ben curious ; 

To catche catil as covitous 

As hounde that for hungre wol yall, 

Ungodly and ungracious; 

And nedely fuche falfe thal foule fall. 
‘The Pope, and he were Peter’s heire, 

Mc thinkc he errith in this cafe, 

‘Whan choife of bifhop’s in difpaire 

‘To chofin *hem in divers place, 


Bas THE PLOWMAN’S TALE. 


iA Jorde fhal write to him for grace, 
For his clerke anone praye he fhall, 
So thal he {pedin his purchafe; 
and al fuche falfe foule "hem befall, 
Although he can ne manir gode 
A lord’is prayir fhal be fpedde, 
Though he be wilde of wil or wode, 
Nat underftanding what men redde, 
A leude boflir, that God forbedde, 
‘As gode a bithoppe’ is my horfe Ball; 
Suche a Pope is full foule beftede, 
And’ at the lafte wol foule yfall. 
He makith prieftes for erthly thanke, 
And not at all for Chrifis fake; 
Suche that yben ful fac and ranke, 
To foul'is hele none hede they take; 
Alis wel done what er they make, 
For they thal anfwete ones for all; 
For world’is thank fuch worch and wake, 
And al fuche falfe thal foule befall. 
Suche that can nat yfay ther crede 
With prayir fhul be made prelates, 
Nothir can thei the gofpell rede, 
Suche fhul now weldin hie cftates; 
‘The hie godes frendthip "hem makes, 
‘Thei totith on ther {umme totall ; 
Suche bere the keyes of hell'is yates, 
And all fuche falfe fhal foule befall. 
Thei forfakin for Chrift’is love 
‘Travaile, and hungre, thurfte, and colde ; 
‘They ben ordrid or al above 
Out of youthed til they ben olde ; 
By the’ dore they go nat to the folde, 
‘To helpe ther fhepe they nought traval, 
ee hirid men al fuche I holde, 
nd a} fuche falfe foule *hem befall. 
For Chrift our King thei wol forfake, 
And knowe him nought for his poverte, 
For Chrift’is love they wol awake, 
And drinke piement al aperte + 
- Of God they feme nothing aferde, 
‘As jufty live as Lamual, 
And drive ther thepe into defert ; 
Al fuche falfe faitours fhul foule fal. 
Chrift yhad twelve apoftles here, 
Nowe fay they Ther may be but one 
‘That may not erre in no manere, 
Who leve not this ben loft echone : 
Peter crrid, fo did not John; 
Why is he cleped the Principall ? 
Chrifte cleped him Peter, not the Stone; 
Al falfe faitours foule *hem befal, 
Why curlin they the croifery 
Chrift’is Chriftian creturis ? 
For bytwene them is now envy 
‘To be enhaunfid in honours; 
Chriftin livers with ther labours, 
For they Jevin on no mortal, 
Ben do to deth with difhonours, 
And al fuche falfe foule "hem befal. 
What knoweth a tilloure at the plowe 
‘The Pop’is name, and what he hate? 
His crede fuffifeth to” him inowe, 
And knoweth a cardi’nal by his hatte, 


Rough is the pore unrightly latte, 

‘That knowith Chrift his God royals 

Suche mates be not worth a gnatte, 

But fuche falfe faitours foule ‘hem fal. 
Aking thal knele and kiffe his fhowe; 

Chrift let a finful kiffe his fete, 

Me thinke he holdeth him hic inowe, 

So Lucifer did, that hic fet: 

Suche onc me thinke himfelfe foryet, 

Orto the trouth he was nat cal: 

Chrifte that fuffirid wopadis wete, 

Shall make all fuche falthed esto 
They layith out ther larg~ 

For to takin filvir and golde, 

hei fillin coffers, and fackes fettes 

Ther as they foulis catchin fholde 5” 

Ther fervauntes be to them unholde, 

But they can doublin ther rental ; 

To bigge *hem cattles bigge "hem holde ; 

And al fuche falfe foule "hem befall. 


Here endeth the firft parte of this Tale, and hereafter 
Soloweth the feconde parte, 


To accorde what this word® fall 
No more Englifhe ne can I finde, 
Shewing anothir nowe J fhall, 
For I have moche to faye behinde, 
How prieftis han the peple pinde, 
As curteis Chrifte yhath me kinde, 
And put this matter in my minde, 
To make this manir men amende, 

Shortely to fhende ‘hem, and fhewe nowe 
How wrongfully they werche and walke, 
Of hie God nothing tell, ne howe, 
But in Goddes worde tell many a balke, 
Jn harnis holde *hem and in halke, 
And prechen’ of tithis and offrende, 
And untruely of the gofpel talkes 
For his mercy God it amende ! 

What els is Antichrifte to faic 
But even Chrift’is adverfaric ? 

Suche hath now ben many a daie 

Yo Chrift’is bidding ful contrarie, 
‘That from the trouthé clene ywarry ; 
Out of the way they ben ywende, 
And Chrifis peple untruely cary 5 
God for his pitie,it amende ! 

They live contu:-ry to Chrittes life, 
In hie pride againft 1 gk neffe, 
Againft fuffraunce they 2“in ftrife, 
And angre ayenft fobrene Te, 
Ayenift wifedom wilfulnet:; 

To Chrift’is talis litit tende, 
Again mefure outrigioufneffe ; 
But whan God wol it may amende. 

Lordely life ayenftlowlineffe, 
And demin al without mercy, 

And covetife zyenfte largeffe, 
Ayenift trouthe crechery, 
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And ayenift almeffe envy ; 
Ayenift Chrift they comprehende ; 
For chaftite mainteine leche’ry ; 
God for his grace this amende! 
~Againft penaunce thei ufe delightes, 
Ayenft fuffraunce ftrong defence, 
ft God they ufia ill rightes, 
2 ft pitie punifhmentes, 
Open" evil ayenft continence ; 
“Cher wickid winning worfe difpende; 
Sobirneffe fette in to difpence ; 
God for “sig gadeneffe 'tmende ! 

Why clesnig they noly’ his powere, 
And wenaglie ayentt al his heites? 
His living folowc thei nought here, 
But livin worfethan witleffe beftes; 

OT fithe and flethe they lovin feftes; 
As lordis thei ben brode ikende ; 
DE Goda’ is pore thei hatin geftes s 
God for his mercy this amende ! 

With Dives fuche fhal have ther dome, 
‘That faine that they be Chrift’is frendes, 
And do nothing as they fhould done, 
Al fuche ben falfir than hen fendes : 
Cn the peple they ley fuche bendes 
As God in erth they han offende; 
“uccour for fuch Chrifte now fend us, 
And for his mercy this amende ! 

A token’ of Antichrift they be; 
His careckes ben now wide iknowe, 
Receved to preche fhal no man be 
Without tokin of him I trowe : 

Eche Chriftin prieft to prechin owe, 
From God above thei ben yfende 
Goddes word to al folke for to howe, 
And finful man for to anrende. 

Chrift fent the pore for to preche, 

‘The royal riche he did not fo, 

Now dare no pore the peple teche, 

For Antichrift is al ther foe; 

Among the peple he mote go, 

He hath biddin al fuche fufpende, 

Some hath he hent, and thinketh yet mo; 
But al this God may wel amende. 

Al tho that han the worlde forfake, 
And livin lowly, as God badde, 
into ther prifon fhulle be take, 

Betin and boundin, and forth ladde : 
Hereof 1 rede no man be dradde, 
Chrift faid that his theuld be yhhende ; 
Eche man ought hereof to be glade, 
For God ful wel it welamende. 

They take on *hem royal! pow, 
And fay they havin {werdis ye 
One curfe to hel, one fle w#%i here : 
At his taking Chrift hadeio mo, 

Vet Peter had bus one gy tho, 

And Ch ‘0 Ith fle gan defende, 
ind info the’ fheth badde put it tho; 
-And’alfuche mifcheves God amende ! 

Chrift bad Peter to kepe his ihepe, 
And with his fworde forbade "hem {mite ; 
Swerde is no tole with thepe to kepe, 
But to shepMerdces shat thene wol bite; 










Me thinke fuche fhepherdes sen to wite 
Who’ ayen ther fhepe with fwerde contende ; 
They drive ther thepe with grete defpite ; 
But al this God may well amende, 
Peter’s fucceffoures be thei nought 
Whom Chrift ymade his chefe paftoure ; 
A fwerde no fhepherde ufin ought 
But he would fle as a bochoure : 
Who fo were Peter's fucceffoure * 
Should bere his fhepe til his backe bende; 
And fhadowe "hem from every fhoure ; 
And al this God may wel amende. 
Succeffours to Peter ben thefe 
In that, that Peter Chrifte forfoke, 
That levir had God’s love to lefe 
‘Than fhepherde had to lefe his hoke 3 
Heculleth the thepe as doth the coke ; 
Of ’em takin they woll untrende, 
And falfcly glofe the Gofpell boke ; 
God for his mercy them amende! 
Whan Chrift had take Peter the kay 
Chrift faide he mutt ydie for man ; 
‘That Peter to Chrift gan withfay, 
Chrifte bad him Go behinde, Sathan 
Suche counfailours many’ of thefe hang 
For world’is wele God to offende ; 
Peter’s fucchffours they ben than 
But aj fuche God may wel amende. 
For Sathan is to fay no more 
But he that contrary to Chrift is, 
In this they lernin Peter’s lore, 
‘They fewin him whan he did miffe; 
‘They folowe him forfoth in this 
‘That Chrift would Peter reprehende, 
But nut that longith to’ hevin bliffe ; 
God for his mercie "hem amende ! 
‘Thei none apoftle fewen, in cafe 
Of ought that Ican underftonde, 
But him that betraieth Chrift, Judas, 
‘That bare the purfe in every londe, 
And al that he might fette on honde 
He hidde and ftale, and it mifpende : 
His rule thefe traitours han in honde ; 
Almighty God all fuche amende ! 
And at the laft his lorde gan tray 
Curfidly through falfe covetife, 
So would thele traing him for money 
And they ywiftin in what wife ; 
They be fikre’ of the fele enfife. 
From all fothneffe they ben yfrende, 
And covetife chaunge with quentife ; 
Almighty God al fuche amende! 
Were Chrift upon erth, here efte fone, 
Thefe wouldin dampné him to die ; 
All his heftis they han fordone, 
And faine his fawes ben herefie; 
Ayenft his commaundementes they cric, 





And dampnin all his to be brende, 
Fer thei ne like fuche lofengrie ; 
God Almighty all fuche amende ! 

Thefe han more might in Englande here 
Than hath the king aiid all his Jewe, 
‘They han purchafid fuche powere 
+ To tekin nom Lif net knawe, 
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And fay that herefie’ is ther fawe, 
And foto prifon wol “hem fende ; 
It was not, fo by eldir dawe ; 
God for his mercy it amende! 
The king’islawe wo) no man deme 
Angerliche withoutin anfwere, 
But if any man thefe mifqueme 
He thall be baightid as bere, 
And yet wel worfe they wol him tere, 
And in prifon wollin him pende 
In ginis, and in othir gere 5 
‘Whan that God woll it may amende. 
The king ne taxith nat his men 
But by affent of the commi’nalte, 
But thefe eche yere wol raunfom "hem 
Maittirfully, more than dothe he ; 
‘Ther felis by yere bettir be 
. "Than is the king’is in extende, 
‘Ther officers han gretir fe; 
But alle this mifchefe God amendc! 
‘Who fo wol prove a teftament 
‘That is nat al worth tenné pounde, 
He hal paye for the parchément 
"The thirde of the money all rounde ; 
‘Thus the pore peple is ranfounde, 
‘They fay fuche parte t’em fhould apendc, 
"There as they gripen’ it goeth to grounde ; 
God for his mercy it amende } 
A fimple fornication 
‘Twenty thillingis he fhall pay, 
And than have abfolucion 
And al the yere ufe it he may : 
‘Thus thei lettin "hem go aftray ; 
‘Thei recke nat though the foule be brende ; 
‘Thefe kepin evill Peter’s kay; 
And al fuche thepherdes God amende ! 
Wondir is that the parliamente, 
And alt the lordis of this londe, 
Here to takin {0 lite entente 
‘To helpe the peple’ out of ther honde, 
_ Fer thei ben hardir in ther bonde, 
Worf bete, and cruellir ybrende, 
‘Than to the king is underftand ; 
God him helpe this for to amende ! 
‘What bithoppes, what religions, 
Han in this lande as muche lay fe, 
Lordefhippis and poffeflions, 
More than lordis it femith me ; 
That makith *hem fefe charite : 
‘They mowin not to God attende, 
. In erth thei have fo highe degre; 
God for his mercy it amende! 
The Empe’rour yafe the Pope femtime 
Sohighé lordethip him about, 
That at the laft the fely kime 
The proudé Pope yput him out, 
So of this relme isin grete dout ; 
But, Lordes, beware, and them defende, 
For nowe thee folke be wondir {toute ; 
‘The king and lords now this amende. 


Thus endeth the feconde parte of this Tale, and Lereafter 
foloweth the sbirdes 
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Moyses lawe forbode it tho ¢ 
‘That preftis fhould no lordthippes welde, 
Chrift’is gofpell biddith alfo 
‘That they fhould no lordfhippis helde ; 
Chriftes apoftels were ner fo bolde, 
No fuche lordhhippes to *hem embrace, 
But iklere ther fhepe and kepe ther folde 5 
May God amende ‘hem for his grace ! 
For thei ne ben but counterfete, 
Men may yknow ’hem by ther fruite, 
Ther greteneffe makethhem God foryet2y 
And take his mekeneffe itt w@HO, > 
And thei were pore and had epee . 
‘hei n’old nat demen’ aftir the face, 
Norifhe ther thepe, and“*hem nat bite ; 
May God amende "hem for his.grace ! 





Griffon. 


What canftthou preche ayenft chanéns 
That men yclepin Seculere ? 


Pellican. 

Thci ben curates of many tounes, 

On yerth they havin grete powere, 
"They have grete prebendis and dere, 
Some two or thre, and fome have mo, 
A parfonage to ben playing fere, 
And yet thei ferve the King alfo, 

And let tc-fermé all that fare 
To whom that wol mofte give therfore, 
Some wollin {pende, and fonte woll fpare, 
And fome wol laye it up in ftore 5 
A cure of foule they care not forc, 

So that they mowin money take; 
Whethir ther foules be wonne or lore 
Ther profites they woll not forfake. 

‘They have a gedering procuratour, 
‘That can the pore peple enplede, 

And roble "hem as a ravinour,, 

And to his lorde the mony lede, 

And catche of quicke and eke of dede, 
And richin him and his lorde cke, 
And torobbe the pore give gode rede 
Of olde and yonge, of hole and ficke. 

Therwith they purchafe "hem lay fe * 

In londe, there as "hem likith beft, 

And buildin brode as a cite 

Both in the eft and in the weit ; 

‘To purchafe thus they ben ful preft, 

But on the pore they woll nought fpende.. 
Ne no gode give to Godd’is gett, 

Ne feride him fome that all hath fende. 

By ther fervit~{oche wollin live, 

And truft that otl ‘o trefure ; 

Though all ther p: Sydic unfhrive 

Thei woll nat givin a ro. flour: ; 

‘Ther life Should be asa 
Both to Jerid and leude allo, 
And teche the folke ther Jele labour ; 
Soche maifter men ben all mifgo. 

Some of *hem yben full harde nigges, 
‘And fome of *hem ben proude and gaic, * 
Some fpendin ther gode upon Fase 
And findin "hem of grete arai¢, 
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Alas} what thinke thefe mien to faie 

‘That thus difpendin Godd’is gode? 

“At the grete dredefull dom’is daie 

Soche wretchis thall be worfe than wode, 
Some ther churchis nevir ne fie, 

Ne ner o penie thidir fende; 

‘Thought at the pore for hungir die, 

GT yenie’ on *hem will thei not fpende : 

Have thei receiving of the rente * 

‘Thei recke ner of the reminaunt ; 5 

Alas!) the devill hath signe "hem blente$ 

Soche ongis Taceanes lojournaunt. 

And vie bexedéme and harlottrie, 
And covetife, and pompe, and pride, 
And flothe, and wrathe, and eke envie, 
And fewin finne by every fide; 

Alas! where thinkin foche t’ abide? 
How woll thei ther accomptis yeld? 
From hie Gad thei. mowe "hem not hide ; 
Soche willers witte’ is not worth a nelde: 

Thei ben fo rotid in richeffe 
That Chrift'is povert is foryet ; 

Yfervid with fo many meffe 
Hem thinke that manna isno mete : 
‘All is gode that thei mowin gete; 
‘Ther wene to livin evirmore ; 
_ But whan that God at dome is fete 
Soche trefour is a feble ftore. 

Unnethis mote thei matins faie 
For counting and for courtholdingy 
And yet he jangilith as jaie, 

And underftont himfelf nothing ; 
He woll yferve bothe erle and king 
For his finding and for his fe, 

And hide his tithing and offring ; 
‘This is a feble charite. 

Othir thei ben proude or cove’tous, 

Or elles thei ben hard or hungrie, 

Or thei ben libe’rall or lecherous, 

Or els medlers with marchandric, 
Mainteiners of men with maiftric, 

Or ftewardes, countours, or pledours, 
Aad ferve God in ypocrific; 

Soche prieftis ben Chriftes falfe traitours, 

‘Thei ben falfe, thei ben vengeable, 
And begile men in Chriftis name ; 
‘Thei ben unftedfaft and unftable ; 

‘To traie ther Lorde ’hem thinke no fhame; 
To fervin God thei ben full lame;- 

Godd’is thevis, and falfely ftele, 

And falfely Godd"is worde defame ; 

In winning is ther world’is wele. 

Antichrift thefe prieftis ferve-U, 

“I praie the who maie fayin Nysc? 
With Antichrift foche thyjgn fall, 
Thei folowen him in dege and faie; 
‘Thei fervin him in rich. araie, 

To fervipathrif foch“falfely fain; 
Why a the dredfull dom’is daie 
Shiits rei not folowe him to pain? 

That knowen "hem felf that thei doen ill 

Ayenft Chrift'is commaundiment, 
And amende ‘hem ner ne will, 
But ferve Sathan by one affent. 

Vou. 


Who fayitli fothe he fhall be thent, 
Or f{peketh ayenft ther falfe living, 
Who fo well livith thall be brent, 
For foche ben gretir than the king. 
Popis, bifhops, and cardinals, 
‘Chanons, and parfons, and vicare, 
In Goddes fervice { trowe ben fals 
‘That facramentis fellin here, 
And ben as proude as Lucifere : 
Eche man loke whethir that [ lie ; 
Who fo fpekith ayenft ther powere 
It fhall be holdin herefie. 
Lokith how many orders take 
Onely of Chrift for his fervice, 
‘That the world’is godis forfake 5 
Who fo take ordirs othir wife 
I trowe that thei fhall fore agrife, 
For all the glofé that thei conne, 
All ne fewin not this affife ; 
In evill time thei thus begonne, 
Loke how many emong hem all 
Ne holdin not this hic waie 
With Antichrift thei thullin fall, 
For that thei wollin God betraie 
Gpd amende “hem, that beft ymaie ! 
For many men thei makin fhende ; 
‘Thei wetin well the fothe I faie, 
But the devill hath foule "hem blende. 
Som of "hem on ther churchis dwell 
Apparailled porely 5 pronde of porte ; 
The feven facramentes thei doen fells 
In cattell catching’ is ther comfort : 
Ofeche mattir thei wollin mell; 
To doen *hem wrong is ther difport 3 
To afraie the peple thei ben fell, 
And hold *hem lower than doeth the lorde. 
And for the tithing of a ducke, . 
Or of an apple or anaie, 
Thei make men fwere upon a boke ; 
Lo ! thus thei foulin Chrift’is faie : 
Soche berin evill hevin kaie ; 
Thei mowin affoile, thei mowe thrive, 
With mennis wivis ftrongly plaie, 
And with truc tillers, fturte and ftrive, 
At the wreitling and at the wake, 
And the chief chauntours at the nale, 
Market beters, and medling make, 
Hoppen’ and houtin with heve and hale; 
At faire frefhc, and at wine ftale, 
Thei dine and drinke, and make debate, 
The feven facramentes fet a faile; 
Kepe foche the kaies of hevin gate ? 
Mennis wivis thei wollin hold, 
And though that thei ben right fory, 
‘To fpeke thei fhull not be fo bold, 
For fompning to’ the confiltory, 
And make "hem faie with mouthe f lie; 
Though thei it fawin with ther eye 
His lemman holdin opinly 
No man fo harde to afke why. 
He woll have tithing and offring 
Maugre whofoevir it grutche, 
And twife on the daie he woll fing: 
Godd’is prieftis ne were none foche ; 
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He mote go hunte with dogge and biche, 
‘And biowen his horne and cryin Hey, 
‘And forcerie ufen 23 a witche ; 

Sache kepin evill Peter's key. 

Yet thei motc have fome ftocke er flone 

Gaily paintid and prondly dight, 

To makin men livin upon, 

And faie that it is full of might, 
About foche men fet up grete light, 
Other foche ftockes fhuft flande therby 
‘As darke as if it were midnight, 

For it maje makin no niaftrie. 

That it the leude peple fe mowe, 
"Thou Mary,thou worcheftwondir thinges, 
About ‘that that men offrin to 
Hongi brochis, ouchis, and ringes; 
"The prieft purchafith the offringes, 

But he nit! offi, to” none image + 
‘Wo is the foule that he forfinges 
That prechith for foche pilgrimage f 

"So men and women that ben porc, 
Which that ben Chrift’is owne likeneffe, 
Men fhullen offir at ther dore, 

‘That fuffre hungir and diftreffe, 

And to foche image offir leffe, 

*rhat mowe not fele ne thirftene cold; 
"Vhe pore in fpirite gan Chrift bleffe, 
‘Therfore offrith to feble” and old. 

Buckilers brode and fwerdis long, 
Baudrike, with bafelardis kene, 

Soche toles about ther necke thei hong : 
With Antichrift foche prieftis ben; 
Upon ther dedes it is well fene 

‘Whom thei fervin, whom thei honouren ; 
Antichrift’is thci ben all clene, 

And Godd'is godes falfly devouren, 

Of Scarlet and grene gai¢ gounes, 

‘That mote be fhapin for the newe, 

"To clippin and kiffin in tounes 

"The damoteles that to the daunce fewe, 
Euttid clothes to fewe ther hewe, 
With long pikis on ther fhone + 

Our Godd’is gofpell is not true 5 

Bither thei ferve the devill or none. 

-Now ben the pricftis pokes fo wide 

“Men mutt enlarge the veltiment, 

Phe holy gofpell they doen hide 

For the contrarien in raiment ; 

Such priftes of Lucifer ben fent : 

Like conquerours thei benraraied, 

The proude pendatintes at ther ars pent, 
Falfely the trueth ther han betraied. 

Shrift filvir foche wollin atkeis, 

‘And wollin men erepe to the crouche ; 
None of the facramentes fave afkis 
‘Withouten moede fhall no man touches 
On ther bifhop ther warant vouche, 
"That is a law of the decre < 

‘With mede and money thus thei mouche, 
And thus thei fain is charite. 

Within the middis of ther maffe 
"Thei n’ill have no man but for hire, 
‘And full fhortly let forth ypaife ; 

Goch fhull men findin in eche shire 


That parfonages for gaine defive 
"Fo live in liking and in luftes+ 

I dare not fain fons oft jeo dire 

| That foche ben Antichrift’is prieftiss 

Or thet yef the biffoppis why, 

Or thei mote ben in his fervice, 
And holdin forth ther harlottric, 
Soche prelates ben of feble” emprife ; 
Of Godd’is gramte foche men agrife, 
For foche muttirs that takin mede, 

How thie’ excufe hem, an#,in what wife, 
Methinketh thei ought greterparede. - ~~ 
_Thei fain that it to no man loigedi 
‘Fo reprove them though that thei errey 

But falfly Godd'is godcs thei fongeth, 
‘And therwith maintein wo and werre 
Ther dedes should be as bright as fterre, 
"Pher living lead’ mann’is light + 

"Fhei faic the Pope ne maie not erre 5: 
Nede muft that palin mana’is might. 

‘Fhough’ a pricft be with his'lemman’ ay night, 

And tellen his felewe and he him, 

He goith to maffe anon right, 

And faicth he fingeth out of finne ; 

His birde abideth him at his inne, 

And dighteth his diner the mene while, 
He fingeth his malfe for he would winne, 
} And fo he wenith God begile. 

*Hem thinkith long till thei be met, 
And that thei ufe forth-all the yere; 
Emong the folke whan he is fet 
He holdith no nian half his pere ¢ 
Of the bifhop he hath powere 
"Lo foile men, or els thei ben lore, 

His abfolucion maketh them fkere 5 
Wo is the foule that he fingeth for! 

‘The Griffon begtn for to threte, 

And faied, Of monkis canft thou ought ? 
The Pelli’can faid, Thei ben fall grete, 
And in this worki moche wo hath wrought; 
Ssin@ Benct, that ther ordir brought, 

Ne made *hem ner in foche manere, 

} trowe it came ner in his thought 

That thei frould ufe fo grete powere. 

That a man fhould a monke Lorde cal, 
Ne ferve hiny on knees as a king ; 

He is as proude as prince in pall, 

In mete and drinke, and in all thing + 
Some wercn a miter and ring, 

With double worftid welk idight, 
With roialf mete and riché drinke, 
And ride on courfer as & knight. 

With haukis < dyvith houndis eke, 
With broche or ouc..is on his hode ; 
Some faie no maffe itr a weke; 

Of deintees is ther motte, ‘ode 

With lordthippis and wit.,bondmen ¢-, 
This is a roiall regioun ; 

Sain& Benet made ner non of "hem 
‘Yo have lordfhip of man ne toune. 
Now thei ben quzint and curious, 
With fine clothe clad and fervid clene, 
Proude, and angrie, and envious, 
Malice is mochil chat thei mene > 
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In catching craftie and covetous, Eche fran fhall-live by his travaile ; 
Lordly livin in grete king ; Who bett doith thall have mot mede + 
This living’ is not religious With ftrength if men the churche affaile 
According to Benet’s living. With frength men muft defende her nede. 

Thei ben cterkes, and courts ovir fe, And if the Pope were purely pore 
‘Ther pore tenaunce fully thei flite; And nedy, and nothing ne had, 

‘The hier a man amercid be He thuld be drive from dore to dore ; 
Tre giadlyir thei woll it write : - ‘The wickid of him n’olde not drad : 
This is farre from Chriftes poverte, Of foche an hedde men would be fade, 
For all with cove’tife thei enditas And finfully liven’ as *hem luft 3 

On the pore thei have no pite, With ftrength amendis foche be made, 
Ne ner *hem chevithe bet or bite. With wepin wolves from thepe be wut, 

And commminly foche ben comeri If that the Pope andi prelates woul? * 
OF pore peple’,.and of *hem begete, So begge and bid, howe and-borowe, 
That this perfe@ion han inomen : Holy charche thoulé yftande full cold, 

. <Ther fathirs ride but on their fete, Her fervauntes fit and foupe forowe ; 
And travaile fore for that thei ete, And thei were noughtie, foule, and horowe, 
In povert livith yong and old; ‘To worfhip God men would wlate 
‘Ther fathirs fuflreth drought and wete, Both on evin and on morowe : 

Many hungrie meles, thurfte, and cold, Soché harlotrie men would hate. 

And ail this the monkes han forfake And therfore men of holy churche 
For Chrift'is love and Sain@ Benete, Shouldin be honefte in all: thing, 

To pride and efe have "hem betake ; And worthipfull God’s workis werche; 
This religion is ill befete : So femeth it to fere¢ Chrift ther king 
‘Had thei ben out of gret religion Jn,honeft and in clene clothing, 

‘Thef mult have hangid at the plowe, With veffels of gold and clothes riche 
‘Threthid and diked fro toune to toune; ‘To God honeftly to’ make offting, * 
With forie mete not halfe inowe. For to his lordthip none is liche, 

‘Therfore thei han this all forfake, The Pellican caft an houge eric, 

And take to riches} pride} and efe; And faied, Alas! why faieft thou fo? 
Full fewe for God wol monkes "hem make, Chrift is our hede that fitteth on hie, 
Lite is foche ordir for to praife; Heddis ne ought we have no mos 
Sain& Benet ordained it not fo, We ben his membres bothe alfo, 

But bad hem to the cheréliche, Fathir he taught us call him als, 

Tn churchliche manir live and go, Maitters to call forbad he tho; 
Boiftous in yerth, and not lordliche. All maifters ben wickid.and fals 

Thei difclaunderin Sain@ Benet, That takith maiftrie in his name 
‘Therfore thei have his holy curfe; Ghoftly, and to win yerthly gode; 

Sain Benct with hem never met Kingis and lordes thould lordthip have, 
But if thei thought to robbe his purfe, And rule the peple with milde mode, 
Ycan no more here of *hem tell But Chrift, for us that thed his blode, 
But that thei ben like tho before, Bad his priefts no maiftirfhip have, 
And clene ferve the devill of hell, Ne carke not for clothis ne fode ; 

And ben his trefure and his ftore; From all tnifchief he woll "hem fave; 

And all foche othir counterfaitours, Ther riche clothes fhall be rightwitheffe, 
Chanons, canons, and foche difgifed;, ‘Ther trefure a true life fhall be, 

Ben Codd’is enemies and traitours, Charite thal be ther ticheffe, 
Tiis religion han foule difpifed ; Ther Lordthip thall be unite, 
Ané of freris I have before And hope in God ther honefte, 
‘Told in a makin of a crede, Ther veffell a clene confcience 5 
And yet I could tell worfe and more, Pore in {prite, and humilite, 
But men would werien it to rede. Shall be holy church’is:defence: 

As Goddes godenes no man te might, What ! faied the Griffon, maie the greva, 
“Ne write ne {peke, ne thinkexu thought, ‘That othir folkis faren wele? ; 
So ther falthed and ther pyf.ght What haft thou to dein with ther live z 
Maie no man tell chat ese God wrought, ‘thy falthed every man maie fele, 

‘The Griffon faied, Tho canit no gode, For thou ne canft no-cattell- gete, 
‘Thou cap% ner of no wentill kinde ; But liveft in londe as 2 lorell, 
Othir } trowe thou waxift wode With glofing gettift thow thy mete; 
>r elli, thou haft lofte thy minde. iH So farith the devil in hell. 

Should holy charche yhave no hedde He would that eche man there fhould dwell, 
Who thould ybe her governaile, For he livith in clene envie, % 
Who thould her rule, who fhould her tedde, So with the tales that thou doeft tell, 

Who fhould her forthren, who availe ? Thou wovldeR othir peple deftrie 
Dest 
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‘With your glofe and your herefie, 
For ye can live no bettir life 

But clene in fals hypocrifie, 

And bringift the in wo and ftrife. 

‘And therwith have ye not doen, 

For ye ne havin here ne cure ; 

Ye ferve the devill, not God ne man, 
And he fhall payin you your hire ; 
For ye wol farin wel at feftes, 

And be warm clothid for the cold, 
"Therfore ye glofin Godd’is heftes, 
And begile peple yong and old. 

And dil the fevin facramentes 
Ye fpeke ayenft as ye were fic, 
‘Tithings, offringes, with your ententes, 
And on your Lord’te body lie = 
All this ye doen to live in efe, 

As who fayith ther be none foche, 
And fain The Pope’ is not worth a pefe, 
To make the peple’ ayen him groche, 

And this ycommith in by fendes 
To bring the Chriftin in diftaunce, 

For thei would that no man were frendes. 
Levith thy chattring with mifchaunce ! 
If thou live well what wilt thou more? 
Let othir men live as hem lift, 

Spendin ther gode or kepe in ftore ; 
Othir mennes confcience ner thou n’ift. 

Ye han no cure to anfwere fore ; 
What meddle’ ye that han not to doen? 
Let men live as thei han doen yore, 
For thou fhalt anfwere for no man, 
"The Pellican fayid, Sir, naie, 

Ine difpifid not the Pope 
‘Ne no facrament, fothe to faie, 
But fpeke in charite’ and godé hope : 

But J difpife ther hié pride, 

Ther welthe that fhould be pore in fprite; 
‘Ther wickidneffe is knowe fo wide, 
"Thei fervin God in falfe habite, 

And tournin mekeneffe into pride, 
And lowlineffe into’ hie degre, 

And Godd’is wordis tourne and hide, 
And [am moved by charite 

, To lettin men to tivin fo 

With all my conning and my might, 
And to warnin nien of ther wo, 
And to tellin "hem trouth and right. 
‘The facramentes be foul’is hele 

if thei ben ufid in gode ufe ; 

Ayentt that fpeke I ner a dele, 

For than ne were I nothing wife ; 

But thei that ufe *hem in miffe mancre; 
Or fet *hem up to any fale, 

I trowe thei fhall abie "hem dere; 
‘This is iny relon, thismytale: | 
‘Who fo taketh hem unrightfulliche 
Ayentt the ten commiandementes, 
Or elles by glofe wrechidliche 
Selleth any of the facramantes, 

I trowe thei doe the devill homage, 
In that thei wetin thei doe wrong, 
And therto I dare well to wage 
"Thei ferve Sathan for alf their fong. 


To tithen’ and offre’ is holfome L:fe; 
So it be doen in due manere, 

Aman to honfelin and to fhrive, 
‘Wedding, and all othir in fere. 

So it be nother folde ne bought, 
Ne také ne give for covetife, 

And it be fo taken’ it is nought; 

Who felleth him fo maié fore agrife s 

On oor Lordes dedy’ I doe not fie, 

Tfaie the fothe thorough tiue rede, 

His fiche and blode, through his mifteriey 
Is there all in the forme 8 brede.. - 

How it is there it nedeth not“frive. 
Whethre’ it be fubget or accident, 

But as Chrift was whan he’ was-on live 
So is he there in verament. 

If Pope or cardi’nall live gode live, 

As Chrift us bad in his gotpell, 

Ayenft that ne woll I not ftrive, 

But me thinkith thei live not well ; 

For if the Pope lived as God bedde, 
Pride and highneffe he should difpife, 
Richeffe, covetife, and croune on hedde ; 
Mekeneffe and poverte’ he fhould ufe. 
The Griffon faied he fhould abaie, 
Thou fhalt be brent in balefull fire, 
And all thy fect I thall diftrie ; 

Ye fhall be hangid by the fwire, 

Ye fhulle be hangid and to drawe : 

Who givith you leve for to preche, 

Or fpekin ayenft Godd’is lawe, 

And the peple thus falfely teche ? 

Thou fhalt be curfed with boke and bell, 
And diffevered from holie churche, 

And clene idampnid into hell, 

Ovhitwife but ye wollin worche. 

"The Pelli’can faied, That Ine drede3 
Your curfing is of lite value ; 

Of God I hope to have my mede, 
For it is falfhed that ye thewe, 

For ye ben out of charite, 

And wilne vengeaunce, as did Nero? 
To fuffrin I wol redy be; 

I drede not all that thou canit do. 

Chrift bad ones fuffre for his love, 
And fo he taught all his fervauntes, 
But thou’ aménde for his fake above ; 

I drede not all thy maintenatince 5 
For if I drede the world’is hate, 
Me thinkith I were lite to praife = 
I drede nothing your hie cftate, 
Ne I ne drede-not your difefe. 

Wollin ye tourne and leve your pride, 
And your hie porttand your richeffe, 
Your curfing fhould Rat go fo wide; 
God bring you into right wifeneffe t 
For I drede not your tirat hie, 

For nothing that ye can yen 5 
To fuffre I am all redie, 
Sikir I recke nevir how fone. 

The Griffon grinned as he were wede, 
And lokid lovely as anowle, 

‘And fwore by cock’is herte and blody 
‘He wold him tere every doule; 


THE PLOWMAN’S TALE. 


Holy churche thou difclaundritt foule ; 
For thy {peche I woll the to race, 
And make thy fleth to rote and moule; 
Lofell, thou fhalt have hardé grace. 
‘The Griffon flewe forth on his waie, 
‘The Pellican did fit and wepe, 
And to himfelf he gan to faie, 
God would that any of Chriftes fhepe 
Had herdin, and itaken kepe ew 
Eche a word thi Ne? fayid vA 
And would it write and well ik 3 
God would it were all for his grace! 


- Plowman, 
1 anfwerid, ang faied J would, 
If for my travaile one wayld pey. 


%. Pellican. 


He faied yes; thefe ther God han fold, ° 


s 

For thei han grete ftore of money, 
Plowman. 

1 fayid, Tell me and thou maie, 

‘Why tellift thoy menn'is trefpace? 


Pellicen. 
* He faid, To’ amende hem in gode fay, 
“If God woll give me any grace; 
Por Chrift himfelf is liken to me, 
That for his peple died on rode; 
As fare { right fo farith he, 
He fedith his birdes with his blode : 
But thefe docn evill ayenft Gode, 
And ben his foen undir frendes face ; 
I told ‘hem how ther living ftode, 
And God amende "hem fer his grace! 


Plowman, 

What ailith the Griffon, tell why 
‘That he holdith on the’ othir fide, 
For thei two yben likily 
And with kindis yrobin wide, 

Pellican, 

The foulé betokinith pride, 

As Lucifer that high flewe was, 
And fith he did him in ill hide, 
For he agilted Godd’is grace, 

As birde flyith up in the aire, 
And livith by birdes that ben meke, 
So thefe ben fowe up in difpaire, - 
And headin fely foulis eke; 

The foulis that ben in finnes cke 

He culleth hem; knele therfore, alas! 
For bribrie Godd’is forbode breke; 
But God amende it for his. grace! 

‘The hinder parte is a loun, 

. A robber and araviner, - : 
‘That robbeth the peple in “rth doune, 
And in yerth holdith nee his pere : 

So fareth this foule bon ferre and nere, 
With tempo’rel ftrength the peple chafe 
Asa liei proude in “ferth here; 
Max-God amende ‘hem for his grace! 


Palican. 
* He flewe forth with his wingis twain 
All drouping and dafid, and dull, 
But fone the Griffon came again, 
Of his foulis the yerth was full; 
‘The Pelli’can he had caft to pull, 
So grete nombre ner fene ther wa: 
What manir of foules telle I woll, 
If God wol give me of his grace, 
With the Griffon come foulis fele, 
Bavins, rokis, crowis, and Pie, 
And graie foulis, rid wele, 
Igunde shove ny Seales hie, 
Gledis and bofardes weren*hem by, 
White molles and puttockes toke ther place, 
And lapwinges, that wel conith lie; i 
This company’ han forlete ther grace, 
Long while the Pellican was oute, 
But at daft he commith againe, 
And brought with him the phenix ftoute;* 
‘The Griffon would have flow ful faine, 
His foulis flewen as thicke as raine, 
The phenix tho began "hem chace; 
‘Fo fie from him it was in vaine, 
For he did vengeaunce and no grace, 
»He flewe *hem downe without mercy; 
There eftarte neither fre ne thrall ; 
On bim they caft a rufull crie 
Whan that the Griffon doun was fall ; 
He bete him not, but flewe hem all: 
Where he ‘hem drove no man may trace + 
Under the erth methought they yall; 
Alas, they had a feble. grace! 
‘The Pelican then axid right 
For my writing if I have blame 
‘Who then wol for me fight of fight 2 
Who fhullin theldé me from fhame? 
He that yhad a maide to dame, 
And the Lambd that flaine ywas, 
Shal fheldin me from goftly blame, 
For erthely harme is Godd’is grace, 
Therfore I pray evéry man 
Of my writing have. me excufed, 
This writing writeth the Pellican, 
‘That thus thele peple hath difpifed ; 
For I am frefhe fully advifed 
1 n’ill not maintene his menace, 
For the devill is ofte difguifed 
To bring a man to evil grace. 
Witith the Pelii’can and not me, 
For herof I n’il not avowe 
In hie ne lowe, ne no degre, 
But as fable take it yemawe, 
To holy churche I will me bowe : : 
Eche man to’ amende him Chritte fende Space! 
And for my writing me alowe : 
He that’ is almighty for his grace, 


Here endeth the Plowman’: Tale, 
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THE PARDONERE AND TAPSTERE, 





THE PROLOGUE; 


Or, The mery adventure of the Pardonere and Tapftere at the Inn at Canterbury, 


‘Wuew all this freth felethip were come to Can- 
tirbury, 

‘As ye have herde to fore, with Talys glad aad 
merry, 

Som of fotill fontence of vertue and of Jere, 

‘And fom of othir mirthis, for them that hald no 

Of wifdom,-ne of holynes, ne of chivalry, [itore 

Nethir of. vertuoufe materc, but to foly 

Leyd wit and luftieall to fuch japis 

As hurlewaynes meyne in every hegg that rapes 

Thorough unftabill mynde, ryght as the levis 
grene 

Stondewn ageyn the wedir, rpght fo by them 1 
mene t 

But no more hereof nowe at this ilche tyme, 

Jn faving of my fentence, my Prolog, and my 

ryme, 

They toke ther in, and Joggit them at mydmo- 
rowe I trowe, 

Alle cheker of the hope that many a man doth 
knowe} 

"Their Hooft of Southworke, that withthem went, 
es ye have herde to fore, q 

‘That was rewler of them al, of das and eke of ! 
“more, 4 

Ordeyned their dyner wifely or they to chirch | 
went, , 

Such vitaillis as he fonde in town, and for noon 
othiy tent. 

The Pardonere bchelde the belynes, how ftatis 
wer ifervid, 

Ditkennyng hym al prively, and a fyde fwervid + 

"the hoftelere was fo halowid fro o plafe to an- 
other, 

He toke his ftaffe to the Tapftere + 
‘own brother, . 

Quod fhe, with a frendly loke, al redy for to kys 

And he, as aman i Ietned of fuch kyndnes, 

Bracyd a by the myddyll, and made hir gladly 
chere, . 


Welcom myn 





Aha! al hole, quod th 


As thoughe he had iknowen bir al the rathir 
yeer: . 

She halid hym into the tapftry there hir bed way. 

was makid; 

Lo, here 1 ligg, (quod the) myfelf al nyght al 
nakid, 

Without manny’s company fynmy love was-dede, 

Jenkyn Harpour, yf ye hym knewe : from fete 
to the hede 

‘Was not a luftier perfone to daunce ne to lepe 

Then he was, thoughe fit fey : and therwith to 
wepe 

She made, and with thir napron feir and white 
_ywath 

She wypid foft hir eyen for teris that fhe out lefh 

As grete as any maylikone: upward gon they 


ftert 
For Jove of her fivetyng, that fat fo nighe fe 
hert : 


She wept and waylid, and wrong her hondis, and 
“made much to done, 

For they that loven fo paffyngly fach trowes they 
have echon : 

She fnyffith, fighith, and fhoke hire hede, and 
made rouful cher : 

Benedicite / quod the Pardonere, and toke hir by 
the fwere, 

Yce make forwe inowgh, quod he, your life 
though ye fhuld lefe. 

It is no wondir, quod fhe than; and therwith the 
gan to fnefe. 

ardonere ; your penaunce 
is fomewhat pa 

God forhede it els! quod he, but it were fom- 

"what laffid ; ss ; 

I might nat lyve els, thowe wotift, and™it Siuld 
long endure. = 

Now bleffid be God of mendemeatg of hele and 
eke of cure! 7. : 


THE PARDONERE 


Quod the Pardonere tho anoon, and toke hir by 


the chynne, - 
And fayd to hir thefe wardie tho; Alas that love 
isfyn! ae 


So kynd a lover as ye be oon, and fo trew of 


herte, 


For be my trewe confcience yit for yewe F fmerte, 
Andvhall this month hereafter, for yeur fodea 


dilese; 

Now wele wengire i he coud you 
plefes . ~ 

Idurft {were uponabook that trevke he fhuld yewe 
fynd, 


For he that is fo yore dede is grene in yeur mynd. 


Ye made me a fory man; dred ye wold have} 


tkervid. 
Graunt mercy, gentil Sir, qU>d. fhe, that ye un 
afervid : 
Yee be a nobile man, ibleffid mut yee be : 
Sit downs ye fhul drynk. Nay I wis {quod he) 
J am faftyng yit, myne own hert’is rote. 


Faftyng yit, alafs! quod fhe; therof I can de. 
yang y 4 go 


bote. 
Ske ftert into the town and fet a py al hote, 


ind ict to fore the Pardonere ; Jenken, 1 ween 


. Tn'ote 

Is that your name I yow prey. 1 wis, myn own 
futtir, 

So was I enformed of them that did me foftir. 

And what is yowrs? Kitt, iwis; fo cleped me 
my dame. 

And Godd’is blefling have thow, Kitt; now broke 
wel thy name; 

And privylich unlafid his both eyen liddes, 


And lokid hir in the vifage paramosir and amyddis, 


And fighed there with a litil time that fhe it here 
myghte, 

And gan to rown and feyn this fong, New, dove, 
then do me righte. 

Ejg and be merry, quod thes why breke ye nowt 
your faft ? 

‘To wait more felethip it were but work in waite. 

Whi make ye fo dull chere? for your love at 
home? 

Nay, forfooth, myne own hert, it is for you aloon. 

For me? alas! what fey ye? that wera fimple prey. 

‘Trewlich yit, quad the Pardonere, jt is as I yewe 
fey. 


Ye, etith and beth mery; we wol fpeke therof 


fone; 
Brennyd cat dredith feir ; itis mery to be a loon; 


¥or by our Lady Mary, that bare Jefus on hir 
{arm, 


3 coud nevis love yit but it did me harm, 
For evir my manere hath be to love ovirmuch. 
“Now Crift’is bleffing, quod thy Pardonere, go with 
al fach, a 
Lo! how the clowdis worchyn ech man to mete 
hie mach, 2 
For trewly, gentil Cr@tian, 1 ufe the fame tach, 
And have ydo many. yer: I may it nat forbere, 
Por Kynd woll baPLis cours though men the con- 
trary fweie : 
rd 


















AND TAPSTERX, ot 
Aad therwith he ftert up fmertly and caft dows’ 


a grote. ‘ 
What thal this do, gentil Sir? Nay, ‘Sir, far my 
wold ye payd a peny her and fo fone pas, [core 
‘The Pardoner fwore his grette othe he wold py 
no las. - 
I wis, Sir, it is ovir do, but fith it is yowr will - 
1 woll pute it in my purfe left yee it take in ill 
To siete yoar curtefy : and therwith fhe gan ta 


ee % 
Now trewly, quod the Pardoner, yaur- maners. 
EB been to: lows, ._ ° $ a, 

For had yecountid fireytly,and agthing lelgbehi 

I might have wele youuied shat yeheankind, . ~ 

And eke untrewe of hert, and fooner me. te: 

But ye lift he my treforer, for we thall offter metas 

Now certen, quod the Yapfter, ye have a redetul 
even, 7 

As wold to God ye couth as wele undo my {weven 

‘That { my fclf did mete this nyght that is ypaflid, 

How I was in a chirch when it was all ymaflid, 

And was in my devocioune tyl forvics: was al doon, 

Tyl the preeft and the clerk boyftly bad ene ty 

And put me out of the ‘chireh ‘wih an episode, 

Now Seynt Daniel, quod the Pardonere, your 

» — fwevyn turn to gode, “4 

And I veel allow it to the beft, have it ia yeur 
mynd, 

For comyngly of thefe fwe athe contrary mem 
fhul fynd, mee ree ree 


Ye have be a lover glad, and litil joy yhad ; 

Plick up atufty hert, and be and gladys. .: 

For ye fhul have an dufbond that shall-yewe: syed, 
to wyve, 3 Pee 

‘That thal love yewe as hertly as his own Iyve, 

The preeft that put yew out of chixcly Shall lede 
you in ageyne, ‘ 2 

And helpe to yeur mariage with al his might and 
main. : 


This is the fweven al and fom Kit 3 how likith the? 


Bemy trowith wondir wele, bleflid mut thouwebe? 

Thea teke he keve at that tyme, tyll he come effee 
fone, 

And went to his felethip (as it was to doon) 


Theughe it be no grete bolynes to prech this itt 


matere, 

And that fom lift to her it, yit, Sirs, ner the latter: 

Endurith for a while and foffrith them that woll, 

And ye fhuli her how the Tapfter made the Pam 
doner pull : 

Garlik all the long nyghte til it was ner end day; 

For the more chere the made of love ghe falfir 
owas her lay: a k 

But litil charge gaff the therof, tho fhe acquit hig 
while, 

For ¢thir is thought and tent was othir to begile, 

As ye fhul here hereaftir, when-tyme comith and 
fpafe 

To ane fuch matere.—But now a litil fpafe 

1 wol return me dgeyn to the company, 

The Knyghte and al the felethip, and nothing for 
ta ly. 

‘ P iiij 
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‘Whan they wer al yloggit, as fkil wold and refon, 

Everich aftir his degre, to chirch then was fefon 

"To pas and to wend to make their offringis, 

Righte as their devocioune was, of filver broch 
and rypges;. 

"Then at chirch dore the curtefy gan to ryfe 

Ty) the Knyght, of gentilnes that knewe right 
wele the guyfe, 

Put forth the prelatis, the Parfon, and his fere, 

‘A Monk thattook thefpryngill with a manly chere, 

‘And did as the manere ig, moilid al their patis 

Everich aftie othir, righte as they were of ftatis : 

"The Frer feynyd fetoudly the {pryngill for to hold 

To fpryng oppon the remnaunt, that for his cope 
he wold 

‘Have Jaft that occupacioune in that holy plafe, 

§o langid his holy con{cience to fe the Nonn’i> fafe. 

The Knyght went with his compers toward the 
holy fhryne 

"To do that they wer. com for, and aftir for to. 
dyne; 

The Pardoner and the Miller, and othir Jewde 
fotes, 

Sought ‘hem felf in the chirch right as lewd gotes, 

‘Pyrid faft and pourid high upon the glafe, 

Counterfetyng gentilmen the armies for to blafe, 

Difkynering. fi the peyntur, and for the ftory 
mournid, 

Anda red al fo right as rammys hornyd. 

He berith a balftaff, quod the toon, and elsa ra- 
kidend; 

"Thow faileft, quod the Miller, tow baft nat wel 
thy mynd ; 

It is a fpere, yf thow canft fe, with a prik tofore, 

‘To pufh a down hisenmy, and through the fhoul- 
der bore. 

Pefe, quod the Hooft of Southwork ; let ftond the 
wyndow glafid 5 

Goith up and dolth your offerynge ; ye femith 
half amafid ¢; 

Sith ye bein company of honeft men and good 

Worchith fomwhat altir them, and let the kyod 

* of brode ; 

Pas for a tyme; I hold it for the beft, 

For who doith aftir company may. live the bet in 

reft, 

"Then paffid they forth boyftly gogling with their 
hedis, 

Knelid adown to fore the fhrine, and herthich their 
bedis 

They preyd.to Seint Thomas in fuche wyfe as they 
couth . 

‘And fith the holy relikes ech man with his mowith 

Kiflid, as a goodly monk the names told and 

“taught, ; 

And fith to othir places of holynes they raught, 

‘And wer in their devocioune tyl fervice wer al 
doon, : 

And fith they drowgh to dynerward as it drew to 
hoon, 

‘Then, as manere and cuftom is, fignes there they 

"bought, : ; 
For mex of contse shuld know whome they had 
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Eche man fet his filver in fuch thing as they likids 
-And in the meen while the Miller had ypikid 


His bofom ful of fignys of Caunterbury brochis, 
Though the Pardoner and he pryvely in hir pou- 


chis, : 
They put them afterwards, that noon of thenr it 


witt, J 

Save the Sompner {eid fomwhat, and feysto he 
iit 

Halff part, que? be. priya; S-wning on their 
ere; : 

Hotht! pees, qaod the Miller, feift thou nat the 
Frere, : 

How. he Jowrith undir his hood with a doggifh 
eye? a 

Hit fhufld be a privy p>'3g tnat he coud nat afpy 5 

Of every craft hs-an fomwhat. our Lady gave 
hym forowe ! 

Amen, tho quod the Sompner, on eve and eke 
on morowe + 

So curfid a Tale he told of me the devill of hell 


hem {pede, 
And me, but yf I pay him wele and quyte we! 
his mede. ° 


Yf it hap homward that ech mantell his Tale, 

As we did hiderward, though swe fhuld fet at fale 

All the fhrewdnes that I can, } woll hym nothing 
fpare, 

That I n’ol :ouch his takerd fomwhat of his care, 
They fet their fignys upon their hedes, and fora 
oppon their capp, y 
And fith to the dynerward they gan for to. ftapp. 

Every man in his degre with and toke his fete, 

As they were wont to doon at foper and at mete, 

And wer in filence for a tyme ty] good ale gan 
arife, © 

And then, as nature axith, as thefe old wife 

Knowen wele, when veynys been fotmwhat re~ 
plete, 

The fpirits wol fter¢, and alfo metis fwete 

Caufen oft myrthis for to be ymevid, 

And cke it was no tyme tho for to be ygrevid 

Every man in his wyfe made hertly chere, 

‘Telling his felowe of fportys and of chere, 

And of othir mirthis that fellya by the wey, 

As cuftom is of pylgryme, and hath been many 2 


ey. 
The Hooft leid to his ere, of Southworke as ye 
knowe, 7 4 
And thenkid al the company both high and lowe, 
Sa wele kepeing the covenaunt in Southwork that 
was made, 

That every man fhuld by the wey with a Tale 
glade 

All the whole company in fhorting cf the wey; ~ 
And al is wele perfofmed: but than now thus I 


fey, 
‘That we muft fo homewacd eche man tel anothir. 
"Thus we wer accordit, an., 1 fhuld be arathir ~ 
To fet yewe in governaut. ‘eby right ful jugé- 
ment. 3 
‘Trewly Hooft, quod the Frer,that was all our 
. affent, a ; 


rs 
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‘With a litif more that I thall fey therto: 

Yee graunted of yeur curtefy that we fhuld alfo 

All the hole company fope with yewe at nyght* 

Thus I trowe that it was; what fey you, Sir 

i Knyght? 

It hal nat nede, quod the Hooft, to axe no wit+ 
‘mes; 

Your rd is good I nowe; and of yeur gen- 

tilrles : 








Yit l prey yew Cy ete ee @Seynt Thomas 
fhryne , 
And ye woll hgld covenaunt I wold hold mayne. 


Now trewely hyoft, 
right wel-yfeyd 


And as towching m; fone I hold me.payde ; 
And fo I trowe that al don girs, what fe} Yee ? 
‘The Monk and eke the Marcha ind al feid Ye. 


‘Then al this aftir-mete, [hold it for the beft; 
‘To fport and pley us, quod the Hooft, eche man 
as hym left, 

And go by tyme to foper and to bed alfo, 

So mowe we erly ryfen our. jorney for to do, 

The Knyght arofe therwithal, and caft on a frether 
«gown, 

And his fone anothir, to walk in the town, 

And {o did all the remnaunt that were of that 


juod the Knyght, ye have 
; 2 


aray, 

‘That had their chaungis with them, 
them frefh and gay, 

Sortid them togidir, right as their Juftis lay, 

As they were more ufid travelling by the way. 

‘The Knyght with his meyne went to fee the walle 

And the wards of the town, as to a knyght befall, 

Devifing ententiflich the ftrengthis al about, 

And apointid to his fone the perell and the dout 

For fhot of arbiaft and of bowe, and eke for fhot 
of gonne, 

Unto the wardis of the town, and how it might 
be wone 5 

And al defence ther ageyn aftir his intent 

He declarid compendioufly, and al that evir he 
ment 

He fone perfeyvid every poynt, as he was ful abil. 

‘To armes and to travaile and perfone covenabill 

He was of all factur aftir fourm of kynd, 

And for to deme his governaunce it femed that 
his mynd . 

‘Was much in his lady that he lovid beft, 

‘That made hym offt to wake when he fhuld have 
his reft. 

The Clerk that was of Oxenforth onto the Somp 
nore feyd 

Me femeth of grete clerge that thow art amayde, 

For thou putteft on the Frer in maner of repreff, 

‘That he knoweth falfhede, vice, and cke a theff; 

And Lit hold vertuoufe and right commendabill 

‘To have very knowlech of thinges reprovabill ; 

For who fo may efchew, it, and let it pas by, 

And els he might fali theron unward and fodenly. 

And thoughe the Ag tolda Tale of a Somp- 
nour, 

Thow oughtift fc to take it for no difhonour, 

For of al cralghand of eche degre 


‘They bemgyp perfite, byt fom nyce be, 
2 


they mad 








AND TAPSTERE, 
Lo! what is worthy, 


a39° 
feyd the Knight, for to be. 


aclerk; 
‘To fommon among us them this mocioune was fok 
Tcomend his wittis and cke his clerge, — [derke z 


For of ether part he faveth honefte. 

The Monk toke the Parfone then and the grey 
Frer, 3 

And preyd them for curtefy for to go in fere: 

have ther acquaintaunce that al this yeres thte 

Hath preyd hym by his lettris that I hym wold fe ; 

And ye my brothir in habit and in poffeffioune, 

And now I am here methinketh it is to doon, 

To preve it in dede what chere he wold me make, 

And to yew my frende alfo for my fake.” 

They went forth togidis talking of holy matere, 

But woot ye wele in certeyn they had no mind aft 
watere 

To drynk at that tyme,when they wer met in fere; 

For of the beft that myght be founde, and there. 
with mery chere, 

They had, it is no doubte ; for fpycys and eke wine 

Went round about the gaftoyn and eke the ruyne. 

The Wyfe of Bath was fo wery, the had no wyl to 
walk, . 

She toke the Priores by the honde; Madam, wot 

* ye ftalk, 

Pryvely into the 

And aftir with 
rowe? 

I wol gyve yewe the wyne and ye fhul me alfo, 

For tyl we go to foper we have naughs ellis to do, 

The Priores,as woman taught af gentil blood and 
hend, . 

Affentid to hir counfel, and forth gon they wend, 

Paffyng forth foftly into the herbery, 

For many a herb pore for fewe and fu 

And all the aleys feir, 
ymakid, 

The favige and the ifope yfrethid and yitakid, 

And othir beddis by and by freth ydight, 

For comers to the hoofte righte a fportful fight, 

‘The Marchaunt and the Mancipill, the Miller and 
the Reve, 

And the Clerk of Oxenforth, to 
they meve, 

And al the othir meyne, and lafft noon at home 
Save the Pardoner, that pryvelich when al they 
“wer on * 
Stalkid into the tapftry ; for nothing wold he leve 
To make his covenaunte’in certeyn that fame eve; 
He wold be loggit with hir, that was his hole en- 

tentioune. 
But hap and eke Fortune, and all the conftellaci. 
oune, 
‘Was clere hym ageyns, as ye fhul aftir here $ 
For hym had better be yloggit al nyght in a myere 
‘Then he was the fame nyght or the fun was up; 
For fuch was his fortune he drank without the 


garden to fe the herbes‘growe, 
our hoft’is wife in hir parlour 


an@ parid, and raylid, and 


townward gan 


cupp 3 
But thereof wift he no delay; ne Noman of us alle 
May bave that bigh connyng to know what foall bfall, 
He ftappid into the tapitry wondir Pryvely, 
And fond hir ligging Jirylong with half flopy 
Yes: 
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Pourid felfich undir hir hood, and fawe all his 
comyng, : 

And lay ay ftill, as aught the knewe, but feynid 
hir Depyng. ; 

He put his hond to hir breft ; Awake, quod he, 
awake. 


A, Benedicite # Sir, who witt yew her? out tho I 
myght betake 

Prifoner, quod the Tapftere, being al aloon; 

‘And therwith breyd up ina frite, and began to 
groon. 

"Now fith ye be my prifoner yeld yew now,quod he, 
Y mult nedis, quod fhe, I may.nothyng fle; - 
’And eke I have no ftrengith, and ana but yong of 
‘And allo J is me maftry t0 cach 2 mopfe ia a coge [ages 

“bet nay ne-where ert aut, but clofid woadir faft ; 
And eke, Sir, I tell yew though 1 had grete haft 
"Ye fauld have coughed when ye com. Wher lern 

‘ you cartefy ? 

Now trewlich I muft chide, for‘of right pryvety 

Women ben fom tyme of day when they be aloon. 

‘Wher coud I yew prey when ye com efftfone ? 

Nowe mercy, dere fvetyng | J wol do fo.no more; 

J thank you an hundrit fithis; and alfo by your 
lore 

Ywol do hereaftir in what plafe that I com 

But lovers, Kitt, ben evil avyfid full oft, and to 
lem; 


Wherfore Iprey you hertlich hold me excufed, 

Andi behote yew trewly it fhalt no more be nfid. 

But now to our purpofe : how have ye fare 

Bith E was wyth you lait? that is my moft cares 

For yf yee cylid eny thing othir wife then good, 

‘Trewly it wold chaunge my chere and my blood, 

Whave farid the wers for yewe, quod Kitt; do ye 
no drede 

God that isabove? and eke ye had no nede 

For to congis me, God woot, wyth your nygro- 
mancy, 

"That have no morc to vaunte me but oonly my 

And yf it were dilteynid then wer Londo : {body, 

wis Itrowe, Jenkyn, ye be nat to truit to; 

Fer evir more ye clerkts con fo much in book 

Yee wol, wyan a woman at firit look, 

"Thought the Pardoncre, this goth wele, and made 
his beter chere, 

‘And axid of hir foftly, Love! who thall ligg here 

‘Ehis nyght that is to comyng ? I prey yewe tell 

1 wis it is grete nede to tell yewe, quod fhe: [me. 

Makc it nag overqueynt though you bea clerk ; 

Ye knowe wele inough iwis by loke, by word, by 
work. 

Shal I com than, Criftian, and fefe awey the cat? 

Bhal ye com? per denedicite! what queftion is 

that? 

Wherfor I prey you hertly to be my connfail ? 

Comyth fomwhat late, and for nothing faill ; 

"Phe dorr fhall ftond that up; put it from you foft, 

Bur be wele avyfid ye wake nat them on lofi, 

Care ye nat, quod Joukip, I can theron at beft ; 

‘Shal no man for my ftepyng be wakid of his reft. 

Anon they dronk the beverage, and were of oone 

accord, ‘ 
As it femed by their chere and alfol y their word; 
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‘And al a faunce she lovid hym wele, fhe toke 
hym by the fwere, 

As though he had lernyd cury favel of fom old 
frere, 

‘The Pardoner plukkid out of his purs I trow the 
dowry, sae 

And toke it Kitt in hir hond, and bad her pryvel, 

To orden a rere fopor for them both to-+ {alfo, 

A cawdell ymade with fwete wyne anc/with lugir 

For trewly It. ~e.go taleps+owy in your abfence, 

So longith my hert toward ye «tobe in yewr 

;-, prefense. 

He toke his leve, and went his 
thing wer, ¢ 

And met wyth al the felthix; but in what plafe 


+ ne wher 
He {pake no therof, but held hym clofe and 


fy, 

As he that hopid fikislich to have had ai his wyll, 

And thought many a mery thought by hymfelf 
aloon: 

I am a loggit, thought he beft, how fo evir it 
goon; 

And thoughe it have coftid me, yit wol I do,my 


rn 
vy as though no» 





peya. 

For to pike hir purs to nyghte and win my coft 
ageyn, 

Now leve I the Pardonere tyll that it be eve, 

And wolreturne me ageynrighte, ther as { didleve. 

‘Whan al wer com togider in, their herbergage 

The Hooft of Southwork, as'ye knowe, that had 
no fpice of rage, 

But al thing wrought pradenciall, as fobir man 
and wife; 

Now wol we to the foup, Sir Knyght, feith yeur 


avyfe, 

Quod the Hooft ful curteyily, andin the fame wife, 

The Knyght anfwer'd him ageyn, Sir as ye devyfe 

I mutt obey, ye woot wele; but-yfI faill wytt 

Thentakith thefe prelatis to yewe, and wathith 
and go fit; 

For I woll be yewr Marchall and ferve yewe, ech 
one, 

And then the officers and I to foper Shall we gone, 

They with, and {ctt right. as he bad, eche man 
wyth his fere, 

And begonne to talk of fportis and of chere 

"That they had the aftir-mete whiles they wer out, 

For othir occupacioune tyll they wer fervid about 

‘They ii at that tyme, but every man kitt.a 
on 5 

But the Pardoner kept hym clofe, and told no- 
thing of 

‘The myrth and hope that he had, but kept it for 


hymfelf 5 se 
Avd thoughe he did HE Go fors, for he had uede 
to folve : 
Long or it were mydayght, as ye fhul her fone, 
For he met with his love".n crokeing of the moon. 
They wer yfervyd honet. ¥z_and cche man |.eld 
hym payde, . 
For of o mane: e of fervice-thex foper was araide, 
As fill wo:d and refon, fich the I-# of all 
Fayid like much, for growing of tic gall i, 


¥HE PARDONERE AND TAPSTERE. 535: 
Bat yit as curtely axith, thoush it were fom dele | When they had ete and dronk right in the &me 




















freight, 7 plafe, - ina - 
‘The Ratis that were above had of the feyreft en- | Kitt began to rendir out all tl ings as it was 5 
dreyte 5 ‘The wowing of the Pardoners and hjs cof alfo, 


Wherfor they did their gentilnes ageyn to al] the 

rout, ‘ 
ronken wyne at their coft onys round 
Sdqut. 5 


Now pats Nightly qvir. When theysoupid had 

‘Tho that werd of Bvemg ife men and 
fad, 

Went to their 


; and made no mure to doon, 
Coke dronken by the moon 

Mp the repenyng; [to fing 
Naam efpy’d anvon he gan 
Deulitl me this bourden, choker ein his throte, 


And how he hopid for to lygg al nyght wyth hir 

alfo; 

But therof he fhall be fikis. as of God’is cope 

And fodenly kiffid her paramour, and feyd, We 
fhul fclope ‘ 

Togidir hul by bul, as we have many a nyght, 

And yf he com and make noyfe, I prey yewe 
dub hym Knyght, fk cin ial 

Yes, Dame, quod hir paranituy, be! ; 

This is his own ftaff thou feyft, thesef he thall 
ataft. 7 

Now trewly, quod the hoftler, and he com by.my 
lot 









For the Tapiter he'd here of hiSegy note : : Rs 
He clepid to hym the Sompuour, that was his own | He Shall drink for Kittis love wythout cup oF pot; 
difeipill, And he be fo hardy to wake eny git [mitt 


I make a vowe tothe pecock there thal wake afoul 
And arofe up therewithal and toke bis leve anoon: 
{t was a threwid company; they had fervid fa 
many oon, 
With fuch manere of felethip riekepe! never to dele, 
“Ne no man that lovith his worfhip and his hele, 


The Yeman and the Reve, ond the Mancipill, 

And floden fo holowyng ; for nothing wold they 

"Tyl the tyme that it was well within eve. [leve 

The Hoof of Southwork herd them welc, and 
*’ the Marchaunt both, 

As they wer ata countis, and wexen fomewhat 


“<wroth, Quod Kitt to hir paramour, Ye muft wake 2 

But yet they preyd them curteyfly to reft for to whyle, 

wend, For trewlich I am fikir that qithin this myle 
And fo they did all the rout; they dronk and made | ‘The Pardoner wol be comyng, his hete to afi 

an end, a But loke ye pay hym redelich to kele his corage 3 
And eche man droughe to cu/fy to fepe and take | And therfor, love, difchance yewe not tylithis. chal 

his reft No, for God, Kitt, that wol I no, [be da, 
Gave the Pardoner, that drew apart, and weytid | ‘hen Kite went to bed, and’blewe out adl-the 

by a chefte light, 


And by that tyme it was ner hond quarter nyght. 

Whan all was ftill, the Pardoner gan to walk, 

As glad as eny goldfynch that he herd no mam 
talk, 


For to hide hymfelf tyl the candill wer out + 

And in the meen while, have ye no doute, + 

‘The TapQer and hir paramour, and the hofteler 
of the houfe, 

Site togidir pryvelich, and of the beft gonfe 

‘That was yfound in ‘town and yiet at fale 

‘Vhey had there of fufficiaunt, and dronk but litill 


And dorwghe to Kittis droward to herken and ta 
it, 
And went to have fond the dor vp 5 but the haf 


ale; and eke the twift 

And fit and ete the cawdell for the Pardoner that | Held hym out a whils, and the lok alfo; 
‘was made, Yit trowid he no gile, but went ner to, 

With fugir and with fwete wyne, right as hym- | And ferapid the dorr welplich, and wynyd wyth 
felf bade ; his mowith 


Alter a doggis iyden, as nere as he couith, 

Awey, dog, with evill deth ! quod he that was 
within, 

And made hym all redy the dorr to anpin. 

A! thought the Pardoner, tho 1 trow my berd be 


So he that payd for all in feer had not 2 twynt, 
For offt is more better ymerkid then ymyrt : 
And fo farid he ful right ds ye have yherd, 

But Wo is shat a woman coud n't make bis berd, 
And the wer therabout, and fet hir wytt therto? 


Ye woot wele I ly nat, and wher} do or no made ; 

I wol nat here termyn it, lett ladies ftond in plafe | The Tapfter hath a paramour, and hath made 
Or cls gentil women, for lefing of my grace them glade : 

OF daliaunce and of fportis and of goodly chere; | With the cawdell that 1 -ordeynied for me, as 1 
‘Therfor anenit their eftatis 1 wol in no manere gues ; 


Now the devill hir'fpede, fuch oon as the is, 


Deme ne determyn, but of lewd kitts, F 
She feid I had yeongerid hir; our Lady gyve hir 


As tapflers, and othir fuch that hath wyly wytts, 







‘To pike mennys purfis, arid eke to bler their eye; forowe ; 3 
So wele they make foth when they falieft | Now wold to God the wer in ftokis ty] I fhuld hir 
by. _ borowe, 





Woe of iis eu 
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And therewyth he caught cardiakill anda cold ; Ther isa theff, Ltck the, within this hall dorr- 
fot, A theff? quod Jak ; this is a nobill chere 

For who have love longing, and is of corage hote, | That thou hym haft yfound, yf wee hym myghe 

He hath ful many a myry thought tofore his 
























delyte 5 Yis, yis, care the nought ; with hym we fhul mach 
And right fo had the Pardoner, and was in evil ; Wele inowe or he be go, yf fo we had lighte—,__ 
: plight ; For we to be trong inawe with o man for te 


For fayling of his purpofe he was nothing in efe, 
Wherfor he fill fodenlich into a wood refe, 
Entryng -wondir faft into a frenfy 
For pur very angie and for jeloufy ; {wood, 
* For when he herd a man within, he was almoft. 
‘And becaufe the coft was his no mervel tho the 
mond 
‘Wer turned into vengaunce, of it myght be: 
Bot this was the myfchief; all fo ftrong as he 
‘Was he that was within, and lighter man alfo, 
As provid wele the bataile betwene them both to. 
‘The Pardonere f{crapid efft ageyn ; for nothyng 
wold he blyn, 
So feyn he wold have herd more of hym that 
was within, 
‘What dog is that ? quod the paramour ; Kit, wot 
thou cre? 
HaveGod my trowith, quod fhe, itisthe Pardonere. 
"The Randonee, with myfcheff! God gyve hyr2 evil 
reff! 
Sir, the eid; by my trowith he is the fame theff. 
"Therof thou lieft, quod the Pardoner, and might 
nat long forbere. 
A thy fals body! quod he 5 the devil of hll the 
t 


fighte. 
"The devil af hell, quod Jak breke-this thev’is 
AY aioe | 








‘The key of th: kitchen, asit wor4or the nonysy 
Is above witHour dame : and fhefiaath fuch ufage, 
‘And fhe be wake of ber flepe, J 4 faltith in fuch a 


rage ' ves 

That al the weke aftir, may no mathir plefe, 
So the fterith abop“this houfe in a wood refe. 
But now f a=etfifid but how we fhul have lyte; 


T have too giftis within that this fame tyght 
Supid in the halle, and had a litill feirs (pire. 
Go up, quod Ju, and loke, and in the asthis 
And I wol kepe the dorr; he fhall not ftert out. 
Nay, for God that wol Inat, left icach a clout, 
Seid the todir to Jak, for thou knowift bettir then 
‘All the eftris of this houfe; go up thyfelf and fpy. 
Nay, for foth, quod Jak, that were grete unrighte 
To sven oppon a man that with hym aid not 
hte = 

Sithens thou haft hym bete and with thy ftaff, ypilt, 
Me thinkith it wer no refon that F fhuld ber the 


ilt 5 - 
For by. te blyfyng of the cole he myght fe myne 
hed: 


+ + hede, 
For by my trowith a falsher fawe Inevir noon, | And lightly Jene me fucha ftroke my hond to be« 


And nempnid hir namys many mo then oon, dede. 
"Though to rech hir wer noon honelte Then wol we do by common affent fech bymal 
Among men of good worthip and degre about ; 


But, fhortly to conclude ; when he had chid inowe 


Who that metith hym firft pay him on the fnouts 
Hie axid his ftaff fpitouflich, with wordis fharp and 


For methought 1 herd hym here loft among the 


rowe, pannys. 
Go to bed, quod he within ; no morc noyfe thow | Kepe thou the toder fide, but ware the watir 
: make ; cannys, 


"Thy ftaff thal be redy to morowe undertake, 
In foth, quod he, } wol nat fro the dorr wend 
TylL have my faff. ‘how bribour, then have the 


And ifhe be herein ryghtfone we fhullhym fynde, 
‘And we tobestrong inowghe o thefft for to bynde, 
‘Aha ha! thought the Pardoner, beth the pannys 


todir end, aryn } 
Quod he that was within ; and leyd it on his back And drowhe oppor that fide, and thought oppon 
Right in the famie.plafe as chapmen berith their @ gynne; . 


‘And fo he did to ro, as he coud a rede, {pak 5 

Grafpying aftir with the ftaff in lengith and ekein 
brede ¢ 

And fond hym othir whyle redjich inoughe 

With the ftaffys end high upon the browe. 

"The hofteler icy oppon his bed and herd of this 
affray, 

And ftert hym up lightlich, and thought he wold 


So at 1. ft he fond oon, and fet iton his hede, 

For as the cafe was fall ther’ to be had grete nedes 

But yit he grafpit ferthirmore to have fomwhat 
in honde, 

‘And fonda grete. ladill right.as he was gonde, 

And thought for to fterte out betwene them both 


to aie. 
And waytid wele the paramour that had doon, 


afay : hym woo, 

He toke a faff in his hond, and highed wondir ‘And fet him with the ladill on the grufcill on the 
dlyve nofe, 

Tyl he eee with the felefhip that thuld nevir "That all the week after Se had fuch a pofe, 
thryve. That both his eyin water lich by the morowe, 

What be yee ? quod the hofteler ; and knew them | But fhe that was the caufe af it had ther’of no 
both wele, forowe. rs 

Hyuft! pefe, quod the paramour: Jak, thow muft | But now to the Pardoner. As Etswold flert awey 

* be fele; The hoftelermet with hym, but nc ‘4e=ztobir pay + 
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The Pardoner ran fo {with the ‘pan fill him fro, 

And Jakhofteler aftirhym as blyve ashemyght go, 

And ftapid oppon a brondeal unware, —_[afware, | 

‘That hym had bin beter to have goon more | 

For the egg of the pann met with his fhynne, 

' 4n*4arff atoo a veyn and the next fyn: 

But wiils that it was grene he thought litilon, 

But when ‘he grenencfs was apaft the greff fat ner 
the powe 3 — 

Vit Jak leyd .. bj hond ose her it fete, 

And when he { md he was yhurt th : Pardoner he 
gan to ti “ete, 

And fwore by Sey *t Amyas that he thuld abigg 

With flroks hard ai fore even oppon the rigg3 

Yfbe hym myght fyno+~ nothyug would hym 





fpare : es 
‘That herd the Pardoner wele, ania s.2ti hym bettir 
2 {quare, 


And thonght that he had ftrokis ryght inowgh, 
‘Wytnes on his armis; his back, and his browe. 
Jak then, quod the paramour, where is the theif 
ago? 
{n'ote, quod tho Jak; right now he lept me fro, 
That Crifis curs go with hym, for I have harm 
_ and fpite : 
Be my’ trowsthand Ialfo and he goithnat al quyte: 
But and we myghthym fynd we wold aray him fo 
‘That he fhuld have legg ne foot to morrowe on togo. 
But how fhull we hym fynd ? the moon isadown, 
{As grace was for the Pardoner) and cke when 
they did roun 
He herd them evir wel inowe, and went the more 
afyde, 
And Stew hum ever bakward, and let the ftrokis 
lide. 
Jak, quod the paramonr, I hold it for the beft, 
Sith the moon is down, for to go to reft, 
And make the gatis faft; he may not then aftert, 
And cke of his own ftaff he berith a redy mark, 
‘Wherby thou mayeft him knowe among all the 
route, 
And thou ber a redy ey, and weyt wele aboute 
‘To morowe when they ihul wend ; this is the beft 
rede; 
Jak, what feyft thou therto ? is this wele yfeyd ? 
Thy wit is clere, quod Jak; thy wit nut nodis 
y — flend. F 
He made the gatis falt; ther is no more to doon, 
‘The Pardoner ftede afide, his chekis ron and bled, 
And was ryghr. evil at efe al nyght in his hede : 
He mutt of force lige lyke a colyn fwerd, [berds 
Yit it mevid him wondir fore for making of his 
He payd at full ther’fore though a womans art 
Fee wyue and cke for cawdill, and had ther’of no 
art ¢ 
. He ther'for preyd Seyn Juliane, as ye mowe on- 
derftonde, 
‘That thedevill her fhulde, fpede on watir and on 
londe, 
So to difeive a trave! man of his herbergage, 
And coud not els fav { curs his angir to afwage; 
And was diftrad 
For aftir his 
wT; 







is wit, and in grete defpayr 
e he caught a cold through the 
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That he was ner afound it, and coud, none othir 
help: : 

But as he fought his loggyng he happid oppon 9 
whelp 

That ley undir a fleyir, a grete Walt. dog, 

That bare about his neck a greté huge clog; 

Becaufe that He was fperoufe, and wold fone bite, 

The clog was hongit about his nek, for men fituld 
nat wite ‘ 

Nothyng dogg'is maifter yf he did eny harm, 

So for to ex¢ufe them both it was a wyly charm. 

‘Lhe Pardoner wold have loggit hym ther, and 
lay fomwhat nigh, ; 

The warrok was awakid and catight hym by thé 
thigh, 

And bote hym wondit fpetoully, defending wele 
hié couch, 

‘That the Pardoner myght natréhym riether touch. 

But held hym a fquare by that othir fide, 

As holfom wasat that tyme for tercing of hishyde 

He coud noon othir help, but leyd adown his hede 

In the dogg’is ltttir, and wisthid aftir brede 

Many a time and offt, the dog for to plefe, 

To have yle ymore nere for Mis own efe: 

But with what he wold, his fortune feyd Ney ; 

So trswly for the Pardoner it was 2 difmal dey, 

The dog ley evir grownyng, redy for to fnache; 

Wher’for the Pardoner durft nat with hym mache; 

But ley as fill as eny ftone, temembring hisfoly, 

That he wold truft a Tapfter of acommon hottry$ 

For commonly for the moft part they ben wyly 
echon, 

But now to alle the company a morrow whan 
they fhuld gon 

Was noon of all the felethip half fo fone ydight 

Aswasthegentil Pardoner; foraltyme of the ayght 

He was aredy in his aray, and had nothing to decom, 

Safle ihake alite his eris, and trus and be foone, 

Yet or he cam in company he wisfh away the blood, 

And bond the forys to his hede with the typet of - 
his hood, 

And made lightfon: chere for men fhuld nat fpy 

Nothyng of his turment ne of his luxury ; [pry, 

And the hoiteler of the houfe, for flothing he coud 

He coud nat knowe the Pardoner among the com> 
pan, . 

A morowe when they fhuld wend, for ought that 
they coud pour, 

So wyfely went the Pardoner out of the dogg’is 
bour, 

And blynched from the hofteler, and turned oft 
about, 

And evirmore beheld hym amydward of the rout, 

And was evir fyngyng to make al thyng good ; 

But yit his notis wer fomwhat iow for aking of his. 

So at that tyme he had no more grame, [hede ; 

But held hym to his happynes to feape fhame. 

‘The Knyghtandallthe telcthip forward gon they 

Paflyng forth merely to the toun’ ysend; (wend, 

And by that tyme they were ther the day began to 

And the fon merely upward gan he pike, {rype, 

Pleying under the egge of the firmament. 

Now, quod the Hooit of Southwork, and to the 
ielethip bent, 
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Who fawe evir fo feyr or fo glad a day, 

‘And how fote this fefon is entring into May ? 

The thruftelis and the thrasfhis, in this glad ntor- 
nyng, {gale 

"The ruddok and the goldfynch; but the nyghtin- 

His amerous notis fo how he twynith {mall ! 

LLo how the trees grenyth that nakid wer, and no« 
thin, 

Bare this one: afore but their fommer clothing! 

Lo how Nature makith for thent everichone! 

‘And as many as ther be he forgettith noone t 

Lo how the fefon of the yere and Averell fiouris 

Doiththe busfhls burgyn out bloffoms and flouris! 

Lo-the prymerofis how frefh they ben to fene! 

And many othir flovris among the grafis grene. 

Lo Now they {pryng, and fprede,and of divers hue ! 

Beholdith, and feith both rede, white and blue! 

‘That lufty bin and comfortabill for mann’ys fight ! 

For I {ey for myfelf it makith my hert to light. | 

Now fith Almighty Soveryn hath fence fo feir adey 

Let fe now,as covenant is, in fhorting of the wey, 

“Who hall be the firft that fhall unlace his male 

In comfort of us al, and gyn fome mery Tale; 

For and we fhuld now begyn to draw Jot 

Peraventure it might fal ther it ought not, , 

On fom unlufty perfone that wer not wele awakid, ; 

Or femyboufy ovyr eve, and had yfong and crakid - 

Somwhat ovir much: how fhuld he than do : 

For Who fould tell a Tale be mufi bave good wyll therto. 
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And eke fom men faftyng beth glewid and ybound 

In their tongis; and fom fatyng beth nothyng jo- 
courd; 

And fom mien in the morning ther mouthis beth 
adoun ; : 

‘Tyll that they be charmyd their wordis w(M=ct™ 
foun. r 

So thys is my conclufioune and my laff<not, 

It wer grete Erauilnes tosc>sety lot. 

By the rood off srommoiin, quod, :hg wfarchant tho, 

‘As fer as I hye failed, riden and, ygo, 

Sawe I nevir man yet tofore thif#alk day 

So wele coud rule a companys.3 our Haft, in fay 

His wordis ben fo comforty‘nll, and comyth fo in 
fefon, ff 

That my an make eny refon 

Contrary to his counfaill at myn ymagynacioune, 

Wher'for I woll tell aTale'to your coniolaciogine, 

Jn enfampill to yowe that when that T have do 

Anothir be right redy then for to tell, ryght fo 

‘To fulfyil our,Hooit’is wyll and his ordinaunce, 

"Fhere fhall no fawte be found in me: gode wyl 
fhal be my chaunce : 

With this I be excufid of my rudines, 

Altho’ J cannot peynt my Tale, but tcl it agit is, 

Lepyng ovir no fentence, as ferforth as I may, 

But tel} yewe the yolke and put the white away. 
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THE v.ERCHANT’ 


S SECOND TALE; 


GR, THE HISTORY OF BERYN. 


Wrron yeris paffed in the old dawis 


[lawis, | For, fhortly to conclude, al tho wer adverfarfos 


‘When rightfullich by refon governyd wer the | ‘lo Rome in his dayis he made them tributaries; 


And PYyncipally in the cete of Rome, that was fo 
rich, 
And worthieft in his dayes, and noon to him ilich 
Of worhhip ne of wele, ne of governaunce, 
¥or alle Jondis chriftened ther’ of had dotaunce, 
And all othir natiouns, of what feith they were, 
Whils the Empcrour was hole, and in his paleys 
el mainteynid in honour; and in Pop’is fe [there 
Rome was then obcied of all Criftiante. 
But it farith ther’by as it doith by othir thingis ; 
For though nethir cete, regioune, ne kyngis, 
Beth nat nowe fo worthy as wer by olde tyme, 
As we fynd in romaunces, in geftis, and in ryme, 
Per all things doith waft, and eke mann'ys Inf 
Ys more porter then it was Pand our wittis fyve 
Mowe nat comprehende now in our dietics 
As fom tyme myght thefe old wile poctes, 
But fich that terrene thinges ben nat perdurabill, 
No mervaile is though Rome be fomwhat variabill 
Fro honour and fro wele fith his frendis paflid ; 
‘As many anothir town is payrid and ylaffid 
Within thefe few yeris, as we mowe fe st eye; 
Lo! Sirs, here faft hy Wynchelfe and Ry. 
But yit the name is evir con of Rome as it was 
groundit 
After Remus iF Romulus, that firft that cete foundit, 
"Vhat brethren weren both to, as old bokis writen: 
But of ther lef and governaunce 1 wol got now 
gnditen, 
But of othir mater that fallith to my mynd; 
Wher'for, gentill Sirs, ye that beth behind 
“Drawith fomwhat nere thikker to a rout, 
‘That my wordis may foune to eche man about. 
Aftir thefé two brethrffn Romulus and Remus 
, Julins Cefar was Empggbur, that rightful was of 
Domus, 
This cete he govey 
And conquere 
+2 us 






‘d nobilich wele, 
Y a regioune, acronicull doth 


So had he in fubje@ioune both frend*and foon, 
Of which | tell yew trewely Englond was oon. 
Yit aftir Julius Cafar,and Sith that Cvift was borey 
Rome was governed as wele as it wasbefore, | 
And namelich in that tyme and in the fame yeris. 
When it was governed by the Dofeperis; 
As femcth wele by refor, who {o can entend, 
‘That O mann’ys ryt ne wwyll may not comprebend 
The bouchesf and the myfebeff, as may many bedis ; 
Ther’for ther operaciouns, ther domes, and ther 
dedes, 
Were fo egallich ydoon; for in all Criften londis’ 
‘Was noon that they fparid for to mend wrongis. 
Then Conftantyne the Third, aftir thefe Dofiperis, 
Was Empcerour of Rome, and regnyd many yerits 
So, shortly to pas ovix, after Conftantyn’s dayis 
Phus Auguftinus, as fongen is in layes, 
‘That Conftantyn’ys fon, and of plener age, 
Was Emperour ychole, as fill by heritage, 
Jn whofe tyme fikerlich the feven Sages were 
In Rome ydwelling decemtly; and yf yce lu to lere 
How they were yclepid, or I ferther goon, 
I well tell you the names of them everichone, 
And declare yeu the caufe why they ther namys. 
The firft was ycleped Sother Legifeer, [bere. 
This is thus much ferto fey, as man boring the lawe: 
And fo he did trewly; for lever he had be fclawe 
‘Then do or fey eny thing that fowned out of refon, 
So cleen was his confciere yfet in trowith aad 
refon, 
Marcus Stoycus the fecond, fo pepill hym highte, 
‘That is to mene in our conftert, @ deper of the right: 
And fo he did full trewe; for the record and the 
plees r {fees 
He wrote them evir trewly, and took noon othir 
But fuch as was ordynid te take by the yere: 
Now, Lord God! in Criftendom 1 wold it were fe 
clere, 


~< 


mao * 
"The third Craffus Afulus amiong men clepid was, 
An boufe of refi, and efe, and courlail, in every cafe ? 
For to onderftond that was his name full right, 
for evirmore the counfails he helpid wyth al his 
‘Antonius Judeus the ferth was yclepid, [myght 
"That was asmuch to meen, aswele me myght have 
As any pofed of all the long yere} {clepid 
‘That myght have made hym fory or chohgit onys 
chere, 
But evirmore rejoycing, what that evir betid, 
Fir his hert was evir méry, right as the fomer 
Summus Philopater was the fifft’is pame, {bridd. 
‘That thoughe men wold flee bym, or ‘do hym al 
the fhame, 
Angir, ot diféfé, as evil a8 meh couthe, 
Yet wold he love them nevir the wers in hert ne 


in mowith, . 
His will was cleen undir his foot, and nothing 
hym above, 


Ther'fore he was clepid Fathir of perfite love. 

"The fixth and the fevinth of thefe Sevin Sages 

‘Was Stypio and Sithero. as thes word Aftrolages 

‘Was firname to them both aftir their feiences; 

For of aftronomy fikerlich the cours and all the 
fences 

Bothe they knowhit wele inoughe, and wer Fight 
fotil of art. 

But now to othir purpofe, for her I woll depart 

As lightly asl can, and draw to my matere. 

In that fame tyme that thefe Sages were 

Dwellyng thus in Room,a litill without the walles, 

In the fubarbis of the town, of chambris and of 
hallis, 

‘And all other howfeing that tb a lord belongit, 

‘Was noon wythyn the cete, ne noon fo wele be- 
hongit 

‘With docers of highe pryfe,ne wallid fo aboute, 

As was a Senatours hous wythyn and eke withoute. 

Favinus was his name, a worthe man and rich; 

And, for to fey fhortlych, in Room was noon hym 
lyche, 

His portis and his eftris were full evenaunte 

‘Of trefour and of lordfhyp; alfo the moft vailant 

He was, and eke ycom of high lynage : 

‘And at latt he toke a wyf like to his peerage; 

¥or Noriture and connyng, bevote and parentyne, 

Wer tho countid wore worth than guaggr fylvir fyne. 

But now it is al othir in many &hn’ ys thought, 

For fink ys now ymarried, and vertu fet at nought 

Fawnus and his worthy wyff wer to gidir aloon 


Fyveteene wyntir fulliche, anciffu had they noon, - 


‘Wher'for ther joyis wer not half parfite, 
For uttirlich to have a child was al ther delite, 


That myght,enjoy ther heritage and weld their | 


honour, 5 
‘And eke when they were febill to their trew fo- 
coure. 


they wrought, 
As pilgrimage and almfded, ever they befought 


‘That God would of his goodnes fom fruyte be- ° 
- Anoon he fhuld it have, for rman hym wer- 


twene them fend t 
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This was their moft befynes, and all othir delites, 
And eke this world’is rychis, they fet at litil price. 
So at laft, as God wold, it fill oppon a dey, 

As this lady fro chirchward went in the wey, 

A child gan ftere im’ her womb, a8 Godd’is wyl was, 
‘Wher’of fe gan to mervill, and made shorty pos 
Wyth colour pale and eke wanne, and fi 







vynes, 

For fhe hattagyir tofore pid 
fekenese. -" at 

‘The wymmer that with hir wordy to behold 

‘The lady and her chere, but nog. they told, 

But feir and foft wyth efe,’ “omward they her 
led: y P 

For her foden TekenesPahre they were adred, 

For the was inligyeZentil, kyad and amyabill, 

‘And eke trewve of hert, and nothyng variabill. 

She lovid God above all thing, and dred fyn and 
fhame, 

And Agea fikerly was her rightfull name. 

So aftir, in breff tyme, when it was purfeyved 

‘That fhe had done a womans dede, and had a 
child confeyvyd, 7 

‘The joy that fhe made ther may no tung tells 

And al fo much, or more, yf Ine ly thell; 

Favinus made in his behalf for this glad tyding, 

"That I trowe I leve the emperour ne the kyng 

Made no bettir cher to wyff, né no more myrth, 

Then Fawnus to Agea, Artd when the tyme of 
birth a 

Nyghid ner and nef, aftir cours of kynd, 

‘Wetith wele in certen that all the wyt and mynd 

Of Fawnus was cortinuell of feir delyveraunce 

Betwene Agea and his child, and made grete or- 


i 


fuch manere 


denaunce 

Ageyn the tyme it fhuld be bore, as it was for 
to doun. 

$o as God wold whan tyme cam Agea had a 
fon ‘ 


But Joy thar Fawnus tnade was dobil tho to fore 

‘When that he knew in certen fhe had a fon ybore, 

And fent anoon for nurfis four, and no Jefs, . 

"To reule this child. Afterward as yeris did pas, 

The child was kept fo tenderly that it throff wel 
the bet, 

For what the notifhes axit anoon it was yfett. 

Jn his chainbit it notifhéd was; to town it mut 
‘nat go: : 

Fawnus lovid it fo cherely hit myght nat part 
hym fro. 

It was fo feyr acreature as myght be on lyve 


! OF lymys and of fetours, and growe wondir 


blyve. 
‘This child that I of tell, Berinus was his nante, 
‘Was ovir much cheristhed, which turned hym into 


grame, 
; As yee fhull here aftir, when time comyth and 
‘Their faftyng and their prayir, and all that evir | 


fpafe 5 4 L[plafe= 





For as fone as he coud “pe. and alfo fpeke 
‘All that he fet his ey on, or air lift to beke, 


| For Aftir fuvete the ‘as full oft ix many a 


poen y s  ofnyd 


THE MERCHANT'S SECOND TALE, &, 
> No mervell though his hert wer in grete morn 


MStitere and gentilnes, and had yhad fome 
For,t fill fo aftir wyth what child he did pley 
Yf the pley ne likid hymt he wold breke his 
hede, : 
Or wytha knyff hym hurt ryght nygh hond to be 
wa dede: 
For vher nas knyght ne fquyer in his fadirs houfe, 
‘That thonght his owne perfone mofte corajoufe, 
That did Stay eye thing Bérinun % difplefe 
That hen’ $0 ‘oully pon him refe; 
Wher’of his ffair had joy and his-modir alfo : 
Yecit femith te many a min it was nat wifely do, 
‘When Beryn pared was feven yere, und grew in 
moreage, * 
he ful man? -Levil chek ; for fach was 
his corage 
That there he wit or might do enpevill dede 
“He wold nevir fife for ought that men him feid, 
Whe'fore many a pore man ful oft was agrevid 
But Mawnusand igea ful light theron belevid : 
“And thoughe men wold pleyne ful thort it thuld 














He wr 








availe, 
For Fawnes was fo myghty, and chef of all 
coun{aill 
“With Auguttyn the Emperour, that all men hym 
* drad. 
And lete pas ovir mifchefe and harmys that they 


had. 
Rorinus ferthermore lovid well the dife, 
And for to pley at hazard, and held ther’ of grete 
pryte, 
And all othir gamys that lofery was in, 
And evirnuore he loft, and nevir myght wyn, 
Berynus at hazard many a nyght he wakid, 
And oft tyme it fill fo that he cam hom al nakid ; 
And that was all his joy, for right wele he knew 
‘That Agea his modir wold cloth hym newe. 
‘Thus Berynus lyvid, as I have told to fore, 
‘Tyll be was of the age of cightene yere or more. 
But othir whyls amongis for pleyntis that were 
rete 
Fawnns'made amendis, and put them in quiete : 
So was the fadir caufe the fone was fo wyld; 
Aud fo have many mo fuch of his own child 
Be caufe ofhis undoyng, al we mowe fe al day ; 
For Thing ytake is bard 10 putawey, 
As bors that evir trottid, trewlich 1 yew telle, 
At were bard to make Lym oflir to ambill welle : 
Ryght fo by Beryn; when he had his luft and wyll 
when he was lite 
Tt fhuld be hevy afterward to reve his old delite, 
Save the whele of Fortune, that uo man muy 
withftonde, 
For every man on lyve ther’on he is gond; 
© Spoke the turnyd bakward, righte at high noone, 
All ageyn Berfnus, as ye thuil here fone 
Agea his modir fell in grete fikenes, 
And fent aftir hufbond wyth wordis hire to iis, 
And for the wold tell ym hir hole hert’is wyll 
Er the out of the wed partid, as it was right and 
tkill. 
When Fawaus fas yeome, and faw fo rodylefe 
Hys wyfl thes was fo dere, that for love he chefe, 
Ty 
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ing, . 
For hie purfeyvyd fullich the drewe to hir endyng 3. 
Yit made he othir chere then in his hert was 
To put awey difcomfort, diffimilying wyth his 
fafe 
The hevynés of his hert : wyth chere he did i¢ 


.clofe, 
For fuch a manner craft ther is wyth them can 
glofe ; . 
Save that tournyth all to cautele ; 
did nat fo, + 
For wetith wele in certeyn his hert was fall of wo 
For his wyff Ages ; and yit for craft he couth 
The teris fro his eyin ran‘doun by hia mowith ¢ 
When he faw the pangis of deth comyng fo fe 
Oppou his wyif Agea almoft his hert to braft. 
Agea lyfit up hir eyen, and beheld the chere 
OF hir hufbond Fawnus, that was fo trew a fere, 
And feyd, Sir, why do ye thus? this is an elying 
fare 
In comfort of us both, yf yee might fpare 
And put awey thys hevynes whyle that yee and f 
Myght fpeke of othir thyngis, for Deth. me 
nyghith nygh, 
Forsto body ne to foule this vailyth nat a karfe, 
Now tellyth on, quod Fawnus, and £ wol Tete it 
For the time of talkying as wele as I may [pas 
But out of my remembraunce onto my endyng 
day 
Yeur deth woll nevir, I woot it wele, but evir be 
in my mynd. 
Then, good Sir, quod Agea, beth to my foule 
kynd 


but Fawous 


n 

When my body is out of fight, for therto have ¥ 
nede, 

For truer make then yee be in word ne in dede 

Had nevir woman, ne more kyndnes 

Hath fhewed unto his make, I know right wele 
iwis: 

Now wold ye fo her after in hert be as trewe, 

fo lyve wythout make, and on ycur fone rewe, 

‘That litill hath ylernid fithens he was bore + 

Let hym have no ftepmodir, for children have 
tofore 

Comelich they lovith nat : 
prey ‘ 

Have chere onto yeur fone aftir my endyng day; 

For fo God me help and I laffe yew behynd 

Shuld nevir man on lyve bryng it in my mynd 

To be no more yweddit, but iyve foule aloon, 

Now yee know all my wyli, good Sir, think 
ther’on. 

Certis, quod Fawnus, whils I have wyttis fyve 

I think névir aftir yew to have another wyff, 

The precft was com therwythall for to do hir 
rightis ; 

Fawnus toke his leve, and all the othir knyghtis, 

Hir kyndrid and frendis kiffed hir echone 

It is no nede to axe ‘wher ther was dole or noon. 

Agea caft her ey up, and lokid all aboute, 

And wold have kiflid Beryn, but then was ke 
wrtkoute, PS 


wherfore wyth hert E 
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Fleying to the hazard, as he was.wont to doon, 
For as fone as he had ete he wold ren out anoon ; 
And when the faw he was not ther that the thought 
mok on 
Hire fekenes and hire mournyng beri her hert 
anoon. 
A. damfe]l tofore that was ron into the teune. 
For to feche Beryn, that pleyed for hie gowne, 
And had almoft loft #, right as the damfell cam, 
Aad fwore and ftarid as he was wood, as longit 
to the game. ‘ 
The damfell feyd to Beryn, Sir, ye mut com 
home, 
For but ye hygh blyve that yee wer ycome 
Yeur mothir woll be dede; fhe is yit on lyve: 
Yf ye wol {peke wyth her yee muft hygh blyve. 
‘Who bad fo, lewd Kitt? Your fadir, Sir, quod 
the, 
Go home, lewd vifenag, that evil mut thow the! 
Quod Beryne to the damfell, and gan her fray and 
feer, 
And bad the devill of hell hir fhould to tere. 
Hat thow ought cls to do but let me of my 
game ? 
Now by God in hevin, by Peter, and by Jame, 
Quoth Beryn in grete angir, and {wore be back 
and bell, 
Reherfying many namys mo than me lyft to tell, 
N’er thow my fadirs meffenger wer thou fhuldift 
nevir ete brede : - 
Thad levir my modir and alfo thou wer dede 
‘Then I thuld lefe the game that I am nowgh in; 
And finote the damfeli undir the ere, the weet 
gon upward Ipyn : 
‘The deuth of Agea he fet at litill pryfe; 
So in that wtath frolick Beryn threw the dyfe, 
“And loft wyth that fame caft al was leyde adown, 
And ftert up in a wood rage, and ballid on his 
: crown, 
And fo he did the remnaunt, as many as wold 
. abydes 
‘ But. for drede of Fawnus his felawis gan to hyde, 
And nevir had wyll, ne lit, wyth Beryn for to 
fyght, 
But evir redy to pley and wyn what they 
myght. . 
‘The deth of Agea fprang about the towne, 
\od every man that herd the bell for her fowne 
Bemony’d her full fore; {aff Beryn toke none 
hede, 
But fought anothir felethip, and quyklich to them 
yede, : 
‘Yo fuch manner company as fhuld nevir thryve, 
For fuch he lovid bettir then his modir’s lyve 5 
And evirmore it shuld be nyght or he wold home 
drawe, e 
For of his fadir in certeyn he had no manner awe; 
For evir in his yowith he hac al his wyll, 
And was ypafled chaitifing but men wold bym 
: kyll. 
Fawnus for Ages, as it was well fitting, 
M ete ordenaune burying, 
OF prelatis and of preeftis, and of ail othir 
-As thoughe fhe had be 4 wyif of a worthy king 
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It myght nat have be mendit; fuch was his gene 
tilnes, : 

For at hir enteryng was many a worthy meife, 

For four weeks full, or he did her intere, 

She ley in lede wythyn his houfe ; but Beryn cam 
not there, 

Namelich into the place where his modir leyf ~ 

\Ne onys wold he a Pater noffer for hir foyle fey = 

His thought es all in unthyyft, ery, and, 
dyfe, as 

And drawyng jl to foly, for Yo: is rechlety 

But ther it is refreyned and bath fom mancre eye: ye 

And ther'fore methinkith that Lynay wele fey 

‘A man ypaflid yowith, and fires lore, 

May be wele ylikened tget# wythout more, 

That may nat bowe ne bére fruyte, but root abd 






ever walk :F « 
Ryght fo by yowith farith that no man lift to ° 
chat, 


This mowe we know verely by experience, 

That’ Yerd makith vertu and benevolence 

In chiklbode for to groweas provith ymagynacioune ¢ 

A plant whils it is grene, or it have dominae* 
cioune, ‘ . 

Aman may wyth his fyngers ply it wher b: ~ 
yh gers PI pd 

And make ther’of a thekill,:a with, or a twift ; 

But let the plant ftond, and yeris ovirgrowe, 

Mea fhull not wyth both his hondis unnethis make 
it bowe: . 

No more myght Fawnus make his fone Beryn, 

When he grew in age, to his Jore enclyne ; 

For ~~, day when Beryn rofe unwath he wold 
d¥ne, * 

And draw hym to his felefhip as even as a lyne, 

And then com home and ete, and foop, and {clepe 
at nyght : 

"This was al his befynes but yf that he did fight ; 

Wher’ for his fadir’s hert Pawnus gan for to blede, 

That of his modir that ley at homie he toke no 
more hede : 

Aud fo did all the pepill that dwellid in the towo 

Of Beryn’s wildnes gon fpeke and eke roun, 

Fawnus oppon a dey, when Beryn cam at eve, 

Was fet oppon a purpofe to.make his fone leve 

Allhis threwd taichis wyth goodnes if he myght, 

sind taught hym feir and folt, but Beryn toke it 
light, - 

And countid at litill pryfe al his fadir’s tale. 

Fawnus faw itaold nat; with colour wan and pale 

He partid from his fone, and wyth a forowlull 
hert. 

Ine can write hal’yndele how fore he hid fmert 

The difobeying of his fone and his wylis deth, 

‘hat, as the book tellith, he withed thag his breth 

Had ybcen above the ferkill ccleftyne, 

¢ was his farowe, his angir, and his pyne. 

So, fhoitiy to conclude, Agea was interid, 

And Fawnas livid wy4es three yere were ywerid, 

Woher'ef ther was grete fpech his high honour; 

‘TVyll at Int word cam onto the Egrperour 

‘That Fawnys was without wyfe, Rgd feld was jo+ 


counde, 
Ryoans: 












But meuriyng for Agea that he was 


THE MERCHANT's SECOND TALY, w,, 24g" 
Acd lyvid as an hermyte, foule and deftiture, She thought apd Wrought day by day, ap meny_ 


'ythout confolacioune, penfyff oft ‘and mute ; » * wemen doon ; 
Wher'for Auguftinus, of Ronte the Emperour; Tyll they have of their defire the full conclue 
Was inwardlich fo; » and in grete dolour, fioune : 


Wyth that the feven Sagis and Senatouris all. | forthe mote that Fawnus of Rame did made 
~ Wore affemblid, to difcryve what dhuld ther’of The More dangerous was Rame and of chere 
9 fall; ad * 5 
The wych feyd thortly, For a moleftatioune And kept wele hip Putpofe undir covirture : 
Ther was ion othir remedy buta csnfolacioune; | She was the las ta blame; it grew of nature, . 
For Who b~ in ony phing difplefid or agrevid But though that Rame Wroughit fo, Gad forbede 
that all 


> at ce 
Wer of that condicioune, Yet. touch Ro tap th¢ 
UI, ~ 


Mf by a like "ing gall be remenid, 
Andywhen the.Emperour knew all their determi. 
k ga 
It ismy plein counfell, but doith as athir doith.: 
Take yeur part as it comith of roughe and eke of 






















nacioune, 
Quicklich in his mynd he had imaginacioune 


And moft ycurid be wyth paffyng yentilnes fmoothe, 
OF fom lutty lady, that of pulchritude Yit noritur, wit and Setitilncs, refon and perfite 
“Were excellent al othir: fo, thortly to con- mynd, 

clude, Doth all thefe worthy women to worch agenys 
The Emperour had a love tofore he had a wyf kynde, : 
That he lovid as hertlich as his own yf, That thoughe they be agrevid they fufty and 
As was as feir a creature as fone myght bethyne ; endure, 
o excellent of bewte that the myght be fhryne | Ang Paflith ovir for the bef, and folowith nothing 
Totall othir wyntmen that wer tho lyvand ; ature, 


But now to Ramie's Putpofe, and what was hir 
°  defire, 

Shortly to conclude, t5 make debate aud ire 

Betas the fadir and the fone, as it was likely 


But for the Emperour had a wyf ye thul.wele on< 

derftond 

He cam nat in hir company te have his delite ; 

For Criftendome and conicience was tho more 
perfite 

Then it is now adayis, yf 1 dart tell: 

But I wol leve at this tyme. Than Fawnus al 
fo well 

‘Was aftir fent in heft, of feknes to be curyd ; 

Sovwhat for drede and ellis they wer both en. 


. 1O$ F 

What for his condicioune, and what for love alfo 

That Fawnus owt to his wy, the rathir he mufh 
. , _ hir leve, 2 
And grant for to mend, yf ought hir did greve, 


furyd And Rame made hym chete of love, ther myghe 
Tn prefence of the Emperour, fo Fawnis mmyght Dowoman more, 

nat flee ; Aad gaff hym gold and clothing eit as hie dig 
It was the Emperours wy), it M™yght noon lefe, 

othir be. t OF the bef that he coud ought wher in town 
So wythin a tyme Agea was forgete, chefe, 


For Fawnus thought itil! on that be hir behight ; 

For as the feven Sagis had afore declarid 

Tt cam all to Purpos; For Fawnus litil carid 

For eny thing at all fave his wyff to plefe, 

That Rame was yclepid: for reit nethir efe 

Fawnus nevir had but of ber prefence : 

So was his hert on her yet that he coud no 
defence, 

Save evirmore be wyth hir, and flare on hir 


And fpeke fall feic wyth hym, to make a} thyng 
dede; 


j : 
Yit wold the have. yete his hert wythout fale ox 
brede ; 
She hid fo hir felony, and fpak fo in covert, 
‘That Petya myght nat fpy it but lite of Ram’yg 
ert. 


So, fhortly to pas ovis, it fill Oppon a n: hte,” 
When Fawaus and his fret wyt woe to bed 


vilage, ydight, 
That the moft part of Room held it for dosage, He toke hic in his atmys and thade bir herely 
And had much marvell of his variaunce +: chere, a iG 


Ther myght no man betir make to his fere, 
And feyd;Myn értly joy; myn hettiv full Plefaunce, 


: My wele, woo, sj ‘adife, my lyy'is fuftee 
Then Fawnus was in Rame; ne half fo much 7 Dhinee| pins gered 
yfotid, Why tie be ye metry,’ why be ye fo dull, 
‘Wyth that Rame had kuowlech that Fawnus was | Sith ye know f am yeur own right as yeur hert 
ylmyt woll ? 
Wyth the dart of “ove: ye mowe ryght wele Now tell on love, myn own here! yf ye eylith 
it wyt ought, 
That all that ep fhe cond caft or ythynck +} For and it be in thy power anoon it dhall. ba 
Was all ageya Beryaus, for manny a foil wrench Wrought, : 


Qi 
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- ame wyth that gan fighe, and wyth 2 wepeing 
chere 
Undid the bagg of trechery, and feide in this 
manere : 
No mervell though myn hert be fore and full of 
dele, 
For when | to yew weddit was wrong went my 
whele, . 
But who may be ageyts hap arid aventare ? 
“Therfor as wele as 1 may myne I mut endwre. 
‘Wyth many sharp wordis fhe fet his hert on feir 
To purchafe with hir practik that fhe did defire = 
But hoolich all hir wordis I cannot wele reherle, 
Ne write ne endite how the did perce 
Through Fawny’s hert and his feull alfo ; 
For more petoufe compleynt of forowe and of woo, 
Made nevir woman, ne more petoufly, 
"Then Rame made to Fawnys: fhe fmote full 
bitterly 
Into the veyn, and through his hert blood; 
She bloderit fo and wept, and was fo high on 
mode, 
That unneth fhe myght {peke but othir while 
among 
Wordis of difcomfort, and hir hondis wrong; 
For alas and woo the tyme that the weddit wis! 
‘Was evir more the frefreit wHen the myght have 
fe. 
Jam yweddit ; ye, God woot beft in what maner 
and how! 
For yf it wer fo fall I had a child by you, 
Lord! how fhuld he lyve, how fhuld he com 
awey? 
Sith Beryn is yeur firft fone, and heir aftir year 
day? 
But yf that he had grace ta feoole for to goo, 
"Fo have font maner conning that he myght 
truft to, 
For as it now ftondeth it were the beft rede, 
For, fo God ine help, Thad levir he wer dede 
"Than wer of fuch condicioune or of fuch lore 
As Beryn yeur fone is; it wer bett he wer unbore, 
For he doith nat ellis fave at hazard pley, 
And comyth home al nakid ech othir dey 5 
For within this month that I have wyth yeu be 
Fiftene fithis, for verry grete pite ' 
J have yclothid hym al new when he was to tore, 
For evirmore he feyde the old were ylore. 
Now and he wer my fone i had levir he were yfod, 
For and he pley fo Jong half our lyvelode 
‘Wold fcarfly fuffife hymfelf oon, 
And n’cre yee wold be grevid, I fwere be Seynt 
John 
He thuld aftir this dey be clothid no more for me, 
But he wold kepe them bettir and draw fro 
nycete. 
Now gentill wyff, gramcy of yeur wife tale, 
¥ thynk wel the more that I fey no fale; 
For towchyng my grevaunce, that Beryn goith 
al nakid,. 
Treulich that grevaunce is fomwhat afclakid : 
Let hym aloon,1 prey yew, and } woll con yew 
thank, 


Fer in fuck lofery he hath loft many a frank, 
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‘The devil hym fpede that rech yf he be to tore, 
‘And he ufe it hereaftir as he hath doon to fore. 
Beryn arofe a morowe, and cried wondir faft, 
‘And axid aftir clothis, but it was all in wait ; 
Ther was no man tcndant for hym in all the 


houfe; 


The whele was ychaungit into anothir cours. 
Fawnus herd his fone wele how he began to cry, 
And rofe up noon and to hym did bh, 


And had forgete nothyng that wad yfeyde, 

For he boillid fo his hert he was nai well apayde. 

He went into the chambir ther his fone ley, 

‘And {et hym down in a chair, and thus he gan to 
fey: 

My gentil fone Beryn, now feir I wol ye teche ; 

Rew oppon thy felf, and be thyne own leche, 

Manhode is ytom now, myne own dere fone, 

It is tyme thow be aweynyd of thy old wone : 

And thow art 20 wynters, and naught haft of 
dodtryne ; 

Yit woldift thow draw to perfite the worfhip wold 
be thyne, 

To noritur and goodthip, and al honeft thing, 

‘Ther myght com to myn hert no more glad ty- 
ding- 

Leve now 5 thy foly and thy rebawdry, 

As tablis and mervellis, and the hazardry, 

‘And draw the to the company of honeft men and 

ood, 
Els leve thow me as wele asCrifte died on the 


rode; 

And for al menkynd his ghoft pas lete, 

Thow fhalt for nte heraftir ftond on thyn own fete, 

For [ woll no jongir fuftir this aray 

‘Yo clothe the al new eche othir dey. 

Yf thow wolt draw the to wit, and rebawdry 
withdraw, N 

Of fuch good as God have fent yn part have fhalt 
thow : . 

And if thow wolt nat, my fon, do as I the tell, 

Of me fhalt thow naught have, truft me right well, 

Wenyf thow wyth thy dife-pleying hold myn ho- 
noure 

Aftir my deth dey ? Then Beryn gan to loure, 

‘And feide, Is this a fermon or a prechément ? 

Ye were nat wont herto; how is this ywent ? 

Sendith for fomie clothing that I wer ago; 

My fclawis lokith aftir me, I woot well they do fo : 

I woll nat eve my felefhip ne my rekelagis, 

Ne my dife-pleying, for all yeur heretages = 

Doith yeur beft wyth them by yeur lyf day, 

For when they fall to me ¥ wol do as ! may.” 

Kenedicite ? fadir, who hath enformyd you, 

And fet you into ire, to make me chere rowe? © 

But I know wele inough whens this counfaill cam 5 

Trewlich of yeur own wyfe, that evil dame: 

Com oppot hir body that fals putaigne, 

For trewlich, fadir, yee dote on hir, and fo all men 
feyne. 

Alas that evir a man fould, thie of bigh counfaile, 

Set all his wifilon on bis say's taile ! 

Yee Jovith hir fo much fhe hath benome yeur 
wyt, : 

And I may curs the tyme that evir yo wer yknyt, 
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¥For now Tam in certen Ihave a ftepmodir : 

‘They been fhrewis, fom ther been, but few, othir, 
Ver Eki Flaprail, fuch oon as fhe ys, 

For all my pleying at dife yit de yee more amys: 


Xce have yloft yeur name, yeur worlhip, and 


yeur feith, 
So dote ye on hir, and levith al] the fayith. 


Fawnus wyth the fame word gaff the chayir a but, 


And lepe opt of the chambir, as who feyd Cut, 


And fworf_-n verrey woodnes be God omnipo- 


tent 
That Beryn of his wordis thuld fore repent, 
Beryn fet nought ther'of, with a proude hert 
Anfwerd his fadir, and axid a new fhert. 
He gropid al about to have found oon, 
A’s he was wont to fore, but ther was noen, 
‘Then toke he fuh wilokis as he fond ther, 
* And beheld hymfelf what man he wer; 
For when he was arayde then gan he firfte be 
wrothe, 
For his womb lokid out and his rigg both. 
He fert aftir his fadie, and he began to cry, 
For feth myn array, for the villany 
¥@ as wele yeurs as it is mync. 
—Kawnus let him clatir and cry wel and fyne, 
And paflid forth {lil and (pak nat a word. 
Then Beryn gan to think it was nat al bord 
That his fadir feyde when he wyth hym was, 
And gun to think all about, and therwyth feid 
Alafs! : 
Now know I wele forfoth that my modir is dede; 
For tho gan he to glow firft a fory mann’yis hede, 
Now kepe thy cut, Beryn, for thou thait have a 
Somwhat of the world to jern betir wit 5 (fic 
For and thow witt fikerly what ys for to com 
Thow woldift wisth aftir thy deth full oft and 
ylone ; 
For Ther n'ys betving half fo fare wyth laff nethir 
as man to be bete wvith bie own yerd. 
‘the pyry is yblowe, hop, Beryn, hop, 
‘That ripe wol heraftir and on thyn hede drop : 
Thou tokift noon hede whils it fhoon hoot, 
Ther for wynter the nyghith afay by thy cote. 
Beryn for fhame to town durft he nat 2, 
He toke his wey to churchward; his frend was 
made his foo, 
For angir, forowe, and thame, and hevynes, that 
he had, 
Unnceth ke might fpeke, but ftode half as mad. 
O alas! quod Beryn, what wyt had I 
‘That coud nat tofore this dey know fikerly 
‘That my modir dede was? but now I know to fore, 
And drede more that eche day hereaftir more and 
ry more 
T fhall know and fele that my modir is dede. 
Alas! { fmote the meffangere, aud toke of hir noon 
hede : 
Alas! Tam right pore; alas! that I am nakid : 
Als! Uiclept to fat, tyl forowe now hath me 
wakid : 
Alas! T hunger fore;~alag! for dole and peyn, 
For eche man me feith has me in difdeyn. 
‘Vhis was all his mirth to th chrchward 
‘that of his modir Agea he toe fo litill réward, 





[frverd 


was 
When Beryn was within the chirch then gan he 
. wers fray: 
As fone as he faw the tomb where his modir lay 
His colour gan to chaunge into a dedely hew 
Alas, gentill modir ! fo kynd you wer and trew, 
Xt is no mervell for thy deth though I fore fmert. 
But therwythal the forowe fo fervent fmote hishert 
‘That fodenly he fil down ftan dede in fwowe : 
That he had part of forowe methynkith that 
myght I avowe. 
Beryn lay io long or he myght awake, 
For al hys fyve wittis had clene hym forfake, 
‘Wel myght he by hymfelf, when refon ycom' were, 
Undirftond that Fortune had a fharp fpere, 
And eke grete power among high and lowe, 
Som to avaunce and’ fom to ovirthrowe. 
So at laft whan Beryn a litill wakid were ‘ 
He trampelid faft with his fete, and al to tere his 
And his vifage both, right as a wodeman, —fere. 
With many a bitir tere that from his eyen ran 
And fighid many a fore figh, and had much hevy j 
nes, . s 
And evirmore he curfid hig grete unkyndnes 
‘To foreyit his modir whils the was alyve, 
And lenyd to hir tombe opon his tore felpve, 
And wisthid a thowfand fithis he had ybe hir by, 
And beheld hir tombe with a petoufe eye, 
Now, glorious God! quod Beryn, that al thing 
madift of nought, 
Heven and erth, man and befte, fith I am myf- 
wrought 
OF yewe I axe mercy, focour, and help, and grace, 
For my myfdede #hd foly, unthryffe and trefpafe: 
Set my forowe and peyn fomwhat in mefure 
‘Fro difpeir and myfcheff as 1 may endure, 
Lord of all lordis! though Fortune be my foo 
Yit is thy myght above to turn hym to and fro, 
Tirft my modirs lyfe Fortune hash pi berevid, 
And fith my fadirs love, and nakid alfo me levid. 
What may he do more? Yis, take awey my lyfe 
But for that wer myn efe, and end of al ftryfe, 
‘Ther’for he doith me lyve for my wers I fey, 
‘That I fhuld evirmore lyve and nevir for to dey. 
Now leve I Beryn wyth hys modir ty] Icom aye, 
And wol return me to Rame, that of hir fotilte’ 
Bethoughte hir al aboute, when Beryn was agoon 
‘That it shuld be wittid hir, wher’for the anoon 
In this wife feyd to Fawnus? Sir, what have ye do, 
Althoughe J fpeke a mery word, to fuflir your fone 
Nakid into the town? it was nat my counfaill. [go 
‘What wol be feyd ther'of? fikir without faile, 
For Lam his ftepmodir, that $a caufe of alle - 
The violence, the wrath, the angir, and the gall, 
That is betwene yew both, it wol be wit me; 
Wher’for I prey you hertly doith hym com hon 
aye. 
Nay, by trowith, quod Fawnus, for me comyth he 
Sithe he of my wordis fo litil prife fet [nat yit 
As litil thal! 1 charge his eftate alfo: 
Sorowe have that rechith though he nakid go, 
For every man knowith that he is nat wife; 
Wher’for may be {uppofid his pleying at dife 
1s caufe of his aray, and nothing yee, my wyff, 
¥es, iwis, qued Rame, the tale woll he ryff 
Qj 
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Of me and of neon otbir, 1 know right wel afyne; + 


“Wher'for I prey you, gentil Sir, and for love myn, 

That he wer yfet hom, and that in grete haf, : 

And let afay offt agein with feirnes hym to chafte ; , 

And fend Beryn clothis and a new thert; Shert. | 

And made al wele in eche fide, and kept clofe her 

Now fith it is your wy, quod Fawnus tho anoon, 

‘That Beryn fhall home com, for yeur fake aloon 

I woll be the meflager to put your hert in efe; 

And els, fo God me help, wer it nat yew to plefe 

‘The gras thuld grow on pament or I hym home 
bryng. 

Yet nethirles forth he wept, wyth too or thre 
riding, ; 

From o ftrete to anothir, enqueryng to and fro 

Altit Beryn in every plafe wher he was wont to 

Seching eviry halk hewris two or thre, {go, 

‘With hazardours, and othix fuch, ther as he was 
wont to be, 

And fond hym not ther; but to chirche went 
echone, 

And at dorr they ftode a while and herd Beryn 
madg his mone + 

‘They herd all his compleynt, that petoufe was te 
here. 

¥Fawnus into the chirch pryvclich gan pire, 

But al fo fone as he beheld wher Ages lay 

His teris ran down be his chekis, and thus he gan 
to fey: 

A, Ages! myn old Jove, and my new alfo! 

Alas, that evir our hertis fhuld depart atoo ! 

For in your gracioufe dayis of hert’is trobilnes 

Jhad nevir knowlech, but of all gladnes ; 

Remembryng in his hert, and evir gan renewe 

"The goodnes betwere them both, and hir hert 
trewe, : “OG 

And drew hym ner to Beryn with an hevy mode. 

But as fane as Reryn knew and ondirflode 

"That it wag hie fadir, he wald ne longir abide, 

But anoon he voidit by the todir fide, : 

And Fawnus hym encountrid, and feyd, 
the fought 

‘Through the town, my gentil fone, and ther’for 
void thenought. °° : 

‘Though 1 feyd a word or two, as me thought for 
the beft 

For thyne erudicioyne, to drawe the ante lyfe ho- 


We have 


nell, 
Thou thulait nat fo fervently have take it to thyn 
ert: . 
But fith I know my wordis deith the fo fore fmert 
Shull no more hereaftir; and eche dey our diete 
Shall be mery and folafe, and this fhall be forgete; 
¥or wele Lwoot for thy modirthat thou art to tore, 
Alfo thow haft grete forowe, but onys nedith, and 
s “ho more = : 
And ther’for, fone, on my blefling ta put ferowe 
: awvay 4 et 
Drawe the nowe heraftir to honitt myrth and pley. 
Lo ther is dothing for yewe; and yeur Hors ydight 
With ety all fiethe new ; and if yee Lit be 
knyght . ; 
I fhall yit or-éve that bergeyn undirtake, [make; 
That the Emperour for my Jove a knyght thall you 
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And what that evir ye nede anoon it fhall be 


donght, 


: For whils that I have cny thing ye fhall lak natyht, 


Graunt mercy ! quod Beryn with an hevy chere, 
Of yeur worthipfull profir that ye have proferid 
me here : 

But ordir of knyghthode to take is nat my liking: 
And fith yeur will is for to do fomwhat my plefing, 
Ye have a wyfe ye love wele, and fo tenderlich, 
‘That and the have children I know right fikerlich 
All that fhe can devyfe both be nyZht'and dey 
Shall be to make her childryn heirs of that fhe 





may, 

And eke fowe fedis of infelicite, 

Wher'of wold growe devyfioune betwene yewe 
and me: " : se 

For yf ye fpend on me yeur good,and thus riallich 

Levith wele, in certen yeur wyfe woll fikerlich 

Eche dey for angir her tufkis whet, 

And to finyte with her tunge, your hert in wrath 
to fet. 

Toward me from dey to dey, but ye wold aply 

Sornwhat to hir purpofe and aftir hir yew guy 

She wold wex fo ovirtwart and of fo lither tach, 

And evir Jour undir her hood a redy for to fnachez 

She wold be thorfyng of ycur lyfe, and that defire 
T naught : 

Wher’fer to plefe all abot, my purpofe and my 
thought 

Ts for to'be a Marchaunte, and Jeve myn heritage, 

And relefe it for evir, for thyppys fyve of Rage 

Full of marchaundife the beft of all this londe : 

And yf ye woll fo, fadyr,quyk let make the bonde. 

Fawnus was right well apayd that ilk word out- 
ftert, y 

But yit he feyd to Beryn, I mervell in myn hert 

Wher haddift thou this counfaille to leve thyne 
honour, 

And lyve in grete aventure and in grete labour 5 

And rid {o forth talkyng d foft efy pafe 

Homward to his plafe ther that Rame was. 

And as fone as Fawous was ylight adown, 

And highid faft to his wyfe, and with hir gan 
to rown, 

And told hir ali the purpofe, and made Fawanus 
ii chere, ; 
She did hym,nat half 
his fere. 

She hullid hym, and mollid hym, and toke hym, 

about the nekk, 
And went low forthe kite,and made manya bekk; 
And feyd, Sir, by yeur fpech now oe welll here 
That yf ye lift ye mowe do thing that I moft de- 
fire; x 
And that is this, yeur heritage there yeu beft kid 
That ye myght gyve : and evir among the brusik 
* awey the pikid 
From hir clothis here and there, and fighid ther- 
withall, : 
Fawnus of his gentilnes by hir myddi] fmale 4 
Hertlich bir bracyd, and & 4, | woll nat leve, 
I fuyr yew my trowithnat onys or it be eve - 
That I thall do my ds¥oir without feintife 
For to plefe your hart fullich in ali wyfe. 


fo much the tyme fhe was 
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Graunt mercy ! myn own foverene, quad Rame , ¥s uttirlich perfourmyd; us lakkith ROW Bd Mord. 
tho mekcly, But marchaundife and thippis, as told tofore. 
And made proteftatioune that the thuld fikerly That fhali not faill, quod Rame, and begasi gy 
All the dayis of hir lyfe be to hym as hende daunce, . 
“As evir woman was to man, as ferforth as hir | And aftirward they {peken of the purveaunce, 
mynd Alas ! this fale world, fo ful of trechery ? 
And wit hir wold ferve, and made grete othe. | In sedan fould the fane have truft and fith itirly 
Fawnus bood no longir, but forth therwith he | Uf his fadir faylid bym 2? whether myght be go 
goith, : For te fynd a fikie frend that be myght truft to! 
A! precior’s God in heven, Kyng of majeite ! So when thefe five thippis wer rayid and dight 
So plentivoufe this world is of iniquite ! Fawnus and his fone to the Emperour ful right 
Why is to yfuffrid that trowith is brought adown ‘They went, and many a grete map for the fame 
Wyth trechery and falfbede in feld and che in town ? cafe, 
But now to Fawaus and his entent. When he his | To fee both in poffeflioune, as ther covenaunte 























fone met Beryn firft was fefid in the fhippis fyve, — Fwas, 
It toke hym fofe by the hend; his tung he gan | And Fawnus had the relefe, and bare it to his 
to whetse 


wy; 
And eche held them payde, and Rame beft of all, 


‘Sotilly toengyne him. Firft he gan to preche, 
For the had conquerid thing that caufid moft hig 


Leve thy foly, my dere fone, and dd as I the teche : 





Sith thou haft wit and refon, and art of mann’ ys gall. 
age, Now leve I Bawnys and his- wyff, and of the ge 
What nedith the be Marchaunt and fhall have vernaunce 


heritage ? f Of Beryn I wol fpeke, and alfa of his a 
For and thy good wer ylof the forowe wold be When lodifmen ard: marynetie. in: al thing redy 
myne, Y 


was 
Thjs Beryn inte Abfeunder, yf God wold fend 
hym grace 
‘That wynde hym wold ferve, he wold: fo on a day 
The wynd was good, and they feylid.on ther wey 
Too dayis fullich, and a nyght therwythal, 
And had wedir at wyll, ty at laft gan fall 
Such a myft among them that no man myght fo 


To tell the foth, right nigh peregall to thyne; 

And yf that I were dede whils thow wer oute 

Lond and rent, and all my good, have thou no 
doute,. 

It wold be plukkid from the; thy part wold be 

And alfo ferthermore, I make oon beheeft, [left : 

That I trowe my moblis wol nat fuffile 


‘Vo charge fyve fhippis ful of marchandife othir, . 
But yf I leyd in mortgage my lond and eke my | That wele was hym that had ther the bleffing of 

rent, his modir. . 
And that I leve be nat thy wyll ne thynentent: | For thre dayis inceffaptly the derknes among 
Yit nethirles yf thy hert be fo inly fet them was, 


For to bea Marchaunt, for nothing woll I let 
‘Chat In'yl do thy plefaunce as ferforth as Imey 


To go ryght nygh myn own eftate, but levir I 


That no thipp myght fe othir ; wherfor full oft 
Alas! : : 
They feyd, and to the high God they made their 


had nay. preyere, 
‘Their wordis ne their dedis, ne matters them be- | That he wold of his grace them govern and ftere 
twenc, So that their lywis myght favid be, . 
I wol nat tary now ther’on my perchemen to { For they were cleen in difpeyr, becaufe they 
(pene ; myght nat fe 
But fynallich, to the end of their accordément, The loder, wherby thefe thipmen ther cours toke 
Fawnns had fo goon about, yturncdeand ywent, ech one. . 


‘That he had brought his fone tafore the Empe- 
To relete his heritage and al his honowr, {rour, 
‘Vhat he thuld have aftir his dey, for thippis fyve, 
and full 

Yied of marchaundife of lynnen and of wool, 
And of othir thingis that wer yalid tho. 
«Engrofid was the covenaune betwene them to 

Yn prefenice of the Emperour,in opyn and uorown, 
Tofore the gretitt Cenators and eldeft of the town, 
So when the relefe felid was with a fyde bonde 
‘They wer yleyd both in a meen honac 

Aig the tyme that Berya fullich fefid were 
“Hike fyve fhippis that I yew told ere. 

But whe was glad buo& whus? and to his wyff 


Soat laft, the ferth day, making thus hir mone, _ 

‘The dey gan clere; and then fach wyud-arofe 

That blew their thippis elfewhere then was their 
firft purpofe. 

The tempef was‘fo huge andefo firong alfo, 

That wele was hym that coude bynde or ondo 

Any cope within the fhipp that Jongit to the craft; 

Every man fhewed his eonnyng to fore the fhipp 
and bafft, : 

The wynd a weok the fee to braft, ie blew fa 

7 

That Beryn Tad all his company of fynnys las apd, 
more 

Eche man round about fhroff hymfelf to othir, 





went And put in Godd'is gowernaunce lyf, thipp, agg 
aud feyd, Now, my hertlis Syete ! all thyn hole ftrothir ; . 
grtcat : Qi 





a8 

¥or ther was fhippis meyne, for owght they ceud j 
hale, 

That myght abatqof the shipp the thiknes of a 
feale + 

The wedir was fo fervent of wynd and cke of 
thundir ' 

That every thipp from othir was blowe of fight ; 
afondir, | 


And durid fo al day and nyght, tyll on the morowe } 

Ttrow it was no queftioune wher they had joy or : 
forowe. 

So afticward, us God wold, the wynd was fom- | 
what folt, 

Beryne clepid a maryner,and bad hym fty on loft 

Aud weyte altir our four thippis altir us doith 
dryve, i 

For it is but yrace of God yf they be alyve. 

A maryner anoon vyth that, right as Beryn bad, 

Styed into the top caftell, and brought bym ty- 
cings glad: 

Sir, he feith, beth mery ;yeur thippis comith echone 

Saff and found failing, as ye fhul fe anoon; 

And cke, Sir, ferthetmore, lond alfo I figh, 

Let draw our cors eftward, thys tyde woll bryng 


us ny. 

Bleffed be God! quod Beryn, then wer our fhinpis 
com, 

‘We have no nede to dout werr ne moleftatioune, 

For ther n’ys wythin our thippis flo thyng of fpo- 
liatiounc, 

But al trew marchaundife; wherefor for lodifman 

- Stere onys into the coftis as well as thou can; 


‘When our thippis be ycom, that we mowe pas in 
fere, . 

Lace on a bonnet or tweyn, that we mowe faile 
neré, . . 

‘And when they wer the coftis nygh was noon of 
them alle 

That wift what lond it was: then Beryn gan.to 
calle 


O.+ of every fhip anoon a matyner or tweyne 
For to teke counfeil, and thus he gan to feyne: « 
‘fhe frountis of this ilk town been wondir feir 
wythall, 
Mcethinketh it is the beft rede, what that evir be- 
fall, : . 
"That I my felf aloon walk into the towne, 
And here and fe both her and cher, upward and 
downe, A 
And enquere fullich of their governaunce. 
What fey ye Sirs? woll ye feng to this ordenaunce ? 
All they accordit well therto and held it for the 
beft, [reft, 
For thus yf it be profitabill we mowe abide and 
And yf it be othirwife the rathir thall we go, 
For attir that the {pede we woll work and do. 
But nowe mowe ye her right a wondir thing 
In all the world wyde fo fals of their lyvyng 
‘Was no pepill undir fone, we none fo difieyvabill, 
‘As was the pepill of this towa, ne more unftabill, 
‘And kad a curled ufage of fotill ymaginaciounc, 
"That yffo wer the thippis of any ftraunge nacioune 
‘Werccom into the port, anoon they wold them hide 
‘Within their own hovwiis, and no man go ne ryde 





« 
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In no ftrete of alle the town; afcaunce that they 
wer lewde, 

And coud no kill of marchandife, a {kill it Was 2 
fhrewde, 

Asye fhull here aftir of their wrong and falfhedes 

But yit it fill, asworthy was, oppon their own hede. 

Beryn arayd hym fresfhly, as to a Marchand 
longith, 

‘And fet hym on a palfrey wel be fey and hongit, 

And a page rennyng by his hors fetes 


| He rode endlong the town, but no man coud he 


meet; 
The dorrys wer yclofid in both too fidis, 
Wherof he had mervell : yet ferthermorc he ridis, 
‘And waytid on his right hond a mancipil’is plafe 
All frefh and new, and thidir gan he pafe: *-~ ~ 
"The gatis wer wyde up, and thi4ir gan he go, 
For throughout the lony town he found fo no mo. ~ 
Therin dwellid a burgeyfe the mof f{cliper man 
Of all the town throughout, and what fo he waa 
With trechery and gile, as doith fom freris, 
Right fo muft he pare with his compcris. 
Beryn light down on his hors, and inward gan 


he dres, > 
And fond the good man of the houfe pleying 2t~ 
chefs 


With hys neyghbour, as trewe as he, that dwellid 
hyn fatt by. 

But as fone as this burgeyfe on Beryn caft his eye 

Sodenly he ftert up, and put the chefs hym fro, 

And toke Beryn by the hond, and feyd thefe wor+ 

~ dis tho; 

Benedieite ; what manere wynd hath ybrought you 
herg? 

Now wold to God I had wherof, or coud make 
yew chere ! 

But ye fhull lowe my good wyll, and take fuch as 
ther is, 

And of'yeur gentil paciens fuffirghat isamys. 

For well he wift by his aray and by his counte+ 
naunce 

‘That of the thippis that wer ycom he had fom go- 
vernaunce, 

Wherfor he made hym chere femyng amaybill, 

Icolerid all with cautelis, and wondir diffeyvabill : 

He bracyd hym by the myddil, and preyd hym fit 
adoua, 

And lowly with much worfhipp dreffid his costhon, 

Lord God! feyd this burgeyfe, I thank this ilk dey 

"That | thuld fee yew hole and found here in my 
contray 3 

And yfye lift to tell the caufe of yewr comyng, 

And yf ye have nede to any manere thing, 

Andit be in my power, and thoughe J fhuld it. 
fech, 7 

It fhuld go right wonder ftreyte, I {ey yew fiker- 

But yee it had in hafte, therwith yew plefe, [lich, 

For now Hee yew in my houfe my hert isin greteefe. 

The todir burgeyfe rofe hym up for to make rqgfe, 

And axid of his felaw, that lord was of the hdWffe, 

Whens is this worthip! iyeffian? with wordis hend 








andlow, 4 
For it femith by thé manere that ye hym fhuld 
Kknowe, = Bese 
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And have fey hym tofore this tyme. I have fene, : 


quod the todir, 


Ye ywis an roo fithis, and right as tomy brodir 
Twol do bym plefannce in al that evir Ican, 

For trewlich in his contray he is a worfhipful man: 
Forfoth, Sir, ana for your love, a thoufand in this | 


town 


Wold do hym worthip, and be right feyne and 
0 


b 
To plelif ify’, and avail to have thonk of yeu: 
Fwoor welc, God them yeld, fo have they oft er 


nowe, 


And arofe up therwithall, and with his felaw fpak 


Of fuch maticre mater tha 


So when their confeill was ydo this burgeyle preyd 


his fere 


To fit a down bmBeryn, and do hym {port and 
“And in the while Iwol fe to his hors, {chere, 
Vor every gentil hert, afore bis own cors 
Delirith that his riding beft fervid and ydight 
Rather than hymueif; wherfor wyth all my myght 
} woil have an eye thertos and fich parte wyyn 
Wich tonne of pipe is belt aud moit tyne, 
Beryn was all abathid of his fo 
+ But nethirles the burgeyte fat hym fomwhat nere, 
And preyd hym of his zeatilnes his name for to tell, 
His comtrey and his lynnage: and he anfwer'd {nell, 
Berinus I am ynamid, and in Rome ybore, 
And have fyve ihéspis of myn own, las and more, 
Full of marchaundye, ligging tofore the town; 
But much marvaille have I the good man is fo boun 
‘To ferve me and plefe, and how it might be, 
Sir, feyd the burgeyfe, no mervelle it is to me, 
Por many a tyme and oft, Ecannot fey how lome, 
He hath be in your marchis; and as { trow in Room 
Allo he was ybore, yi Ine ly fhall. 
XFit be fo, quod Beryn,no mervelle it is at all 
Thoughe he may have yfey, and eke his gentill 


chere 


Previth it all opynly; but be hym that bought me 


dere 


J have ther’of no knowlech, as Fam now avyfid. 
mi in the good man with countenaunce 


With tha 
di 







id, 


Andhad enqueryd of thechild that with Beryn cam 
#ro gynnyng to the endyng, and told his mattris 


name, 


And of Agea his madi, and all ching as it was, 
Wher-through he was ful periite to anfwere to ce 


very cas; 


So entryng into the hall the burgeys fpak anoon, 
Al my gentill Beryn, alas! that under flonne 
Myn own hert Agea,thy modir leff and dere! 


Now God affoyl hir foule 


Had 1 of frend woman, ne nevir hulf fo good. 
cnedicite! a Marchaunt comyng ovir flood | 
“Who brought yew in this purpos, and beth your 


fachr’s heir? 
Now by my cx 
I Wax for your 
¥e mowe we 
thirles 








ee mut endure fortune ai 


abher is noon othir wifdom 


3 


t 


confcience ryght nygh in difpeyr 
for now frendlete 
y thixye beens but yit for ne- 


faylid acvir of Jakk. 





nm chere, 








for nevir bettir chere 





mbdperynes put awey; 
site yeur fhippis sey, 


That been ycom in favete, ought to amend yeur 
mode, 


‘The wich when we have dyned, I fwere for by the 


tood, 
We wol fe them trewly within and cke without, 
And have wyne wyth us and drynk al about, 
They fet and wisth, and fed them, and had where 
of plente; 
The burgeyfe was a ftuffid man, ther lakkid noon 
: deynte, 
So when they had ydined the cloth was up ytake, 
A chefe ther was ybrought forth, but tho gan fo~ 
Towe to wake, 
The ches was all of ivory, the meyne fresfh and 
new, 
1 pulsfhid and ypikid of white, afure, and blew. 
Beryn beheld the eheker, it femed pallyng feirg 
Sir, quod the burgeyfe, ye fhul fynd her © payr 
“Phat woll mute yew trew]y in Jas than halfa myle, 
Avid was yleyd of fotilte Baryn to begile 
Now in foth, quod Beryn, it myght wel hap nay, 
And ne'er I muft my thippis fe els I wold affay, 
What nedith that, quod the burgeyfe? trewlich I 
wol nat glofe,  - 
‘They been nat yit yfetelid ne fixid in the wofes 
For I have fent thries fith ye hither cam 
‘To Wait oppon their governaunce; wher’for let fet 


© game, 
And I thall be the firft chat tha!l yew ataft, 
‘The meyne wer yfet up, and gon to pley fait. 
Beryn wan the firtt, the fecond, and the third, 
Aad at fourth gamc' in the ches amyd | 
‘Lhe burgeyfe was ymatid; but that jut him weles- 
And all was doon to bryng hym yn, as ye thul 
her fnel, 
Sir, then, feyd Beryn, ye woot well how it is, 
Me lift no more to pley, for yee know this, 
Wher is noon compurifoun, of what thing fo it be, 
Luft and liking fallith ther: as it femeth me 
+S mnyrth is nat commendabill that ay is'by o fide, 
But it rebound to the tothir ; wherfare tyme is torydeg 
And as many thonkis as I can or may 
Qf my fport and chere, and alfo of yeur pley, 
Nay iwis, gentill Beryn, I woot ye wol nat go, 
For noritur wol it nat for to part fo, 
And eke my condicioune ; but I ley fomething 
Is no more to pley then who fo thoke a ryng 
Ther no man is wythyn the Tyngyng to anfwere | 
To thete a fethirles bolt almoft a3 good me were 
But and ye wold this next game fom manir wager 
lege, 
And let the trowith on both Adis be morgage and 


yplegg, 
That whofo be ymatid graunt and affent 
Yo do the todirs bidding, and whofo do rey 
Drynk all the watir that falt is of the fee. 
Beryn belevid that he coud pley betir chan he, 
And fodinly affentid, with hond in hond affurid, 
Men that ftode befides, ycappid and yhurid. 
Witt wele that Beryn fhuld have the wers mes, 
For the burgeyfe was the beft pleyer atchg | 
Of all the wyde marchis, or many a myle abouts 
But that ne wy Beryn of, ne caf ther’of ne 
doute ; 


ase 
‘He fet the meyne efft ageyn, and toke betir hede 
‘Then he did tofore; and fo he had nede. 

The burgeyfe toke avifetnent long on every 

draught, © : 

So wyth an hour or two Beryn he had ycaught 
Somwhat oppon the hipp, that Beryn had thewers. 
And albeit his mynd and wyll was for to curs, 


¥it my&t he dure his fortune when he was fo fer | 


YEo3 
For Who is that that Fortune may- alway endo! 
And namelich ftout even in eche fide 
Of pro and contra: bur God help down woll he 


glide. 
philofophy that fallith to my 


But pow a word of 
mynd; , 

Wie sake bede of the begynnyng what fal foall of the end 

He leyth abufp tofore the gap ther Fortune wold inryde: 

But comynlich yowith forgetith that throughout 
the world wyde. 

Right fo be Beryn } may wele fey that confaillis 
in rakid 


in 

Likly to lefe his marchaundife, and go hymfelf al 
pakid. 

Beryn ftudied in the ches, although it nought 
availid ; 

The burgeyfe in the mene while with other 
confaillid 

‘To fech the fergauntis in the town for thing he 
had ado. : 

So when they come were, they -walkid to and fro 

Up and down in the hall, as fkaunce they knew 
nought ; . 

And yit of all the purpofe, wit, and mynd, and 
thought, 

Of the untrew burgeyfe, by his meflengeris 

. They wer fal enformyd: wherfor with eye, and 

eris, and heft, 

‘They lay await full doggidly Beryn to areft, 

Forther'for they wer aftir fent, and was their 
charge. 

Lord! how thuld 0 fely tomb among wolvis weld, 

And {cape unyharmyd ? it hath been feyn feld. 

Kepe thy cut now, Beryn, for thow art in the cafe. 

‘The hall was full of pepill, the ferjauntis thewid 
theic mafe; ~ 

Beryn bat up his hede, and was ful fore amayid, 

For then he was im certen the burgeyfe had hym 
betrayde, | 

Draw on, feyd the bergeyfe; Beryn, ye have the 
wers; 

And every man toothir the covenaunt gan reherfe. 

‘The burgeys, while that Beryn wasinhevy thought, 

‘The next draught aftir he toke a rook for nought. 

Beryn {wat for angir, and was in hevy plight, 

And drede full fore in hert; for wele he wit al quyt 

He thuld nat efcape, and wasin high diftrefs ; 

And pryvelich in his hert that ever he faw the ches 

‘He carlid the day and tyme : but what avaylid 

For wele hewitt then that he shuld be mate: [that ? 

He gan to chaungs his colour both pale and wan. 

‘Thekurgeyfefeith; Comyth nere, ye fhul fe thisman 

How he hui be matid with what map me lift, 

He droughe and feyd, Chek mate. ‘Ihe ferjauntis 
wer full preft, 


men 
t 
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And fefid Beryn by the feleve, and feyd, Sirs, what 
think ye for,to do, [fo? 
Quod Berya to the ferjauntis, that ye-me hondith 
Or what have I offendit? or what have I feide? 
‘Trewlich, quod the ferjauntis, it vaylith nat te 
de 5 z 
Wyth us ye mutt a while wher ye wol or no 
Tofore the fteward of this town; aryfe, and trus 
and go; 4 
And ther it fhal be openyd how wiley thow haf 
wrought ¢ : 
This is the end of our tale, make it nevir fa tought. 
Sirs, farith feir, ye have noncdetohale. —_[tale. 
Pas forth, quod the ferjauntis, we wol nat her thy 
Yis, Sirs, of yeur curtefy I prey yew of o word: 
Although my gentill hooft hath pleyed with nsein~ 
borde, r 
And ywon a wager, ye have naught to doon: : 
That is betweerhym and me; ye have nothyng 
to doon. t 
The hooft made an hidoufe ery, in gefolrent the 
- haut, ‘ 
And fet his hand in kenebowe, he Jakkid nevir a 
faute. hae 
Weynt thow, feid he to Beryn, for to feorne me? - 
‘What evir thow fpeke, or ftroute, certes it woll 
nat be. 
Of me fhait thou have no wrong : pas forth a betic 
pate; as 
In prefence of our fteward1 woll toll my cafe. 
Why, hoot, fay yee this in erneft or in game? 
Ye know my contray, and my modir, my lynnage, 
and my name ; ‘ 
And thus ye have yfeyd me X fith on this dey. 
¥e, what though I feyd fo? I know wele it is nays 
‘Ther lyth no more ther’to. But anothir Mme 
Leve me fo nmuch the les when thow comeft by me}: 
For all that evir I feyd was to bryng the in care, 
And now I have my purpofe I: wol nothyng the. 
fpare. 
Thus jangling to ech othir, endenting every pafe, 
‘They entrid both into the hall ther the Reward’ 
was: + 
Evandir was his name, that fotill was, and fo fell, 
He mutt be well avifed tofere hym fhuld tell. 
Anothir burgeyfe wyth hym was, provoft of the 
‘That Hanybald was yclepid, but of fotilte {cete, 
He paflid many anothir, as ye fhul here fone. 
Berynus hooft gan to tell al thyng as it was doon 
Fro gynnyng to the endyag, the wordis wyth the 
dede, 
And how they made their covenaunt, and wager 
how they leyd. 
Now Beryn, quod the fteward, thou haft yherd. 


this tale, 

How and in what manere thou art ybrought im 
bale ; : = 

‘Thow mutt do his byddyng, thow maift yn bo 
wyfe flee, 7 

Or drynk all the watir that fait is in the fee: * 

Of thefe too thingis tho: chefe the toon ; 





Now be well avyfid, gfid fey they will anoon. 
To de yee both layA may no betir fey,  [mey: 
For thow shalt have no wrong, as ferforth a3 { 
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Waeke the felf right as the li, aud wit thow no- 


thing me E 
‘Though thow chefe the wers and let the betir be, 
Beryn ftode aftonyd, and no mervaill was, [cafe ; 
And preyd the fteward of a déy to anfwere to the 
For I might lightlich in fom word be yeaught, 
And cke it is right herd to chefe of to that beth 

right naught : . 

Bat and it'wep yeur likyng to graunt me day tyl 
tq necrowe 
J wold anfwer through Godd’is help. Then muft 
thow fynd a borowe, 
Seyd the Reward to Beryn, and yit it is of grace, 
Now herith me, quod Hanybald, I prey alitil fpafe : 
He hath five thippie ondir the town, lyggyng on 
—~en= the ftrong, 
The wich been fugiciant yfefid in our hond, 
By me that am yeur provoft to execute the law. 
He muit affent. Quod Evander, Let us onys here 
his faw. 
I graunt wele, quod Beryn, fith it may be noon 
othir, 
Then Hanybald arofe hym up to fefe both thip 
+ and ftrothir, [wey, 


And toke Beryn wyth hym: fo talkyng on the. 


Beryn, quod Hanybuld, l fuyr the be my fey 
‘That thow art much ybound to me this ilk dey, 
Sois thy ple amendit by me; and eke of fuch a wey 


Tam avyfid in thy caufe, yf thow wolt do by rede, 


That lite or nought by my counfaill ought the to 
drede. - 

Yee know wele to morowe the dey of ple is fet 

‘That ye mut nedis an(were, or els wythout lect 

Tmuft yeld them yeur thippis; J may in no wyfe 

: blyn; 


yas 
Sohavel undertake: but the merchaundife wythin 
Js nat in my charge, ye knowe as wele as 1 
To make ther’of no lyvery: wher'for now wyfely 
Worch, and do aftir rede: let all your merchaune 
Be voidit of yeur fhippis, and at hieft prife [dife 
‘I wol have it every dele in covenaunt, yf ye lift 


To fe myne houfe here onys tofore, I hold it for 


the beit, 
Wher ye fhull fe of divers londis, houfes to or thre 
Full of marchaundife, that through this grete cete 
Is no fuck in preve, F may tight well avowe. 
So when he have all feyn, and I have yeur alfo, 
Let fom bargen be ymade betwene us both too. 
Graunt mercy ! Sir, quod Beryn, yeur profir is feir 
and good ; 2 
Feyn wold 1 do ther’aftir yf I ondirftood 
I myght wythout blame of breking of areft. 
Yis, quod Hanybald, at my perell me truit, 
So to Hanybald’s houfe togidir both they rode, 
And fond, as Hanybald had yfeyd, an houge houfe, 
Jong and brode, 
Pall of marchaundife as rich as it may be, [cete. 
Paffyng all the marchantis that dwellid in. that 
‘Thus when all was thewid they dronk and: toke 
their leve, 
So fe Beryni’s shippis iff taft they gon to meve. 
‘And when that Hanybald wg avyfid what charge 
the thippis bere N [nere 
He gan to frcke, in his wyfe afaunce, he rough: 
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Whethir he bargenynd or no, and feyd thus: Bes 
Fyn, frend, 

Your marchaundife is feir and good, now let ag 
make an end 


-If yee if; I cam no more; ye knowith how it is, 


Com, of thort let tuk.them yn, methinkith I fey 
nat mys, 

And then yeur meyne and ye, and I, to my houfe 
thall we go, 

And of the marchaundife I faw I wol not part 


Chef of the beft of that ye find there {therfro 


Throughout the long houfe, ther thal no man yeu 


dere, 
And therwith thal yeur thippis be filled all-Fyve ¢. 
Tcan fey uo betir: yf ye lift to dryve [rmensg 
This bargen, to the end counfeliith with 
I may nat long tary, I muft nedis hen, 
Beryn clepid his meyne counfell for to take; 
But his firft mocioune was af the woo and wrake, 
And all the tribulacioune, for pleying at ches, - 
‘That he had, every dele his fhame and his dures. * 
Fro poynt to poynt, and how it ftode, he told how. 


yeu, 


it was, ’ 
And then he azid counfaill what bedt was.in tha 
cafe, 


To chaunge with the burgeyfe or els for to leve2 

Eche*man feyd his avife ; but al that they did meve 

Te wer to Jong a tale for to tell it here : 

But fynally, at end, they cordit al in fere 

‘That the chaunge fhuld ftond, for as the cafe was 
fall ; 


They held it clerely for the beft, and went forth 
wythal] z 

The next wey that theycouth to Hanybald’is plate, 

But now fhull ye here the moft fotill fallace . 

‘That ever man wrought till othir, and highaft: . 
trechery, 


Wich Hanybald had wrought hyméelf to this com« 
pany. : 
Go in, quod Hanybald, and chefe, as thy cove. 


Raunt ie, 
In goon thefe Romeyns ech oon, and fond a mys; 
For there was nothing that eny man might fe 
Saff the wall and tyle ftonys, and tymbir made of 


tre; 

For Hanybald had do void it of all thing thet-wag: 
there; i 

Whils he was at the thippis his men away it bere, . 

When Beryn faw the houfe lerthar ful waather’se<. 
fore ji 

Of riche marchaundife, alas! thought he, Iam fora, 

Tam in this world; and wittith, well big -hert A 

‘Was nat al in likeing; and outward gan he ftert 

Like half a wodeman, and hete both his lippis, 

And gan to haft faft towards his own thippis, 

To kepe his good within wyth al that evir he, 
myght, 

‘That it were nat difchangit,ashym thought verrey., 
right. | 

But al for taught was his haft, for 30c men, 

Asfaft as they myght, they bare the good then, 

‘Through ordenaunce of Hanybald, that pryvelich 

-  tafore 


Had purpofid and yeaft thuld be out yhore, 
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Beryn mies? a fwyff pafe; ther myght no man hym ; The blynd man caft awey his ftaff, and fet on both 


his hondis ; 


Bat Hanytald was ware inough, and with Beryn | Nay, thow fhalt nat void, quod he, for all thy rich 


met 


londis, 


Allfor nought: Beryn, thou knoweft well and fyne { Tyll I of the have refon, lawe, and’cke righte, 


"The thippis ben arcittid, and the good is myne. 
‘What -woldeft thow do ther? thow haf ther | 
mowght to de; 
I wol hold thy covenaunt and thew myn alfo. 
For yit faw i nevir man that was of thy mamere; 
Sometyme thou wilt avaunte, and fome tyme | 
areret | 
Now thow wilt, and now thow n’olt. Wher fhul 
men the fynd? | 
Now fey oon, and fith anothir. So variant of mynd | 
Saw { nevir tofore this dey man fo variabill. 
Sith I the fynd in fuch plyte, our bargen for to | 
ftabill, 
. We woll tofore the fteward, ther we both fhull 
have right. 
Nay, forfoth, quod Beryn. Yis treulich the tite, 
@uod Hanybald, wher thou wolt or no; and fo | 
I the charge H 
As provott : know that yf me lift my warant is fo | 
large, 
And thow make any diffence, to bynym thy lyfe. | 
"Fake thyn hors; it gaynyth nat for to make ftryffe. : 
So wyth forowfull hert Beryn toke his hors, 
Andloftly feydtohismen, Of me, quod he, no fors, | 
But wend to yeur thippis; I wol con: when I may; 
Ye feth well everichone I may no bet awcy. 
Mow here by this fame Tale both fre and bond 
Mow fele in their wittis; and eke ondirftonde 
"That Litill vailith wyfilom or els governaunce 
Ther Fortune evir werrieth and eke Hap and Chaunce , 
Or qubat availeth bounte, bewte, or riches, 
Frendpip, or fatilte, or els hardines, 
Gold, good, or catell, wyt, or by lynagey 
Lord, or lordis fervice, or elt bigh peerage ? 
What may all this avayle ther Fortune is a foo? 
L wis right litill, or nevir a dele : full oft it fallith fo. 
So, fhortly to pas ovir, they fill to fuch an end 
‘That Beryn fhuld have day ageyn a morowe, and ' 
fo to wend 
He fet hym in ful purpofe to his fhippis ward : | 
But yit or,he cam ther he fond the paffage hard : 
For how he was begiled throughout all the towne 
‘Fher and ther a coupill gan to fpeke and to roune;. 
And every man his purpofe was to have parte 
With falfnes, and with fotileces; they coud noon 
othir art, 
Beryn rode forth imhis wey, his page ran hym by, 
Fall fore adred in hert, and caft about his eye 
Up and down, even long the ftrete, and for angir 
fwets 
Amd er he had riden a ftone’s caft, a blynd man 
with him met, 
And {pak no word, but fefid hym faft by the lap, 
And cried out and harrowe, and nere hym gan to 
ftap. 
All for nought, quod this blynd; what ! wenyft 
- thow for to fkape ? 
Beryn had thought to prik forth, and thought it 
had be jape 








| Alfo we have no juge here of autorite ; 





For trewlich I may wit it the that { have loft my 
fight. 

So for ought that Beryn coud othir fpeke or prey 

He myght in no wyfe pas; ful fore Le g2n to may, 

| And namelich for the pepill throng hym #0 about, 

And eche man gan hym hond, and feyd, Without 
doute 

Ye muft nedes ftond, and reft, and bide the lawe, 


| Be ye nevir fo grete aman, Bow6ld I wonder fawe, 


Quod Beryn, yfyec had caufe, but I know noon. 
| No, thon thalt know or thow  §9 thow hatarat— 


al ydooh, 
The blynd man feyd to Beryn- Tell on them; 
quod he. 
Here is no place to plete, the blynd man feyd age, 


me, 
ut Evandir the fteward fhal] deme both neni 
When I my tale have told, and thow haft made 
anfwere, 
By that tyme men fhull know how thow canft the ~ 
clere. 
Now, foveren God! I thank the of this ilk dey ; 
‘Then I may preve the, be my hyve, of word and 
eke of fay 
and eke untrewe of coyenaunt thow hatt 
ymakid. 
But litillis thy charge now though that f go nakid 
‘That fometyme wer partinere, and rekenydft nevir 
yit 
But thou fhalt bere or we depart ther’ of a litill 
For aftir comyn feyng, Evir atte ende {wite, 
The trowith woll be previd how {6 men evir trend. 
Thus they talkid to eche othir tyl they com into 
the plafe, 
And wer yentrid in the hal] ther the fteward was, 
The blynd man firit gan to {pake : Sir Steward, 
for Godd’is fake, 
Herith me a litill while, for here } have ytake 
He that hath do me wrong Mloft of man of mold ; 
Be my help, as law woll, for hym that Judas fold. 
Ye know wele that oft tyme I have to yew 
*ypleynid 
How I was betrayed, and how I was ypenid, 
And how a man fome tyme and I our yen did 
chaunge : 
This is the fame perfone, though that he make it 
ftraunge : 





Fals, 


| F toke them hym but for a tyme, and wenyd 


trewly 
Myne tohave: thatyhadageyn ; and fobothheand r 
Were enfured uttirlich, and-was our both will; 
But for myne the bettir were wrongfullich anit 
ile 
He hath them kept hidirto, wyth muck {rowe and 


pyne 

To me, as ye wele known; becaufe I have nat . 
myne ff 

I may nat fe with hig} wherfor me is ful woo: 

And evirmare ie that ye myght pothing. dg 
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Without prefence of the man that wrought me , Alas the day and tyme that evir I was yeur make | 


= this unquert : {| Much have T endured this coo yere for yeur fake? 
Now fith he is tofore you now let hym hat aftert; But now it thall be know who is in the wronge, 
For many tyme and oft yee behete me | Beryn was all abathid, the pepill fo thik thronge ; 
And he myght be take he thuld do me gre: About him in eche fide : for ought that he conth 
Sith ye of hym be fefid, howevir fo yc tave, peyn 
Let hym nevir pas tyl | myn yen have. He muft to the fteward of fyne fors ageyn. 
Beryn, quod Evandir, herift thow nat they felve | Now thull ye here how fotilich this woman gan 
How fotitly he pletith, and ware by eche halve ? | hir tale 


Beryn ftode al! muét, and no word he fpake; Iu prefence of the fteward. With colour wan and 
ale 


And that was tho his grace; ful fone he had be . Pi 
take Petouiiy the gan to tell ; and feid, Sir, to yew 
And he had myffeyd onys, or els yfeyd nay; Full oft 1 have compleynyd in what manere and 


For theh he had been negatyff, and undo for ay: | My childlis fadir left me, by myfeif aloon, {how 
Torthey Were grete Seviliouns,and ufid probat Jaw, ; Without help or comforte, as-grete as I myght, 
~WheFe evirmore affirmatyf fhuld Ppreve his own 

fiw: 

Wher’ fore they were fo quereloufe of all myght 
com in mynd, 

‘Though it wer nevir in dede ydo; fuch matere 
they wold fynd 

To benym a manhis good through fom manir gile ; 

















goon, 
Wyth my fon here and his, that thame it is to telt 
The penury that I have yhad, that afors fell 
I mutt nedis myne dray, wher me lift or lothe, 
Or els I muft have beggit for to fyrid us bothes 
For there was nevir woman I leve, as I ges, 
For lak of hede of lyvelode that lyvid in more 


For the blynd man witt right wele he fhuld have diftres 
** Toft his whyle Then I my felf for oft tyme for lake of mete and 
~-'To make his pleynt on Beryn, and fuyd eppon his drink ; 
good, And xitItrow nocreature was feyner for to fwinke 
For fhippis and eke marchaundife in a balaunce | My lyff to fultene : but as I mut nede 
flode ; Above all othir thingis to his child take hede, 


‘That wondir is and mervaile that I am alyve 5 

For the fokyng of his right as it were a knyve 

Tt ran into my hert; fo low I was of mode 

‘That well L woot in certen with percell of my 
blade aan 

His child Ihave ynorifhid; and that is by me feen; 

For my rede colour is turnid into grene ; 

And he that caufe is of all here he itondith by nes 

‘To pay for the fofteryng methinkith it is tyme. 

And fith he is my hufbond, and hath on me no 
rowith, i 

Let hym make amendis in faving of his trowith. 

And yf he to any word onys can fay nay 

Lo!here my gaye, al redy to preve all that fey. 

One kewarde toke the gage, and fpakin fufe wy fey 

Of this peroufe compleynt a mann’ys hert may 
grife, 

For I know in percell hir tale is nat all lefe, 

For many a time and oft this woman that here ig 

Hath ybe tofore me, and pleynid of hir greffe, 

But without a party hir caufe myght nat preffe, 

Now thou att here prefent that fhe plenython, , 

Make thy defence now, Beryn. as wele as thow’ 

Beryn ftode all muét, and no werd he fpak. [con.” 

Beryn, quod the fteward, doift. thow felepe or 

Sey onys oon or othir : is it foch or nay. [wake ? 

“As the hath declarid? tell on faunce delay, 

Lord God! quod Beryn, what thuld it me availe 

Among fo niany wife, without tight good coun- 


‘Ther’for he made his chalenge his'yen for to have, 
Or els he thuld forsthem fyne yf he wold them 
have, 

And ligg for themin hoftagetyil the fynaunce cam: 
his was all the fotilte of the blynd man. 

Beryn flode all mutt, and no word he fpak. 

Beryn, quod Evander, left thow be ytake 

In defaute of anfwere thou myghtift be condemp- 


nyd, 
Be right wele avyfid, fith thou art examenyd. 
Sir, feyd Beryn, it wold litill availe 
‘To anfwere thus aloon without good counfaill ; 
And alfo ferthermore, full litill T thuld be levid, 
Whatevir I anfwered, thus ftonyd and reprevid; 
And eke my wit doith faille; and no wondir is; 
Wher’ for I wold prey yew, of yewr gentilnes, 
To graunt me dey tyll to morowe i might be 
avyfide 
To anfwere forth, wyth othir that on me been 
furmyfid. ‘ 
Deperdeux! quod thefteward,] graunt wel itbe fo. 
Beryn toke his leve, and hopid to pas and go : 
But as fone as Beryn was on his hors rydin 
He met a woman and a child wyth fad chere 
comyng, 
That toke hym by the reyn, and held hym wondir 
eo fat, y 
d feid, Sir, yoigith nat yit, vailith nat to hafte; 
in flo wyfe feape; ye muft nedis abyde; 
ye lit to know me nat, yit lien by 





, 
To tell eny tale? full litil as 1 ges: 
Wher’for I wold prey you of your gentilnes 
Graunt me day tyi to morrowe to anfwer forth 


ye 
T have ful Muany a tynae, I can nat tell yew lome. 
Come tofore the toward, ther hall ye here yeur 


dome _ with othir. 
Ofthing that I thal! put on yevx, and no word for | I gaunt wele, quod the Reward, but for fadirané 
To Teve me thusaloon it is yeur villany. {to ly: modir, 


54 

Thow getift no lenger tyme pleynly I the tell. 

Beryn toke his leve ; his hert gan to fwell 

For purse verrey anguysth ; and no mervaill was; - 

And who is that that n’old and be wer in fuch 
cafe ? 

For al his trift and hope in eny worldich thing 


- ‘Was cleen from hym paflid, fave forowe and my- 


Aykyng ; 

For body, good, and catell, and lyf, he fet at 
nought, 

Sowas his hert ywoundit forangir and for thought. 

Beryn paffyd foftly, and to hishoss gan go3 

And when he was without the gatis, he lokid to 
and fro, és 

And coud noon othir countenaunce ; but to his 
page he feyd, 

Precioufe Godin heven ! how falily am J betrayd! 

I trow no man alyye ftont it wers plight, 

And all is for my fynne, and for my yong delite ; 

And pryncipally above all thyng fer grete un- 
kyndnes 

‘That I did to my modir ; for littil bede iwis 

1 tokcof hir, thisknow I wele, while the wasalyve, 

‘Therfor al this turment isfent to me fo ryve : 

For ther was nevir womon kynder to hir child 

Than the was; and cher ageyns nevis thing fo 

Ne fo evil thewid as 1 was my felf, [wyld 

Then foe iors and happe environ me by eche 

lve, 

‘That I n’ote whider ryde nethir up ne down, 

Ther ben fo many devillis dwellyng in this town, 

And fo ful of gile and trechery alfo, 

‘That well I woot in certeyn they woll me ondo. 

Now wold to Ged in hevyn what is my beft rede! 

He toke his hors to his page, and thus to hym he 
fayd, 

Lede my hors to fhipward, and take it to fome 

And 1 woll go on foot as pryvely as I can, (man, 

And affay yl may in eny manere wife 

Efcape unarrefted more in fuch manner wife. 

he child toke his maiftix’s hors, and lafthym there 
aloon, 

Walking forth on foot, making oft his moon; 

And in his moft mufing, I can nat fey how lome, 

He wosthid nakid as he was bore he had be in 

? Room, 

And no mervaill was it as the cafe ftode, 

For He drad more to jefe his eyen than he did his 
fhippis or his good. 

Now ye that liftith to dwell and here of aventure, 

How petoufly Dame Fortune, Beryn to inure, 

‘Turnyth hir whe about in the wers fide; 

With hap of forowe und anguysth fhe gynyth for 
to ride. 

EBerynpaffid toward the ftrondther hisfhippis were, 

But yee mow ondirftond his hert was full of ferc; 

Yet nethirles he fat hym down foftly on a ftall, 

Semy'ryfe for forowe, and lenyd to the wall 

For turmentthat he had, fo wery he wasand fen t 

And to God above thus he made his pleynt = 

Glorious God in heven! that al thing maidft of 
nought, 

Why fuffurift thow thefe curfid men to flroy me 
for nought, 
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: And knoweft well myn innocent, that I have nd 
Of al that they purfu meor on meis pile? —_ [gilt 
| And in the meen whils that Beryn thusganpleya 
A cachepolt ftode befidis, his name was Machaign, 
‘And herd all the wordis, and knew alfo tofore 

How Beryn was turmented both with las and 


more = 
It was yfprong through the town; fo was he full 
enfenfid i 


How he hym would engyne as he had propenfid, 

And had araid hym fotillich 2s man of conteme 
placioune, 

Ina mantell wyththe lift, with fals difimulgcioune, 

And a ftaff in his honde, as thoughe he feb'liwere, 

Aud drow hym toward Beryn, and{eid j-xthis ma- 
mere; 

The high God of heven, that cl thing made of 
nought, a 

Bles yew, gentil Sir, for many an hevy thought 

Me thinketh that ye have, and no wondir is: 

But, good Sir, difmay yew nat, but levith yewr 
hevines, 

And yf ye lift to tell me fomwhat of yeur diftres 

I hope to God Almighty in party it redres (30n, 

Through my pore counfaill, and fo I have many 

For I have pete on yew be God and by Seint Jon; 

And eke pryvy hevines duith eche man apeir 

Sodenly or he be ware, and fallin difpeir ; 

And who be in that plague that man is incurabill, 

For confequent eomyth aftir f¢kenes abominabill ; 

And ther’for, Sir, difkeverith yewe, and be now 
thing adrad. 

Graunt mercy ! Sir, quod Beryn, ye feme trew and 





But o thing lyith ia myn hert, J n’ote to whom to 
truft, 

For tho thee dyned me to dey ordeyned me to 
areft, 

A Sir! be yew that man? of yew { have yherd. 

Gentill Sir, doutith nat, ne be nothing aferd 

Of me, for hall counfell yew as well as can, 

For trewlich in the cete dweltith many a fals man, 

‘And ufyn litil els but falthode, wrong, and wyle, 

And how they might ftraungers with trechery 
begile : 

But ye fhul do right wifely fomewhat be my 
counfail, : 

Speke with the fteward; that may you moft 
avail ; 

For ther is a comyn byword, yf ye it herd havith, 

Wele fetith be bis peny that the pound favith. 

The iteward is a covetoufe man, that long hath 
difirid 

A knyff 1 have in keeping, wherwith his hert F 
wirid ; ° 2 

Shall be yew to help, in covengvnte thet yee _ 

Shall give me five mark yer? treu flend to-be. 

The knyff is feir, 1 tell yews yet Revit *Ssore this 


a s 
Myght the! fteward haveit for aught he coud prey, 
‘The wich ye thuld gyve hym, the betir for ta 
fpede, i 
And behothe bya 20/. to kelp yew in your 
nede; ‘ 


. With hond in hond enfurid, and all for the bet; 
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And yf he rauntith, cruftith wele ye @ond in 
good plight ; 

For betir is then lefe all the Jas the more 

And I well go wyth yew ftraight to his plafe, 

And knele down and fpeke firft to amend yewr 
cafe, 

And fay yee be my cofin ; the betir ye thul fpede; 

And when that I have all ytold the knyf to bym 
yer bede, 

Beryn thankid hymhertlich, andon hym gantruft, 

























Now be well avylid ageyne to morowe day, 
fale thou have thy jugemen:; ther is no 
More to fay, 


When Beryn fro the fleward thus departid was, 
And Waswithout the gate,he lohid °Pponthe plafe, 


Beryo thought noon othir, al that it othir was, 
yi 


Machaiggt hym comfortid, talkyng of their cafe, trayi 
And paftd forth ftylly toward the fteward blyve Then I am; and therwithall my hert is cleen dif 
Beryn ad ‘achaign ; but Beryn bare the koyf, . Mayid, a 


For here ¥ have no frendthip, but am all counfelles, 
And they ben falsther then Judas, and eke mere, 


A, Lord God in hevyn! that my hert is Woo; 
4nd yit fuyrly I mervel nat though that it be fo, 
For yit in all my lyve fithe 1 ought undirftond 
Had I nevir wyl for to lern good ; . 
Foly I hauntid it ever, ther myght noman anc let, 
“ad now be hath ypaid me, he is cleen Ott Of ty 
lett; 
For vials 1 had tyme, wifdom | myght have 


uge 
He made ; and feyd, Sir Steward, now be a trew 


juge: 
Agepns this fals treytour that ftondith me befyde; 
Let take of hym good hede, els he wol] nat abide, 
Now mercy gode Steward, for yee have herd me 

ore 

For my fadie Melan pleyn to you ful fore,. 
That with feven dromedarys, as 1 have told yew 

lome, ~ 
With marchandife chargit went toward Rome, 


ray. 
But I drow me to foly, and wold nat be Governed, 
But had al myne own wyll, and of no man afer 
For I was nevir chaftifid; but now myne own yerd 
Betith me to fore; the ftrokis been too hard; 
For thefe devillis of this town takith but Liteiy, 
r 


And met nevir man yit that me coud tell with ct to morowe ; 
mowth Now wold to God I were in Stave, for it wer eng 
Any tyding of hym onto this fame day; of forowe, 


But now I know too much, alas! [ may wel fey, 
When Beryn herd thefe wordis he kift down his 
ede 5 

Allas ! he thought in hert, alas! what is my rede? 

And would fayn have voidit and outward gan to 
fapp 

Hut Machaigne arofe and felid by the lapp : 

Nay, thow thalt not void, he {eid; my tale is nat 


1 was iwis to much afoles for hate I had to Rame 
I wold forfake myn heritage, thet'for forowe and 
fhame 


Ts oppon me fall, and Tight wele defervid, 
For I toke Doue maner hede when my modir 


fteryi , 
And difobeyid my fadir, and fer hym at naught 
alfo ; : 


What wondir isit than though that I have woo? 


y 
For be trowith of my body yf thou feapidift fo Fortune and cke Wifdom have Werrid with me 


] thuld nevir have mery whils F wer on lyve, evir, : 
And fet hond fait on Beryn’s othir fcleve And I with them in all my lyf, for Fortune wag 
And feid, Good Sir Steward, my tale to the end me levir, 4 


I prey ye wold here, for wend how men wend 
There may no man hele murdir, but it will out at 

Jatt; Lpatt 
‘The fame kayff my fadir bere when he of contre 


ch wele tis felon, ther ye thal hym find; 
Pgbow the kay: cle jaough, it is nat out of my 


Then eny wit or governaunce, for them too I dig 


And though 1 wold be at oon now it is too. late, 
O myghtfull God in heven! wher was ¢vir man 
“hat wrought hymfelf more foly than | my {elf 
did than? 
A curfid be the tyme that ¥ out of Rome went! 
That was my fadir’s right heir of lyvelode and of 
rent, ~ 
And al the rial lordhhip that he hath in the town. 
Had I had wit dnd Btuce, and hold me low and 
s oun, . 
Tt wer my kynd now among my baronage 
To havk and to Bunt, and cke to pley and rage 







wellith in this toun that made the 
ny fi, 
reve the trowith he thal] be here as 
blyve, 
Berya fwat for angir, his hést was full of fere; 
He toke the knyff to the fteward or he ferchid 
"Were, 
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With feir frefhe ladies, and daunce when me lift ; 

But now it is to late to fpeke of Had IT wift. 

But I fare like the man that for to fwelc his flyes 

He ftert into the bern, and aftir ftre he hies, 

And goith about the wallis with a brennyng wale, 

"Tyil it was at laft that the leem and blafe 

Entrid into the chynys where the wheate was, 

‘And kiflid fo the evefe that brent was all the plafe; 

But firft in the begynnyng, tyll feer {mote in the 
raftris, 

Bie toke no manere kepe, and thought of nothing 
aftir 


‘What perelt there myght fall: ne more did I | 


ywis, 

That wold forfake myn honou¥ Tor the unkynd- 
neés. 

Of Rame, that was my {tepmodir ; for yf I hall 
nat ly 

‘They beth foure; wherfore the more wilely 

I fhuld have wrought, had } had wit, and fuffrid 
for a tyme, 

‘And aftic com to purpos wel inowghe of myne 5 

Bur evil avengit he ia deol that for a litil mode 

“And angir to his neybour fellith awey his good, 

‘And goith hymfelf a beggyng: aftir in breif 
tyme o 

He mut be countid a lewd man in all mancre 
ryme. 

So have I wrought and wers, for I dout of my 


lyve, 

How that it thal ftond, for plukking of my fcleve 

"The knyff that was me take, as ye have herd to- 
fore; 

And yit it grevith mine hert alfo much more 

Of myn own pepill, that no difele afervid. 

I wote wele aftir pleding ryght nought woll be 
refervyd 

‘To fultene their lyvis : Ttrow tyght nought or lite, 

And peraventur lightly ftond in wors plight. 

Of me it is no fors though I be thus arayed, 

But it is dole and pete that they hull be betrayid 

That hath nought afervid but for my gilt aloon. 

(And when that Beryn in this wife had ymade his 
mone 

A crepill he faw comyng with grete fpede and 
hafte 

Oppon a tilt ondir his kne bound wondir faft, 

Aud acrouch undir his armys, with hondis al for- 
fkramyd 5 

Alas! quod this Beryn, {hall I be more examenyd ? 

And gan to turn qfide onto the fee ftronde, 

And the crippill aftir, and wan oppon hym londe. 

Tho began Beryn to drede inwardlich fore, 

And thought thus in his hert, fhall 1 be comberid 
more ? 

‘And it wer Godd’is wyll my forowe for to cefe 

‘Methinkith I have inowghe. ‘The cripill began 
to preche, 

‘And had yraught nere hond Beryn by the feleve: 

Beryn turnyd as an hare, and gan to ren blyve 3 


But the cripill knew betir the pathis {male and . 


grete 
Then Beryn, fo to fore hym he was, and gan bym 
mete. 
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When Beryn faw it vaylid naught to renrie ne td 
lepe, 

‘What for dole and anguysfi 
ipeke, 

But ftode ftill amafid; and ftarid faft about : 

The crepill began to fpeke; Sir, to drede or té 
dout 

Of me wold ye right light, and ye knew myne 
hert, : 

So where ye like well or ill fro me-fhall ye ‘nat 
part : 

‘Tyl Ihave tretid with yew, and ye witk,me alfo, 

Of all yeur foden heppis, your mytcheff, aad yeur 
wo; 

For by the tyme that I have knowl of yeur 
cafe, 5 

Yeur rennyng, and yeur trottitg into an efy pasy 

J fhall turn or that we twyn, fo ye aftir my ftole * 

Woil do, and as I rede yew; for yee wer a fole 

‘When ye cam firft alonde, ye had met with me, 

For I wold have enfentid yew all the iniquite 

Of thes fals marchauntes that dwellcn in this 


no word myght he 





town, . 

And outid ail your chaffare without gruch of 
groun ; 

For had ye dwellid within yeur fhippis, and nat 


go them among, . 
Then had ye been: undaungerid, and quyt of alt 


their wrong a 
On yew that been furmyfid thrsigh fals fuggef- 
tioune. : 


Beryn gan to figh, onneth he might foune 

Saf o word or tweyn, and Mercy was the firft, 

Preying with ali his hert that he myght have his 
reft, 

And be no more enpledit, but pas frohym quyte. 

Good Sir, quod Beryn, doith me no more dif 
pite, - 

And fuflir me to pas, and have on mc routhe, 

And Tfuyr yew feithfully, have here my trowith, 

To morowe when J have pleédit, and eny thing 
be fait 

Of thip or marchaundife, afore the thip or baft, 

I woll fhew yew all ifere, and opyn every cheft, 

And put it in yewr grace to do what ye feft. 

‘And in the meen while that Beryn gan to clapp 

‘The erypilf nyghid hym nere and nere, and hent 
hym by the lap; 

And as fone as Beryn knew that he was in honde 

He unlacyd his mantell for drede of fome com~ 
mand, 

And pryvelich ovir his fhuldris Jet hym down 
glide, 

And had levir lefe his mantell then abide. 

"The crepifl all perceyvid, and Jtent hym by 
feleve : 

Of his nethir furcote. AJCY now Ya 

“Thought Beryn by himfelf, now | art 

There helpith naught fave ftrengit¥; therwith 
the {cleve to rent. - att 

Beryn gan; to feappe he fparid for no coft. 

Alas! thought this cripiil, this man woil be loft, 





: And be ondo for etir, but he counfell have; 


Iwis thcughe he be lewde my contremen to fave: 
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‘Yitwill 1 my befines do and peyn that} inay, 

Sith he is of Room, for that is nz 'y Comeray. 

This tripill was an hundrit yere full of age, 

With a long thik berd, anda trew vifage 

He had; gnd manly and july was he, 

ty was his name yknow ig that centre, 

Alas! thought this Gefvcy, this man hath grete 
drede : 

OF me, that by my power wold help hym in his 
nedg t 





Pig though he he nyce, untanght and unwite, 
wh Mfor his foly leve myne enpryfe ; 
aftir Beryn, and that in Tight good 


And |; 
pede. 
“Beagybagg fo fore azaft he toke no maner hede 
"To Tor ees tyll he to the watir cam, 
‘Phen lokid he ghynd and aw Sir Clekam 
yCommaund wondir faft with itaff and with his ftilt. 
Allas! thought Beryn, I now am yfpilt, 
Kor { may no ferthir without I wold me droune, 
I n'ote wich were the betir, or 0 ageyn to towne, 
Gellecy was fo nigh com that Boryn myght nat fe: 
Good Sir, quod this Gefitey, why du yee void me ? 
For by heven quene, that bare Crift in hir barme, 
But right as to my 1 wold yew no more harme. 
Sittith down here by me oppon this fee ftronde, 
And yf ye drede any thing clepe yewr' men to 
Jgnde, 
And let them be here with us all our fpeche tyme, 
For I woll nat deye ooa word, as makers doun to 
ryme, 
Bat counfell yew -as prodently as God woll fond 
me grace 
‘Take comfort to yew, and herk a litiil fpage. 
‘And when that Beryn had yherd his tale to the 


: end, . 

And how goodly as Geffrey fpak, as he were his 
frende, 

None obftant his drede, yet part of fapienee 

Stremyd into his hert for his eloquence, 

Ard teyd; God me faill for his high merey f 

For Thave herd this fanfe dey men as fotilly 

Speke, and of yeur dembiant, and in fuch manere, 

And byhete me frendhip outward by their chere, 

Bat inward it was contrary their intelle@ioune, 

-Wherfor the blame is hough F fufpectioune 

Have of yewr wor othir be yewr entent, 

For I n’ote whom to trud by God omnipotent ; 

¥it nethirles yf your will 
with me 

Ywoll fomwhat do by yeur rede how fo it evir 
be 






Then, quod Geffrey, if it be fo that bin yewr: 


powere 

i youg thippis, and yew help in yewr my- 
Nese, 

ek adverfuryes shult have the be- 






row fuch counfell to bate down their 
ide, 
Yee wynne in every pleynt, al fo much 
eramore Pe 
~As they purpofe to have of yew; yf they be down 
+. ¥bore, 
* Vou, 







is to com into’ the hhip, 


Aod ye have ameadis for their iniquité, 

And 1 yew bring to this end, what fhall my guere 
don, be? 

In verrzy foth, quod Beryn, yf yew may truft 

Twill quyte yew trewly, fmuke yew beheft, 

In feith then, quod Gelfrey, I woll with yew 


wende, 

What is yewr name, feid Betyn, though my 
frends? 

Geflerey, he feid; but in thefe marchis 1 was nat 
bore, 








But ¥ have dweilid in this cete yeeris heretofore 

Ful mary, and turmented wers then wer yee, , 

And endurid for my trowith mach adverfite, 

For I wold in no wife fuflir their falihedes, 

For in all the world fo corrupt of their dedis 

Been noon men alyve, | myght tyght well avowy 

For they fer all their witdis in wrong all that they - 
mowe; 

Wher'for full many a tyme the gretti2 of thenr 
andl 

Have fton.len in altercationne for their trechery 5 

For I hadin valew in t1ew marchaundife . 

A MM. /, all have they take in fuch sfaner. wife: " 

So ferforth to fave my. blodé no longer myght E - 
dtyve dure; 

Fowdrede of wors thus thought J miyfelf to disfie 
gure, 

And have among them 42 yere go right in thiy 
plighte, . 

And evir have had io memory how J myght then 
quytt; 

And fo ¥ hope now, as fotill as they be, 

With my wit engine them and help yew and 


me, 

My I7mes been both hele and found, me nédith 
ftil: me crouch. 

He catt afyde them’ both, and lepe oppon an huche 

And adewn ageyzes, and walkid to and fro, 

Up and down, within the ihip, and thewid hie 
hondis tho, 

Stretching forth his fingris in fight and all about 

Without knot or kor, of eny fign of goute, 

And dyght them efft ageyns right disfetirly, 

Som taride ech othiryand fom aweward wry. 

Geffrey was right miyghty, and wele his age di¢ 

Tey 

For natur was more fabftaatizl! when tho dayis’ 
wer 

Then néw in cur tyme; for all thing doith wafte! 

Saff vile and curfid lyving, that growith #1 to fafte. 

What fhuld I tell more? Bur Geffrey fat hynr 
down; 

feed Beryn hyg befydis; the .Romeyas gan to 

: Town, ae 

And mervelicd much in Gefirey of his difgifenes,. 

And Beryn had apothir thought; and fpak of his 


diftres: 
Now Geffrey, feid this Bryn, and 1 dort truft int 
yewe ‘ : 
‘That and ye knewe eny men that is alyve anewe’ 
That had of difcrecioune fo much influence 
‘Fo make my party good to morgwe i y des - 


R 
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And delivir me of forowe, as ye behote have, 

T wold become his legeman, as God my foule fave. 

‘That wer to much, quod Geffercy; that woil J 
yew relefe ; 

Rut I defire of othic thing to have yewr promes, 

"Phat and I bryng yewr enmyes into fuch a 
traunce 

‘To make for yewr wrong is to you right high fe- 
naunce, F 

And fo declare for youthat with you pas fuch dome, 

‘That yee oppon your feich bryng me at Rome, 

Y¥£ God wo] feud yew wedir and grace to repafe. 

Quod Beryn, But I grant yew I werlewder then 
anafle, 

But or } fullich truft yew holdith me excufid ; 

I, woll go counfell with my men left they it re- 
fafid. 

Beryn drew afyde,and fpak with his meyne, 

‘And expreffid every word in what plight and 
degre 

"That he ftode from poynt to poynt, and of his 

. fals arcttis : 

His meyne were aftonyd, and ftasid forth as beftis. 

Spckith fom word, quad Beryn, fith lam betrayd; 

Yce have yherd what Geffrey to me hath fayd. 

‘Vhefe Romcyns ftode alle {till; o word ne cowd 

. _ they meve 5 i 

And cke it paflid their wittis. Then Beryn gan 
releve, 

And to Geffrey eft ageyn, and mercy hym be- 
fought, 

Help me, Sir, quod Beryn, for his love that us 
bought . 

Dying on the rood, and wept full tendirly ; 

For but ye help, quod Beryn, ther is no remedy, 

For comfort nethir counfaill of my men have I 
noon: 

Help me, as God yew help, and els Iam undoon. 

When Geffrey faw this Reryn fo diftrad and wept, 

Pite into eche veyn of his hert crept. 

Allas! quod Geflrcy, I might nat do a more fyn- 
ful dede, 

¥ leve by my trowith, then fay! yew in this nede 5 

Faill me God in heven yf that U yew faill! 

‘That 1 fhall do my befines, my peyn, and my tra- 
vaile, 

‘To help yew be my power ; 1 may no ferther goo. 

Yis, yee behete me more, feid Beryn, tho, 

‘That yee wold help me at all that I fhuld ftond 

Beryn gan to wepe and make wers chere —_[cler. 

Stillith yew, qued Geffrey, for how fo evir yc 

More than my power ye ought nat defire, [tire 

For thorough the grace of Ged ye thul be help wele; 

Thave ther’of no dout; bur teewlich I you tele 

‘That ye woil hold me covenaunte and I'woll yew 
alfo, . 7 

‘To bryng me at Rome when it is all ydo, 

In figne of trowith of both fidis of our acordment 

Eche of us kys othir of our comyn affent ; 

And all was do, And aftirward Beryn commaun- 
dit wyne ; 

‘They dronk, and then Geffrey feid; Sir Beryne, 

‘Yee mut declare yeur maters to myne intelligeuce, 

"Vhat [may the bet perieyve all inconvenience, 





| 


ra 
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Dout, pro, contra, and ambiguite, 

‘Thorough your declaratioune, and enformyd bez 

And with the help of our Soveren Lord ccléftiale 

They thall be behynd, and we fhull have the ball, 

For now the time approchith for their curfidnes | 

To be fomwhat rewardit; and caufe of yewr 
diftres 

Hath my hert yfetlid and fixid them a nye, 

As trowith woll and refon, for their trecher~ : 

For many a man tofore this day they have de syt 
of daw, . 

Diftroid and turmentid thorough their {7 adaw 5 ~ 

For they think litill ellis, and all their wy gis fyve, 

Save to have a mann’ys good and to be@ym his__ 
Tyve ; Ate 

And hath a curfid cuftom, all ageyn><Gfon}- 

‘That what man they empechegziey have noon 





enchefon oe 
Thoughe it be as falfe a thing as God hymfelf is” 
trewe : 


And it touche 2 ftraunger that is com of newe 

Atte firft mocioune that he begynneth to meve 

Ther ftondith up an hundrit hym to repreves 

The lawes of the cete ftont in probacy ; 

They ufen noon enqueftis the wrongis for to try : 

And yf thow haddift eny wrong, and woldift 
pleyn the, es 

And were as trewe a caufe as eny myght be, 

‘Thow fhuldift nat find o man te bere the witnes, 

Though every man in the towgknew it more or 
les; i 

So burith they togidir, and holdith with eche 
othir, 

That as to counterplede them, though ye wer my 
brothir, 

I wold gyve yew no counfuill, ne their empeche- 
ment, 

In go word to deny, for that wer combirment 5 

For then wer they in the affirmatyf, and wold 
preve anvon, 

And to yew that wer negatyff the law wold graunt 
anoon : 

So for to plede ageyn them it woll fitill availl,. 

And yit to every mann’ys wit it ought be grete 


mervaile, 
For their lawes been fo ftreyt, and peynous ordi- 
. Raunge 

Is flallid for their falthede ; for this is their fy- 
naunce, 

To lefe their lyff for lefing, and Iope it may 
knowe, 

That lord is riall of the town, and holdith them 
fo lowe, 

Wherfor they have a cuftom a fhrewid for the. 
nonys, 


Yf eny of them fey a thing the ay all at onys, 

And ferm it for a foth, anid pouty chagge $ 

Thus of the danger of Ifo7e they kepy rem ever 
at large; i ; 

And therfor wifdom weer, whofo mi, be efchewe, 

Nevir to dele with thems for wer it wrong of 
trewe % # 

fe fhuld litill avail gee- 5 ¢-cir“falthedes, 


For they been acurfid, and .o been their dedesy 
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Wherfore we muft, with all our wit fenfibill, As ye fbul here aftir er that 1 depart, 
Such anfwers us purvey that they been infolibill; | OF his imaginaciouns and of his forill art 5 
© morowe at our aparaunce, and fhall be refpon- | For he is of age 300 yere and more, : 

faill, Wherfor of ail fcienceg he hath the more lore, 
For of wele and ellis it is thy day fynall. : - | In’ Denmark he wag gotten and ybore alfo, 
Now Soveren Lord celeftiale ! with many forow= And in Grece ynotithed tyl he coud fpek and goy 

ful fighs, Ther was he put to fcole, and lernyd wondir fait, 
Seyd Beryn to Geffrey, pmmemorat of lyes, For fuch was his grace that ali othir he paft: 
nt_me grace to morowe, fo that God be | But firft in his begynnyng litil good he had, 

-plefid But lernyd evir paflyngly, and was wife and fad: 


‘lake £0 myne anfwere, and 1 fomwhat y-efid | OF ature and ef feaee ther was noon hymn like 
aD it art my counfaill, for othir help is noon. 
Reher 
























Thorough the lond of Grece though men wold 


ie then; quod Geffrey, the cautis of thy hym {eke, : 
Loon A kyng ther was in tho yeris that had noon heit 
male 


Freplagt to poyat, al in fere, on the is furmyfid, 
Whauhetgh Tmyght to morowe the betir be 
avifid, 


. 
Saff a doughter, that he lovid as his own faa! ; 
Hope was his fervannt, and did hym fuch ples 


*Now in foth, quod Beryn, thoughe I fhuld dy faunce 
‘T cannat tell the tenyth part of their trechery, That he made hym his heir, and did hym fo 
What for forowe and angir that they to me have Svaunce nie 
wrought ; ‘ To wed his doughter, and aftit hym to bere 
So ftond I clene defperat but ye con help ought. crowne, coe 
Deperdcux! feid Geffrey, and I the woll not faill, Thorongh prowes and his port fo low he Was and 
Sith I haveenfurid the to be of thy counfaill; oun ; 


And fo much the more that thou art nat wife, 
And canit nat me enform of no maner avife; 
re ther'fore a while, and tend wel to my lore. 
TheNord that dwellith in this town, -whofe name 
I told tofore, 
Tfope, efft fid, is fo inly wife 


So as. Fortune wold, that was Hop ‘is frend, : 
This worthy king that fame'Pere niade his carnel 
© end. 
‘That twentysfeven yere is paffid that Tope thus 
hath reigned, a 
And yit was ther nevir for wrong on hym come 


That no man alyve can his pas devife, i pleyned 

And is fo grow in yeris that bx yeer ago For no jugement that he gal; yit fom ageyn hym 

He fawe nat for age; and yit it itondith fo wylid 

‘That thorough his wit, and wifdom, aud his §0- | A grete part of his pepil, and wold have hym 
veruaunce, + exilid ; . 


But his grete wifdom, and his manfulnes, 

His governaunce, with his bounte and his right. 
fulnes, 

Hath evir yit preferved hym unto this ilk day, 

And woll whyle that he lyvith for aught that men, 
can fay 3 . 

For who hath eny quarrel or caufe for to wonde 

Within this fame cete, quicklich woll he fond, 

And it be fotill matir, to Hope for to fare, 

For gynnyng to the end his quarrell to declare s 

And eve afore, as cuftom is, peple fall be on the . 


Who makith a fray ef, or fryvith aught, or mel 
to much or praunce, 

Within the fame cete, that he n'ys.take anoon, 

And hath his pennaunce forthwith, for pardon 
ufith he noon : : 

For ther n’ys pore ne riche, ne what flate he be; 

That he ny’s undirfote for his iniquite ; 

‘Gud it be previd on hym ther thall no gold hym 
quyte, 

Right as the forfete axith moch or lite, 

For geyns his commaundment is noon fo hardy 


quek, ie morowe ; . 
So hard fetith he his fote in every niann’s nek; | But whofo ly he fcapith nat wythout fhathe or fou 
For undir tky and ftertis this day is noon alyve rowe, 


‘That coud:amend hym in o poynt, al thing to di+ Beryn, thou muft gothidir, wher thyn empeche. 
ment 


firyve. it 
The feven Sages of Rome, though al ageyn hym | Shull be ymevid, and therfog pas nat theng | 
were, Tyll tha have herd them alle, and report them 


« The thuld be infufficient to make hig anfwere, 
can gil langagis, Greek, Hebrew, and 
aty nt 


algey, Freeh> ad Lombard, ye know wellfyne, | Ther is noon in the world, ne fo queynt of gyn, 
An aaner that Mn in bokis write; | Wherfore be well avifid how T enform the 
d ohilofophic 


wele 
To me, that am thy counfell, and repeit fnele, 


In poythy alfo he can endite: OF the wondir wayis and of the pryvyte 
Cevile ad canoune, and al maner lawis, That been wythyn his paleyfe, that thou matt pap 
Seneca iM Sydrak,"an ‘Salamon’ys fawys, by: 


And thé¥even fciences, fand che lawe of armys, And when thow approchit, and art the caftelt 
Experimentis Pr prcy, and ail maner char. anygh, 
“ RyS, Rij 
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Blench fro the brode gate, and enter thow nat 
there, * . 

For ther een men to keep it; yit have thow no 
fere; 


Pas down on the right hond by the caftell walle 

‘Yyll thow fynd a window, and what fo the by- 
fall 

Entir ther yf thow may, and be nothyng agaft, 

But walk forth in that entre; then (halt thow fee 

: > in hafte 

¥ portcolyfe the tofore ; pas in boldly 


*Fylk chow com to an hall the feyrift undir fey +. ° 


‘The wallis been of marbill, yjoynid and yclofd, 

And the pilours of cryftall, grete and wele pro- 

‘ pafid : 

The keveryng of bove is of felondyn, 

And the panrent beneth of gold and afure fyne. 

But whofo paffith thorough this hail hath nede to 
ren-blyve, 

Or els he myght be difware of his own lyve, 

For thet wrthin Tiith a iloon that is fo hote of 
kynd 

hat what thing cam for by encon it woll atend, 

As bryght as eny kandel] leem, and confume 
anoon 3 

‘And fo wold the hal alfo ner coldnes of a ftoon 

‘That is yclepid Dionyfe, that fet is hym ageya ; 

80 and thow lepe lightly thou thalt have no peyn, 

For exhir ftone in kynd proportioned they be, 

OF hete and eke of coldnes of oon equalite. 

"Thow muft pas thorough the hall, bat tary nat J 

i rede, 

For thou fault fynd a dur up right afore thyn 
hede: 

‘When thow’art entrid ther, and the dore apaft, 

Whatfo thow fe ligg or ftond be thow nat agaft ; 

And yf thow drede eny thing do no more faff 
blowe, 

But yit Prede the beware that it be fomwhat 
fowe : 

‘Ther been to libardis loos and untyed, 

FE that thy blowing of that othir in eny thing be 
Ipicd : 

Anoon he rakith on the to fefe the by thy pitts 


For ther n’ys thing in erth that he fo much doth 
hate, 

As breth of mann’ys mawith ; wher'fore refreyn 
thee, 


And blow but fair and foft, and wher that nede be. 
“When thow art paffid this half anoon then fhalt 
thow com 
Into the fayreft garden that is in.Chriftendom, 
"The wich thorough itis clergy is made of fuch 
devife i. 
‘That a man thall ween he is in Paradife, 
At his firt comyng in, for nv.iody and fong, 
“And othir glorious thinges snd delectabill among, 
_ The wich 'Fholomeus, tha! yime Paynym was, 
‘Vhat of aftronomy kriew-cy’ry puynt and cafe,’ 
Did it fo devile, chorovgh his dich connyag,, 
‘That ther n’ys beft itv exth ne bird that doi 
‘That he n’ys there in figur in gold and fy. 
And mow, as they wer quyt:, kuawe the focill 
engyne, : 














fing. 








ir Fyne, f 
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In mydward of this gardyn fant a feir tre 

Of al maner levis that undir fky-be, 

Y¥forgit and yfourthit eche in his degre 2 

Of fylvir and of gold fyne that luity been to fee. 

This gardeyn is evir gree, and full of May. 
flowris, 

Of rede, white, and blew, and othir frefh co 
louris, 

‘The wich been fo redolent, and fentyn fo 

That he muft be right lewde therin thuld's 

Thefe monftrefull thingis Ldevife tothe __ 

Becanfe thow fhuldift nat of them abasPalae. > 

When that thow comyft there, fo thow Da ftrong 
in thought, 1 bee 

And do be my counfell, deede the right wr 44% 

For ther beth eight tregetours thao gardyn 
kepith, an 

Four of them doith waak whils the four felcpith, 

The wich been fo perfite of nygramance, 

And of the art of apparene and of tragetrie, 

‘That they make femen asto a mann’ys fight 

Abominabill wormys, that fore ought be afright 

‘The hertieft man on erth, but he warnyd were 

Of the grifly fightis that he thuld fee fhere. ~ 

Among all othir there isa lyon white 

That and he be a ftraungir he rampith for to bitey 

And hath tofore this tyme s00 men and mo ;~ 

Devourid and yete, that thereforth have yg¢ t 

Yit fhalt thew pas fuyrly fo thow do as.1 text. 

The tre | told tofore, that rou Y bell 

Berith bow and brannche, traylyng to the ground, 

And thow touch een of them thuw art faff and 
found ; 3 

The we Bath fuch vertu there fhall nothmg the- 

lere : 

Loke that be the firft when thow comytt there, 

‘then fhalt thow fe an entre by the ferther fide s 

‘Thoughe it be ftreyte tofore, inner large and wyde 

It growith more. end more, ahd as a dentour 
wryith ; 4 

Yit woll that wey. the brying there that Ifope 
hith, 

Into the feyrift chambir that evir man faw wits” 
eye. ; 

When thow art there wythyn govern the wifely, 

For thece fhalt thow here al thyn empechement 

Opynly declarid in Ilop’ie prefent. 

Report them wele and kepe them in'thy mynd,- 

And aftir thy relacioune we fhall fo turn and 





wend, 

Thorough help of God above, fuch help for to 
make 

‘That they fhull be acombrit, and we right well te 
feape. 

Now in foth, quod Beryn, a manna’ys hg’ 

rife ~ 
Of fuch wondir weyis, for abewf m 


Thad J 





ir lefe them oppoyf me take 


|. Such a wey to pas. ‘The4, Sir, for yw'r fake 


Pwoll my felf, quod Geffrey : fith Pag: 2nfuryd 
‘To help the with my pever thew fhait ne amy 
nid a 


As ferforth as I may; thitt wig my peyn 
Tobryng yow plefaunt tyding, and retoitn ageyn 





THE MERCHANT'S SECOND TALE, w, +e 
Yit or the cok crow; and ther’for let me fe For and yee wexdhevy what fhall yer men do 


While} ara out how mery ye can be. But take enfampill of yew ? and have no caufe tos 
Geffrey toke his leve ; but who was fory tho For yit or it be eve yewr adverfaryes all 


But Beryn and his company ? for when he was go | I fhall make them fpurn and have a faré fall, 
“Thei had no maner jey, but duut and hevynes, And yee go quyte, and all yewr good, and have 





















For of his tepeyryng thei had no fikernes; of theirs too, 
So every man to éthir made his compleynt, | And they to be right feign for to {cape fo 
withid that of felony they had been atteynt, | Wythout more daangir; and yewrewyl be; 
J td: them thought betir to end hevynes © For of the lawys her fuch is the equyte 
pi cvery day to lak brede atte firt mes; That Who purfu etbir and bie Pleynt be -wreag 
Bc SPR our good is go what fhall fal of ‘us? Ee foall make amendis be be nevir fo firong ; 
Evir t their thrallis, and peraventure wers, Right as thuld thet’odir yf he condempned were 
To ifr lyf aftir yf we difplefe them ought, ; Right fo fhall the Pleyntiff right as 1 yew lere ; 
Pisercs igffrey went this was all their thought And tha: fhall preve by them, have ye no doute, 
‘Throngtinag the ayght ty] cokkis gan to fing ; Yet or it be eve right low to yew to Joute, 
But then enced anguithe ; their hondis gan to | And fubmit themto yew, and put them in yew 
wryng, giace : 
And curfid wynd and watir that them brought | By that tymg Ihave ymade al! my wanlafe; 
ther, And in hope to fpede wel let fhape us for to dyng, 
Aad wisthid many tymes that he had been in Geffrey axid watir, and fith brede aud wyne, 
bere, And feit, It is holfom to breke our fat betyme, 


And were apaffid and entrid into difpeyr, 

Togas much as Geffrey did nat repeir ; 

Eche man feyd to othir it myght nat be ynayid 
But Geffrey had uttirlich falfly them betrayid 
NBdproughout all the jong nyght, ‘ 


For the fteward woll to the court at hour of prymne, 
The fonne gan to thyne and shape afeir dey; 
But for aught that Geffrey coud do or fey. che 
Thefe Romeyns fpekyn faft all the dyner while, : 
‘That Geffrey with his fotili wordis wold them 
ile. . 
So when they had ydyned they ryfen up echoone, 
sind drew themto counfell what was bef ta doons © 
Som feyd the beft rede that we do may, 
To throw Geffrey ovir the bord, and-feyll forth 
our way: 
But for drede of Beryn fom wold nat fo, 
Vit the more party affeutid wele therto, : . 
Geffrey and Beryn, and worthy Romeyns tweyn, 
Stood a part withia the thip, fo Geffrey gan to 
feyn, 2 : 
Beryn, beth avifid ; your men beth in diftaunce : 
Sith ye been her foveren put them in governance 3 
For methinkith they boldith contrary opynyoune, 
And Grace faylith camynlich wher is dicsificune, 
In the meen whyle that they gan thus co ftryve 
Hanybald was up, and ycom as blyve 
To che brigg of the town ther the ihippis rood, 
And herd much noyfe; but litil while he bood, 
For when he {aw the faylis ftond all acto, 
Alas f quod this Hanybald, here growith a fmete 
Jos 
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Tho went they to counfell a litill tofure the day, 

And were all acordit for to fayl awey ; 

And fo them thought betir, and leve their good 

her, 

Then abyde theroppon, and have more fere, 

They made their takelyng redy, and wend the 
fajl acras, 

For to fave their lyvis, and fet nat of their los; 

6o fore they wer adred to be in fervitutys 

And hopid God above wold fend them fom refute 

By fom othir cottis ther wynd them wold bryng : 

And therwithall cam Geflrey on his ftilt lepeing, 

Nand cried wondir fatt by the watir fyde, 

When Beryn herd Gefftey he bid his men abyde, 

And to launch ont  hote and bryng Geffrey in, 

For he may more avayl me now then al my kyn, 

And ke be trew and trufty, as myg hope is; 

But yit ther’of had Beryn no full fikernes, 

Vhefe Romeyns tet in Geffrey with an hevy 





chere, To me that am Provoft, and have in charge and 
For they bad levir fail forth then put them in heft . 
weer 


All thefe fyve foippis undirenyn areft; 
And ran into the town, and made an hidoafe cry, 
And chargit ail the cetezins to armys for to hy 
From oftrete tylanothir, andrerid up althe town, 
And made the trompis blowe up and the bellis 
foun, ; . 
And fy that the Romeyns wer in poyrit to pas, 
‘TYyl ther wer.a thoufand, rathir mo then Tes, 
Mea y-armyd sleen, walkyng to the flronle | 
When Beryn them afpied : Now, Geffrey, in thy 
- honde 
Stont hf and goodis; doth with us what the Hft 
‘or all our hope is on the, comfort, help, and arifty 
Rij 


Both lyve end goodis + and evil fuspicioune 
‘They had of this Gellrey 5 wherfore they gon 
Toune, 

JaiKyng to che othir, This man wal! us betray. 
fey pir Wellinowghe he was nat to ther 
NP 

Ard fodderry angiv Be threw into the fee 


Both che his crouch, that made wer of 






re, 
And ga \ them to conifort, and fuid in this ma- 
ner’, y 
LE 





Leryn, why make ve firch chore? 
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For we muft bide aventure,“fuch as God wol 
thape, 

For now [ am in certen wé mow in no wife {eape. 

Have no doubt, quod Geffrey, beth mery ; let me 
aloon; > 

Getith a peir fifours, fherith my berd anoon, 

And attirwerd lete top my hede haitylich and 
blyve. 

Som went to with fefours, fom wyth a knyffe, 

So what sor forowe and haift, and for lewd tole, 

‘Ther was no man alyve bet like to a fole 

‘Then Geffrey was by that tyme they had al ydo. 

Hanybaldclepid out Beryn, to Mote Hallfor togo, 

And flode upon the brigg with an huge route. 

Geffrey was the firft to Hanybald gan to loute 

And lokid ont a fore fhip: God bles yew! Sir, 
quod he. 

‘Wher art thow now, Beryn? conr forth, behold 

Her is an huge pepill yrayd and ydight ; [and fe, 

All thefe been my children that been in armys 

Vifirdey ¥ gat them: is nat mervaill, [bryght; 

That they been hidir ycom to be of our counfaill, 

And to ftond up by us, and help us in our ple ? 

A! mgne own childryn, bleflid mut ye be! 

Quod Geffrey, with an high voifc,and had a nyce 
vifage, 

‘And gan to daunce for joy in the fore ftage. 

Hanybald ‘lok'd on Geffrey as he wer amatid, 

And beheld his countenaunce, and how he was 
yrafid, 

But evirmore he thought that he was a fole 

Naturell of kynde, and had noon ochir tool, 

As femed by his wordis and his vifuge both, 

And thought it had been foly to wex with hym 

~ " wroth, 

And gan to bord ageyn, and axid hym in game, 

Sith thou art our fadir who is then our dame? 

And how and in what plafe were we begete? 

Wiftirday, quod Geffrey, pleyng in the ftrete 

Aca gentil game that clepid is the Quek, 

A long peny halter was caft about my nek, 

And yknet fait with a riding knot, 

‘And caft over a perch, and hale along my throte. 

‘Was that a game, quod Hanybald, for to hang thy 
felve? 

So they feydabout me, a thoufand eche by hym(clf. 

How feapiddift thow, quod Hanybald, that thon 

+ wer nat dede ? 

Therto can fT anfwer without any rede 3 

Ybare thre dife in myn own purs, 

For Ugo nevir without, fare T betir or wers; 

Tkift them forth all thre, and too fill am’ys, 

But here now what fill aftir, right a merycloufe 
cale s 

‘Ther canyamowfe lep forth, and ete thethirdboon, 

‘That puffid out her fkyn asgreteasfhe myght goon; 

And in this maner wife of the mowfe and mc 

All ye Le ycom my children fair and fre 5 

And yit or it be eve fal woll fuch a chaunce 

To ftond in my power yew all to avaunce, 

For and we plede well to day we fhall be riche 
inowghe, 


Fanybald ofl his wordis hertlich loughe, 
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And fo did all that herdhym, as they myght wele, 

And had grete joy wyth hym for totell, - 

For they knew hym noon othir but a fole of kynd 

And all this was his difcrecioune, and that previd 
the end, * 

Thus whils Geffrey japid to make their hertis 
light 

Besyn eel his company were rayid and ydighti,, 

And Iondid them in botis, ferefull how to fc 74. 

For all their thoughtis. in balance ftode Bepecae 
hope and drede: 


But yet they did their peyn to make") ee 
chere 

‘As Geffrey them had enfourmed, of y maya 
manere 

Of their governaunce all the lonpriay | Iwey 


Tyll their plee wer endit ; fo went they forth their~ 

To the court with Hanybaid. ‘Then Beryn gan to 
fey, 

What nedith this, Sir Hanybald, to make Such aray 

Sith we been pefe-marchantis, and ufe no fpolia- 
cioune? 

For foth, Sir, quod Hanybald, to me was made 
relacioune 

Yce wer in poynt to void; and yef ye had do fo 

Yee had loft yewr lyvis, without wordis mo, > 

Beryn held hym ftyll. Geffrey {pak anoon ; 

No les wed them. lyvis? Whi fo, good Sir Joh? 

That wer fomwhat to much as if “hm 

But ye be ovirwife that dwell in this cete ; 

For ye havebegonne a thing makith yourightbold 





| And yit or it be eve as folis hull yee bt hol 


And eke ye devyne for fhipmanny’s craft, 

And wotith litill what longith to afore the fhip 
aud bafft, 

And namelich in che dawnyng when fhipmen fir 
arife, 

My good frend, quod Hanybald, in a fcornyng 
wife, 

Yee muft onys enfourm me thorough yowr dif» 
crecioune, 

But firft yee muft anfwer to a queftioune ; 

Why make men crof-fail in myddis of the matt? 

For to talow the foip and fech more blaft. 

‘Why goon the yemen to bote ankirs to hale ? 

For to make them redy to walk to the ale. 

Why hale they up ftonys by the crane lyne? 

To make the tempefl fofe and the foine foyne. 

Why clofe they the port with the fee bord? 

For the mpi fould awake at firft word, 

‘Thou art a redy reve, quod Hanybald, in fay. 

Yee, Sir, trewly, for fothe is that ye yew fey; 

Gefirey evir clappid as doith a watir myll, 

And made Hanybald to laugh al his hert $27 


Beryn, quod this Geffrey, Fetourn thy men ageyn; 

What fhuli they do with the aro magnon 
them pleyn. / a 

Plede thy cafe thy felve right as tarw haft 
ywrought ; 

To bide withthe fhippis mv purpofe i isand Zaought: 

Nay, forfoth, quod Hanybald, thow Git abyde’ 
on ond, ae pets 


Wee have no folis but the ; 3 ard toke byt by the 
hond, 
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Som his eyen, fom his lyf wold have, and no les, 


Forthow art wife in law to plede all the cafe. 
Or els he thuld for them fyne or he did pas; 


That can I betir, quod Geffrey, then eny. man in 
























; this plafe. And in the mene whils they wer in this afray 

What feyft thow therto, Beryn? fhalli tell thy | Beryn.and thefe Romeyns wer com, in good aray 
tale? - -| As myght be made of woll, and ofcolourgraynyd ; 

Hanybald likid his wordis wele, and forward gan They toke a fyde bench that for them was ore 
hym hale. deynyd. : 


When all was hufht and ftill Beryn arofe anoon, 

And ftode in the myddis of the hall tofore them 
everichone, 

And feyd, Sir Steward, in me fhall be no Tet; 

Tam ycom to anfwer as my day is fet ; 

Dome ryght and refon 3 axe yew no more, 

So fhall I, quod the fteward, for ther’to Yam 
fwore. 

He fhali have right, quod Geffrey, wher thow 
wolt or no, 

For and thow mys onys thy jugement ondo, 

I woll to the Emperour of Rome my cofyn, 

For of o cup he and I full.oft have dronk the wyne, 

And yit we fholl heraftir as oft as we mete, 

For he islongthe gladder when I fend hym to grete,. 

This Geffrey ftode upona fourm, for he wold befey 

Above all othir the thouldris and the cry, . 

+ind ftarid al about with his lewd berd, 

And was yhold a very fole of ech man hym herd, 

Tht foward and the officers, and the burgeyfis 
all, : 

Laughid at hym hertlicl; the criour gan to call 

‘The burgeyfe that had pleyd with Beryn at ches, 

And he arofe quiklich, and gan hym for to dres 

Afore thé fteward at barr, as the maner iss 

He gan to tell his tale wyth grete redines : 

Here me, Sir Steward, this day is me fet 


Be made him angry, and fighid wondir fore, 
mw \elfrey hym had enfourmid of every poyntto 


fore, 
Shc hymn fhuld govern all the long day. 
ysafid hym ageyn ; Sey me ye or nay; 


Z we nat here fpeke fome maner word? 
Have (uy blab, lewd fole, me likith nat thy bord : 
Thay cMthir thought, quod Beryn, wherof thow 
card Ce 
Clepeift thow ite a Fole, quod Geffrey? al that 
T may the wite : 
ut firlt when we out of Rome faillid both in fere 
eo T was thy fclawe and thy partinere, 
Fobeles ie marchandife wasmore then half myne, 
And fith that thow com hidir chow takift all for 
thyne. 
en yit or ie be eve J wol make oon beheft, 
¢ thow have my help thy part fhall be left. 
Zhyn help, quod Beryn; lewde fole, thow art 
more then mafid; ‘: 
Drest.the to the fhippis ward with thy crown 






Forl myght r *: {pare thebet : trus and beagoo. 
I woll go with the, quod Geffrey, wher thow wolt 
or no, 

And lern toplede law to wyn both howfeand lond. 
So thow that, quod Hanybald, and led hym by 


the hond, ‘Po have right and refon; Laxe yew no bet, “ 
And leyd his hond oppon his nek: but and he | Of Beryn thathcreYtondith, that with me yiftirday 

had yknow Made a certen covenaunt, and at ches we did pley, 
Whom he had led, in fikernes he had well levir in | ‘That whofo were ymatid of us both too 

fnowe Shuld dothe todir’sbidding, andyf he wold nat fo 


Have walkid xt myle, and rathir then fail more; 
For he wisthid that Geffrey had ybe unbore 

Full oft tyme in that day or the ple wer do, 

td fo did all that wrought Beryn fhamand woo. 
Now yee that lit abide and here of fotilte 

Mowe know how that Beryn fped in his ple, 
And in what aray to the court he went, 

And how Hanybald led Geffrey, difware of his 


He muft drink all the watir that falt wer in the fes 
Thus I to hym furid and he alfo to me, : 
To preve my tale trew I am nat all aloon ; 

Up rofe ten, burgeyfis quyklich anoon, 

And affermyd eviry word of his tale foth, - 

And made them all redy for to do their othe, 
Evander the fteward, Bery, now, quod he, 
Thow moft anfweré nede ; it woll noon othir be ; 


entent ; Take thy counfell to the : fpede on; [ have doon: 
But yet he axid of Gefitey, What is thy name | Beryn held hym ftyll: Geffrey, fpak anoon a 
I pray? Now bemy trowith, quod Gefirey,.I mervell muckt 
Gythochet, quod Geffrey, men clepid me yiftirday, of yew 
And wherweer thow ybore ? Tn’ote | make a vow, | To bid us go to counfell, and knowith me wile 
Seyd Gefircy to this Hanybald, | axe that of yew, inowghe, : 


And evir ful avifid, in twynkelyng of an eye, 

To make a thort anfwer but yf my mowith be dry, 

Shuld we go to counfell for 0 word or tweyn ? 

Be my trowith we n’yll ; let fe mo that pleyn; 

And but he be yanfwer'd, and that right anoon, 

I geve yew leve to rife and walk out every choon, 

And afpyd redily yf ye fynd me there, 

In the meen whils I woll abyde here; 

Nay, I tell trewly, 1am wifer than ye ween, 

For ther n’yis nooa of you woot redely what F 
meen, 


ae teil no more but here I ftond nowe, 
SzanyONd of his wordis hertlich lowghe, 
uid held hyn for apaffyng fole to ferve eny lord. 
heyromyd janglyng into the court ward, 
But orMacy com ther She iteward was yfet, 
And the Mettift of the town a company ymer, 
And gditge ftryve fait who thuld have the good 
‘That coly was with Ber$n ovir the fale flood. 
Som feyd' Ton fomseyde anothir; 
Som Wolsicde yee ae parell, and the 
“ weothir ; 
& Riilj 


-Beryn’s f 


aby” 
Every man gau laughe all his hert Sil 
Of Geffrey and‘his wordis; but Beryn held hym 
Andwas cleenaftonyd; but yitner the lateir sill, 
He held it nat al foly that Geffrey did clattir, 
But wifely hym yovernyd, as Gefirey hym taught. 
For percell of his wifdom he had tofore fmaught. 
Sir Steward, quod: Beryn, I undirftcund wele 
‘The tale of this burgeyfe; now ict anothir tell, 
‘That I may take couniell and aniwer all at onys, 
Ygraunt, quod the feward; then axing for the 














~wlid by the fois rede, 
man to help the in thy nede. 
Up aros the accufours queyntlich anoon ; 
Hanybald was the firtt of the everichoun, 

And gam to tell his tale with a proud chere. 
Viftirday, Sovercns, when [ wus here 

Beryn and thes burgeyfe gon to plede fat 

For pleying at ches; fo ferforth at aft, 
Thorough vertu ot my noflice, that {had in charge 
fyve fhippis, for to go at large, 

And to be in ar this Lime dav 3 

$0 vralkyng to the ftrondward we bargeynyd by 














. the wey 


That 1 fiuld have the marchandife that Beryn 
with hym brought, « 

Wherof | am fefid, as ful fold and bought, 

Yn covenaunte that 1 fhuld,his fhippiy hil ageya 

Of my marchandife, fuch as he tofore lad feyn 

n myn own plale, howdis to or thre, 

Full of marchandife as they myght be; 

And [ am evirredy, whenioever he woll, 

Let hym go or fende, and charge his dhippis full 

Of fuch marchandife as he findith there, 

For in fuch wordis we acordit were. 

Up rofe x burgeylis, rot tho that rofe tofore, 

But othir, and made them redy to have {wore 

That every word of Hanybald, from the begyr- 
nyng to the end, 

Was foth and eke trewe, and with their mende 

Full pre they wer to preve; and feyd they wer 
prefent 

At covenaunt making , by God omnipotent. 

Je thal nat nede, quod Geffrey, whils that I here 
ftond, 

For ¥ woll preve it my felf with my right honde, 

Far thave been in four batellis heretoiore, 

And this thali be the fift, aiid therfor I am fwote. 

Beholdith, and feith, and turnyd hym about ; 

"The fteward and the burgeyfe gamyd al] abont 5 

The Romcyns keld them fil, and lawhghid but 
a lite, 

‘Wyth that cam the blynd man his tale to endite, 

What God hym grant wynnyng right as he hath 
afervid. 

Beryn and his company fteod al! aftryvyd 

Betwene hépe and drede, right ia high diftres, 

For of wele or of woo they had no fikernes. 

Beryn, quod this blynd, thoughe I imay nat fee 

Stond nere yit the harr, my comyng is for the, 

‘Phat wrongfullich thow withcldift my both to 
eyen, : 

The wich fC toke the for 2 tyme, and guyklich to 

"ne hijen, : 
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And take them. me ageyn, as our covéflaurit was. 

Beryn; I take fio reward of othir mennys cafe, 

But oonlich of myn oon; that itont mz moit an 
hond. 

Now bleflid be God in heven that brought the to 
this lond ! 

For fith our laft parting many betir teris 

Have I lete for thy love, that fom tyme partigggis 

nd of leling were yerts fele, gf = * 

And evir I fend the urewe, ty! at the k ' 
didt fele 

Awey wyth m 











Full trew is that bywerd, 4 man t 
th oft Beyard from bis own flabill. i 
Beryn, by the I meen, though thow make it 
ftraunge, a 
For thow krowift trewly that I made nochaungy: 
Qf my geod eyen for thy thet badder weres 
Vherwith ftode up burgeyfe four witnes to here, 
Deryn bh ni ftyll, and Geffrey fpak anoon 5 
Now of thy lewd complcynt, and thy mafid 
mocn, 
By my trewith, quod Geffrey, l have grote mer 
vaill, ( 
For thouzh thow haddift eyen-fight it thulg Jiitl 
avails : . Aue . 
‘Throw fh 











nevir fare the bef{“but the wors, 


in fay, : 

For al thing may be fill now for the in houfe and 
way, 

And yf thew heddift thy eyen thot weldift no 
counfell hele; 

I know wele bypthy fifnamy thy kynd wer to fteles 

And eke it is thy profite and thyn efe alfo 

‘Yo be blynd as thow art; for sow wherfo thow 








go 
‘Thow haf thy lyvlode wlhils thow art alyve, 
And yf thow myghtift fe thow thuldift nevir 
thryve. 
Al the houfe throughout fave Beryn and his fetis 
Lawghid of Geéfrey, that watit on their levis 
Ran down from their eyen for his mafid wit, 
Wrythat cam the woman, hir tung was nat felyt, 
Wyth 35 burgeyfis, and women alfo fele, ; 
Her quarel for to preve, and Beryn to apele, 
With afcir knave child yloke wythin their armys, 
And gan to tel her tale of wrongis and of harmys, 
And cke of unkyndnes, untrowith, and falfhede, — 
‘Yhat Beryn had ywrought to hir, that quyntlich 
from hir yede 4 
Ancon oppon her wedding, when he his wad 


doon, 


{ 

And brought hir wyth chyld,, anf dyte hip 
aloon : 

Wythout help and comfgft from th&Aay, and 
nowith Pe 


He proferid me nat to ky} onys with WG jnowith, 
As yitirday, Sir Stcward, afore yew est word 
Was réherfid here, my plepat isdPrecord, 

And this dey is me fet for to Aave refors 
Let hym make ameadis, or els tell enche 
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Why hym cught nat fynd, as man ought, hit wyf, | All that evir he feyd, and toke it for gooil game, © 
Thefe Sftene burgeyfis quyklich al-fo biyve, And hed full Heil knowlech he was Geffrey chp 
Aud as fale wymen‘as fhode by hir ther, lame. 


Scyd that they were prefent when they weddit Beryn and his cormpany flode fill as ftone 

were, : , ae -| Betwene hope and drede, difware how it fhuld 
nd that every word that the woman feyde Eden, ty 
Sirew, and che Beryn had hir fo betray'd. Saif Beryn trift in party that Gefirey wold hym, 
ted quod Gcfirey, Beryn, haft thow a help, 
ayy t? 


& hive God my trowith the dayis of my lyf 
“the the les thow teldift me nat to fore 

























But yit into that hour he had no cauft to yelp; 
Wherfor they made much forowe, that dole wags 






and pete. 
weley Xhy wedding and of thy fone ybore, | Goffrey herd hym figh fore: What devil is yew? 
kys them both, thy wyf and eke thyn quod he: 


What nede yew be fory whils I ftond here? 


hamyd, for they both be feyr. Have J nat enfourmid yew how and in what ‘ma. 





6 right privy, but I thell make it nere 
‘ couthe : That I yew wold help, and bryng them in the 
Behold thy fone, it femith crope out of thy {nate ? 
mowith, * | ¥fye coud plede as well ag 1, fall Jitill wold ye 
AY cke ofthy condicioune both foft and fome, care, : 


Now att glad thyn heir thall with us to Rome, 
And I thall teche hym, ue I can, whils that he is 
. young, 
Every day by the ftrete to gadir houndis dung 
‘Tyllit be abill of prentyle to craft of Taverner 
tanry 

And Stir I fhall teche hym for to catche a fy, 
And ts mend mytens when they been to tore, 
And aft t Heute foun whan he is elder more ; 
Yit for his parentyne to pipe as doith a mowfe 
Twoll hym teche, and for to pike a Mnay] out of 


Plak up thy here, quod Geffrey, Beryn,1 ipeke sg” 
the. : 


Leve thy blab lewd, quod Beryn to h 3 

Tt doith a thing availl that forowe ey the 
hede; . 

It isgnat worth a fly al that thow haft feyde; 

Have we nat els now for to think oppon 

Saff here to jangill ? Machyn rofe anoon, 

And went to the barr, and gan to tell his tale ; 

He was as fals as Judas, that fet Crifte at fale, 

Sir Steward, quod this Machyn, and the burgey. 


. his howle, fis a}, 

And to berk as doith an hound, and fey Baw, | Knowith wele how Melan with purpill and with 
baw, pall, ‘ 

And turn round about as a cat doith wyth a | And othir marchendife, feven yere ago 
ftraw, Went toward Rome, and how thet f atfo 

And to blete as doith a fhepe, and ney as doith an Have enquered fith, as refon woll and kynde, 
hors, Sith he was my fadir, to know of his ende ; 

And to low as doith a cow 3 and as myn own | For yit fith his departing ty! it was yiftirday 
corps Mct I nevir creature that me coud wisth or fay 

I woll cheristh hym every day for his modirs Reedynes of my fadir, dede othir alyve ; 
fake ; 


But, bleffid be God in heven ! in this thev'is 
felyve 

The knyff I gaff my fadir was yiftirday yfound: 

Sith I hymapele let hym be faft ybound. 

‘The knyf ¥ know wel inowe ; alfo the man font 
here, ; 

And dwellith in this town, and js a cotelere, 


Ane ganto ftappe ner the child, to have ytake, 

As femed by his Countenaunce, although ke 
thought nat fo: 

But modir was evir ware, and blenchid to and 


fro, 
And leyd hir hond betwene, and Jokid fomwhat 


wroth, That made the fame knyf wyth his too hondis, - - 

And Geffrey in pur wrath bethrewid them all | That wele 1 woot there is noon like to fech al 
both; ; Criften Iondis ; : : 

For by my trowith, quod Geffrey, wel mafid isthy | For three precioute ftonys been wythin the haft 
pan, Perfe@lich ycouchit, and fotillich by craft 

To lteche thy fone the craftis that I can, Endendit in the haft, and that right corioully, 

ree tyme to come myght win his lyy- | A faphir, and a falidone, and a rich ruby. 

* wlode, “+ ‘The cotelere cam lepeing forth with a bold chete 


To we: cherfor angry thow art verry wood, 

Of hufbor- di wyff, and fepe, by the Trynyte 

In’ote wota is the wifett of them aif thre. 

No, fotha “quod thé fejward; it Lith all in thy 
noa 

Both wit and Wyfiom, afd previth by thy poll: 

For.all be cfiat Gesfra ‘ordit fotilly, 

Vhe Reward and the Surecyicheld it for foly 


And feyd to the fleward that Machyn told now 
Every fat is trew, fo beth the flonys fet; - 
Imade the knyf my felf, who myght know. if 
And Pisa knyff to Machyn, and he me pay’ 
Sois fees gilty ; there is no more to teli, 
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Up arofe burgeyfis by two by three by four, 

And fey'd they wer prefent the fame tyme and 
hour 

‘When Machyn wept fore, and brought his fadir’s 
gowad, 

And gaf hym the fame knyff oppon the fee trond. 

Beth ther.cny mo pleyntifs of record ? 

Quod Geffrey to the fteward: and he ageyn- 
ward; 

How femeth the, Gylhochet, beth ther nat 
inowghe? 

‘Make thyn anfwer, Beryn, cafe that thow mowe, 

For oon or othir thow mutt fey, although it nat 
availle, 

And but thow lefe or thow go methinkith grete 
mervaill. 

Beryn goith to counfell and his company, 

And Geffrey bode behinde to her more and fe, 

And to thew; the burgevfe fomewhat of his hert ; 

And feyd, I make the pleyntifs for to fmert, 

, And alle that them meyntenith, for aught that is 

i yfeyd, 

I woll grant yew to kut the eris fro my hede. 

My matter is at counfell, but counfell hath he 
noon 

For but I hym help he is cleen undoon; 

But 1 woll help hym al that I can, and meyntene 
hym alfo 

By my power and connyng, fo Iam bound ther’to ; 

For I durft wage battell wyth yew, though yee be 
ftrong, 

‘That my maifter is in the trowith and ye be in 

5 the wrong; |” 

For and'we have lawe I ne hold yew but diftroied 

In yewr own falfhede, fo be yee now afpied ; 

‘Wherfor yit or eve I thal abate yewr pride, 

‘That fom of yew fhall be right feyn to flynk away 
and hide, 

The burgeyfes gon to lawgh, and fcornyd hym 
ther’to, 

Gylhochet, quod Evander, and thow cowdif fo 

Bryng it thus about, it were a redy wey. 

He is a good fool, quod Hanybald, in fay, 

‘To put hymfeff aloon in ftrengith and eke in wit 

Ageyns all the burgeyfis that on this bench fit. 

What clatir is this, quod Machyn, al day with a 
fole? : 

‘Tyme is now to worch with fom othir tole, 

For 1 am certeyn of their anfwer that they wol fail, 

And lyf for lyf of my fadir what may that avail? 

‘Wher’for beth avifid, for I am in no doute 

‘The goodis becn fufficient to part al aboute, 

8o may every party pleyntif have his part. 

‘That is refon, quod the blind; a ew man thow 
art; 

And eke it were untrowith and eke grete fyn 

But eche of. us that pleynith myght fomwhat wyn, 

Hanybald bote his lippis, and herd them both 

&: wele; 

‘Towching the marchandife o tale I thall yew tell, 

And eke make a vow, and hold my beheft, 

‘That of the marchandife yewr part fhall be left; 

For I have made a bargeyn that may nat be undo; 

T woll hold his covenaunt and he fhaj myn alfo, 
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Up roos quicklich the burgeyfe Syrophanes ; 

Hanybald, quod he, the law goith by no Janys; 

But hold ferth the ftreyt wey, evenas doith a lyne; 

For yiftirday when Beryn with me did dyne * 

{ was the firft perfon that put him in areft;’ 

And for he wold go large thow haddittin charge 
and heft 

To fefe both ship and goodis til I were anfi 

‘Then muft ! firft be fervid, this knowith - 
ylerid. 

The woman ftode befidis, and cried wor" ~ 

Ful foth is that byword, Yo pot who cor, 6 laft 

He werf is fervid : and fo it farith by me 

Yit nethirles, Sir Steward, [ truft to yewr rate, 

That knowith beft my caufe and my tr w entent; 

T axe yew no more but rightful jue” sent : 

Lct me have part with othir fith he my hufbondis: 

Good Sir, beth avifid; Laxe yew nat amys. 

Thus they gon to ftryve, and wer of high mode 

For to depart emong them othir mennys good 

Wher they tofore had nevir properte, 

Ne nevir fhuld theraftic by doom of equyte ; 

But they had othir caufe then they had tho. 

Beryn was at counfell, his hert was full woo, 

And his meyny fory, diftrakt, and al amayide, 

For tho they levid tioon othir but Geffrey had be- 
trayide ; 

Becaufe he was fo long they coud no mane rede, 

But everich by hymfelf wisthid he ha*= dede. 

O myghtful God! they feyd, I trow tofore this day 

Was nevir gretter trefon, fere, ne affray, 

Ywrought onto mankind then nowis to us here, 

And namelich by this Geffrey with his fotil cherey 

So feithful he made it he wold us help echone. 

And now we be ymyryd he letith us fit aloon, 

Of Geffrey, quod Beryn, be as it be may ; 

We mut anfwer nede, ther is noon othir way; 

And ther'for Jet me know your wit and your 


counfaile, 
‘They wept, and wrong their hondis, and gan to 
waille [lyve 


The tyme that they were bore, and fhortly of the 

They wisthid that they wer. With that came Gcf= 
frey blive, 

Pafling them towards, and began to {myle. 


Beryn axid Geffrey wher he had be al the while?“ 


Have mercy oppon us, and help us as thow hight. 

T woll help yow right wele through grace of 
Godd’is might ; 

And I can tell yow tiding of their governannce. 


They ftondin altercatioune and ftryf in poynt to 


praunce 
To depart your goodis, and levith verily 
That it wer impoflibil yew to remedy; —- 
But their high pride and their prefumpc? ‘une 
Shal be yit or eve their confufioun>; 


And to make amendis ech man for his plo/ftt, 
Let fe ther'for your good avife how ghfy might 
be ateynt. id 





Re 
The Romeyns ftode fil, asewho hag ior their 
hede. 2 / 
In feith, quod Beryn, wetcan ng mtift rede, 
But in God and yew we fubgnit us all, : 
Body, lyf, and goodis, to Mali or to fall, 
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Misophahes muft do cof and aventire; 

‘Yo ftop al the frefh ryvers into the {ce that entir, 

For Beryn is redy inal thing hymtoquyte, =~ 

So hé be in defaute muft pay for the wite. 

Sith ye been wife al what nede is much clatir? 

‘Ther was no covenaunte them. betwene to drink 
freth watic. 

‘When Sirephanes had yherd al Geffrey’s tale, 

He ftode al abathid, with colour eal pale, 

And lokid oppon the fteward with a rewful chere, 

And on othir frendihip and neyhbours he had 
there, 

And preyd them of counfell the anfwere to reply. 

“Ehefe Romeyns, quod the fteward, been wondir 

And eke right ymmuagytyf, and of fotil art, [fcly, 

That Lam in grete dowte howe yee thul depart 

‘Without harm in oon fide: our lawis, well thow 
wot, 

Is to pay damagis, and eke alfo the coft, 

Of every party plentyf that fallith in-his pleynt : 

Let hym go quyt I counfell, yf it may fo be 
queynt. = 

T merveil, quod Sirophanes, of their fotilte, 

But fith that it fo Rondith, and may noon othir be, 

1 do woll be counfell, and graunted Beryn quyte. 

But Gelfrey thought anothiz, and without re‘pite, 

Sirs, he feyd, me wetith wele that ye wol do us 
right, 

And fo 7 muft nedis, and fo ye have us highte ; 

And therefore, Sit Steward, ye occupy our plafe, 

And ye know wele what law wol in this cae; 

My mattir is redy to perfourme his avow. 

But nathelefs, quod the fteward, I cannat wete 
how "i 

To ftop all the freth watir were pofibilte. 

‘Yis, in foth, quod Geffrey, who had of gold plente 

As mag coud with and it myght well be do: 

But that is nat our defaute, he hath no trefour to. 

Let hym go to in hafte, or find us fuerte 

‘fo make amendis to Beryn for his iniquite, 

‘Wrong, and harm, and trefpas, and undewe wex- 
acioune, 

Loft of fale, and marchandife, difefe, and tribula- 
lacioune, © 

‘That we have fattenyd thorough his iniquite. 

‘What vaylith it to tary us? for though ye fotil pry 

‘We fhul have refon wher ye wol or no, 

So woll we that'ye knowe what that we woll do; 

Jn certen full avifid to {fope for to pafe, 

And declare every poynt, them ore and eke the 
lafe, 

‘That of yeur opyn ertours hath pleyne correce 
tioure, : 

And agenys his jugement is noon protetioune : 

He is yewr lord riall; and foveren jugge and lele, 

‘That and ye work in eny poynt to bym jiith our 
apele, 

So when the fteward had yherd, and the bargeyfis 
alle, 

How Geffrey hed yfteryd, that went fo nighe the 
gall, 

What for fhame, and dredc of more harm, and re- 
preffe, f 

‘Lhey made Sirophanes, weer hym looth or Ieffe, 
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‘To take Beryn gage, and plegg find alfo, ° 

To byde the seed: and jucneat of that he ha@ 
myfdo. 

Now ferthetfore, quod Geffrey, fith that it fo is 

‘That ef the firft plentyf we have fikernes, 

Now to the Marchant we muit nedis anfwere,. 

That bergeyned with Beryn al that his {b~ 
bere, is 

In covenaunte that he fhuld his thippis wh 4 

Of othir marchandife that he tofore had fey 

In Hanybald’is plafe, howiis to or tho 

Full of marchandife as they might beS & 

L.ct us pas thidir, yf eny thing be there 

At our Juft and Liking, as they accordit,y*bre. 

I graunt wele, quod Hanybald, “pe asit but © 
righte ; nei 

Up arofe thefe burgeyfis, Thow azift but right. -,: 

The fteward and his comperis entrid firtt thr’ 
howfe, fs 

And faw nothing within, ftraw, ne lefixng moy fe, 

Save tymbir, and the tyle ftenys, and the wallis 
white. . 

{ trow, quod the Réward, the wynnyng woll be 
but lite 

That Beryn woll now get in Hanybald, is pleynte, 

For { can fe noon othir but they woll be atey>-—™ 

And clepid them in echone, arid went out’ hym- 
felve, ‘| felve, 

As fone as they were entrid.they #7 no manekt 

For foris of their hert, but, as tofore is feyd, 

The howfe was cleen y{fwept; then Geffrey fei 
they preyde, . 

To help yf he cond. Let me aloon, quod he, 

¥it thul they have the wers as fotil as they be. 

Evander the fteward in the mene while 

Spak to the burgeyfe, and began to {myle ; 

‘Though Sirophanes be yhold thes Ronteyns for te 
curs, 

Yit I trow that Hanybald woll put hym to the 
wers, 

For J am fuyr and certcyn within thcy fhul nat 
fynd? ne 

What fey. ye be my pleynt, Sirs, quod the blynd * 

For I make a vow I woll nevir cefe 

Tyi Syrophanes have of Beryn a pleyn rclefe, 

And to make hym quyte of his fubmiffioune, 

Els wol I have no pete of his cortritioune, 

But folow hym al fo ferfly as J can or may 

TylkT have his eyen both to away. 

Now in feith, quod Machyn, aud 1 wal have his 
lyffe, 

For though he feape yewall, with me woll he nag 
ftryffe, 

But be right feyn in hert all his good foy/Aitim, 

For to fess wath hys lyf, and ot me it'take. 

Beryn and his felethip wer within the houfeer 

And {peken of their ahfwer, and madeMat litilf 
roufe, 7 é 

But evir preyd Geffrey.to help yf he cud ought, 

I well nat fail, qued Geftre}, and w&3/:ofore be- 
thought - eG 

OF too botirdiis, as white as eny fnowe; 

He lete them flec within fhe houle, that aftix ow 
the wowe : 
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They clevid wondir faft, as their kynd woll, 
Aftir they had flew to reft anothir pull 
When ticffre y faw the boterfiiis cleving on the wall | 
‘The fteward and the burgeyfe in he gan call; 
J.o! Sirs, he fayd, whofo evir repent, 
WE have thofe marchandife moft to our talent 
™RR fynd herein, Behotd, Sir Hanybal, 
“ondir botirfliis that clevith on the wall ; 
Th, ye mutt fill our thippis all fyve. 
Ads thy hert Beryn, for thow moft nedis 
F ant. thryve; 
wets wita ye out of Rome in Marchantfare went, 
_ To purc¥Afe botirfiiis was our moft entent ; 
Vit wolt I tell the caufe efpecial and why : 
There i: ~Jeche in Room that hath ymade a cry 
To make a nent to cure all tho ben blynde, 
+ And al maner mytees that growith in man- 
=e {ye mut hy. 
The dey 7t the work is long: Sit Hanyball, 
hen Hanybald herd this tale, he feyd pryvely 
In Syunhto the fteward; In foth LLavethe wers, 
For Lam fikir by this pleyne that fbail I litil purs. 
So me femeth, quod the fteward, for in the world 
* rounde 
So many botifiis wold nat be founde 
Ltrow o fhip to charge; wher’for me thinkith beft 
Ly vm mse his good ageyn, and be in pefe and 
ref, c 
And yz+isan aventure and thow {cape fo 
"Thy covenavistéo relefe without more ado. 
The butgey fis everichone, that were of that cete, 
Were anoyid fore when they herd of this plee; 
Geffrey with his wifdom held them hard and 
ftreyte, aS 
That they were acombrit in their own diftreyte. 
When Hanybald with his frendis had {poke of 
this matere (manere: 
They drow them towards Beryn, and feid in this 
Only for botirfliis ye com fro your contres, 
And we you tell in fikirnes and opon out fe, 
‘That fo many botirflyes we fhul nevir gete, 
Wherefore we be avifid othirwife to trete; 
“Yat Hany bald thal relefe his covenaunt that is 
miukid, (ranfakid, 
And delyver the good ageyn that from you was 
Nay forfoth, quod Geffrey, us nedith no relefo; + 
Ye fhull hold our covenaunt and we fhall : eure 
For we fhull have refon wher ye weil or no [alfo, 
Whils Hope is alyve; 1 am nothyng aferd, 
For 1 can wipe ail this plee cleen from our berd, 
And ye bleach onys out of the high wey. [delcy. 
"hei proferid hym plegg and gage without more 
Now ferthirmore, qued Geffrey, us ought to pro- 
‘ cede, [nede 5 
Beefs tse blynd mann’s poynt we muft anfwer 
‘That, for to tell trowith, he tyvith all to long 
Forts: own fawte and his own wrong 
On Ber} he kath furmyfid, as previth by his ple, 
And that,~¢ fhull opynlich know wele“and fre; 
For as I 


ode hym He feyd that fele yeris 
Beryn, that eee, and he were pertyneris 
Of wyanyrp of Jefyng, as-men it ufe and 

doith,. 


Aad thatthey chating't eyen, and yitthis is forhe: 
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But the caufe of chaunging yit is to yow onknow, 
Wher’fore I.wolll declare it both to high and lowe. 
In that fame tyme that this.barge fe blynd, 
Andmymafter Beryn, as faft asfeyth myght bynde 
Were marchaundis in comyn of al that they myght 
Saf of lyf and lym, and of dedel fyn, ~ [wyn, 
Ther fill in tho marchis of al thing fuch a derth 
‘That joy, comfort, and folas, and 3! maner myrth; 
Was exilid cleen, faf oonly moleftatioune, * 
‘That sbood continyel—defperatioune : 
So when that the pepil wer in moft myfcheffe 
God that is above, that al thing doth releve, . 
Sent them fuch plese of mony, fruyte, and corn, 
Wich turnid a} to joy their mournyng al te.forn ; 
Then gaf they them to mirth, revel, Piey, and: 
And thankid God above evir more among [fong, 
Of their relevacioune from weo into gladnes, 
For Aftir fur when favete is com it is a plant mes, 
So in the meen while. of this profperite 
‘Ther cam fuch a pleyer into the fame contre 
That nevir thertofore,was feyn fuch anothir, 
‘That wele was the cfethre that horn wased bis 
modir . 
That myght fe the-mirthis of this jagelonre, + 
For of the world wide tho dayis be bare thefloure, 
For there n’as man pe womas in that regioune 
‘Thatfet of hymfclf the ftore of a boton — 
Yfhe had not fey his myrthis and his game. 
So. oppon a tyme this pleyer did proclame 
That al manere of pépill his pleyis wold & 
Shuld com oppon 2 certen’ dey to the grete eete + 
‘Then among othir my mafter here, Beryn,, 
And -this fame blynd; that pledith ow withhymy 
Made a certen covenaunt that they weld fe” 
The mergellis of this pleyer and his fetilee z 
So what for hete of fomer, age,.and febilnes,. 
And cke alfo the long way, this blyad for wee] 


rynes ‘ 
Fill flat adown to the erth; o fate ne mryght he gog 
Wher’for my mafter Beryn in hert was fyli woo, 
And feyd, My frend, haw now! mow ye-no fers 
ther pas? 
No, he fayd, by hym that firft made mas; 
And yit I had levir, as God my foule fave, 
&e thes wondir pleyis then all the good I have, 
I cannat els, quod Beryn, but yf it may nat be 


But that ye and F mut retourn age 


Aftir ye be refrethid of your werynefs, 

For to leve yew in this plite it wer no gentifnes, 

‘Then feyd this blynd, 1 am avifid bet ; 

Beryn, ye hull wend thidir without eny Jet, 

And have mya eyéd with yew that they thepley 
mow fe, , : 

And I woll have yewrs tylt ye come age. 

“Thus was their covenaunt made, as Ito yowre port, 

For efe of this blynd, and moft for his comfort. 

But wotith wele the whole fcience of all fur. 


gery 
‘Was unyd or the channge was made of bath eye. 
With many fotill enchantoursand che nygramane 
cers, 
That fent were for the nenys madtris and fcoleris. 
So when-all was complete my mattir went his wey 
With this mann’ys eyen and faw all the pley, 


ayo 


And haftly retourned into that plafeage, 
And fond this blynd feching on hondis and on 
-kne, 
Grafping al aboute to frrid that he had lore, 
Beryn his both even that he had tofore. 
But asfone as Berya had pleyn. knowleche 
‘That his eyen were -ylo@, unneth he myght 
i areche 
O word, for pure angu:fh that he toke fodenly, 
And from that day till nowe ne myght he nevir 
f » 
This ant th no plafe ther law was vmevid ; 
But now in his prefence the foth is full yprevid, 
‘That he shall make amendis or he hens pas 
Right as the lawe wol deme, ethir more or las; 
For my mattir’is eyen were betir and more clere 
‘Then ‘thefe that he hath now to fe both fer and 
nere; 
So wold he have his own, that proper were of 
kynd, 
For he is evir redy to take to the blynde 
The eyen that he had of hym, as covenaunt was, 
So he woll do the fame, 
Ye mut take hede for to deme right, feafe 
For it wer no refon my matftir thuld Jefe his fight 
For his trew hert and his gentilnes. 
Beryn, quod the blind, tho I woll the rclefer 
My quarell and my caufe, and fall fro my pleynt. 
‘Thow mut nede, quod Geffrey, for thow art 
ateynt,. ° 
So mut thow profir gage, and borowis fynd alfo, 
For to make amendis, as othir have ydo. 
Sir Steward, do us law, fith we defire but right : 
As we been pefe marchandis us longith nat to 
 — fight, i 
But pleyn us to the law, yf fo we be agrevid. 
Anoon opon that Geffrey thefe wordis had yme- 
vid 
The blynd man fond borowis for all his maleta- 
; lent, ~ 
And were yentrid in the court to byde the juge~ 
ment 3 
For thoughe that he blynde were yit had he good 
plente, 
‘And mote wold have wonne through his ini- 
quite. 
Now herith, Sirs, quod Geffrey : thre pleyntifs 
been affurid ; . 
And asanenft the ferth this woman hath arerid, 
‘That pleynith here on Beryn, and feyth the is his 
wyfe, 
‘And that the hath many a dey leda peynous lyfe, 
And much forow endurid his child to fuilene, 
And al is foth and trew. Now rightlullich to 
deme 
‘Whether of them both fhall othir obey, 
Aad folowe will and luftis, Sir Steward, ye mut 
fey. 
And therwith Geffrcy lokid afide on this woman 
How fhe chaungit colours, pale and eke wan, 
All for nonght, quod Geflrey, for ye mut with 
Us gO, 
And endure with your hufbond both wele and 
woos 
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And wold have take her by the hond, but fi¢ 
~awey did breyde, 

And with grete fighing thefe wordis fhe feyd 5 

‘That ageyns Beryn fhe wold plede no morc, 

But gagid with too borowis, as othir had do to» 
fore. 7 

‘The fteward fat as (tif! as who had fhor his hode 

And fpecially the pleyntifs were in much d~ 

Geffrey fet his wordis in fuch maner wile 

That wele they wiit they myght nat fear’ 
wife 





€y 


Without lofs of go:dis for damage ang Scan, 


For fuch wer their iawis wher pleyntis Ser yloft. 


: Geffre, had full perfeyte of their encombirment, 


* And eke he was in certen that ti 


Now, Soverens, in this j 






Shuld pas with his maitir ; wher 
Sovern Sirs, he feyd, yit mutt er. 
And anfwere to this Machyn, that {eith the knifee 


ishis fo 
That found was on Beryn; ther’of he feith p/.t 
amys? Ges 


And for more prefe he feith in this manere 
‘That here ftondith prefent the fame cotclere 


| That the knyfe made, and the precious ftonysthre 


Tn 


ee 


Within the haft been couchid, that in Cryityanite, 

‘Thoughe men wold of purpofe make ferch and_ 
feche, F 

Men fhuld nat fynd in al thing a knyfe the? were 
it liche ; 7 

And more opyn prefe than maypown know- 
Teche 

Men of law ne clerkis con nat tell ne teche. 

Now fith we be in this manere thus ferforth ago 

Then were f{pedfull for to know how Beryn cam 
firft to 

Have poffeifiounc of the kny fe that Machyn feitlt 
is his : 

To yew unknowne I fhall enfourm the trowith as 
it is. 

Now feven yere and paffid, opon a Tuyfday 

In the Paffioun-week, when men leven pley, 

And ufe mote devocioune, faftyng, and preyer, 

Then in othir tyme or fefon of the yerc, 

This Beryn’s fadir erlich wold arife, 

And barefote go to chirch to Godd’is fervife, 

And lay hymfelf aloon front his own wyfc, 

In reverence of the tyme, and niending of his 
lyfe : 

So on the fame Tuyfda « that I tofore nempt 

‘This Beryn rofé and raya h, m, and to the chirch 
went, 

And mervelid in his here his fadir was nat there, 

And homward went ageyn with drede and cke 
fere. 

Into his fadir’s chambir fodenlich he rays 

And fond hym figg ftan dede oppon the ftraw as\ 
nakid, a 

And the clothis halid from the bed awey? 

Our, alas! quod Eeryn, that evir I faw this dey! 

‘They meyne herd the roife, how Ber: n'tried alas, 

And cam into the chambir 3ithat théefin was; 

But the dole, and the forowe, sag_anguyth, that 





was there 
Te vay lith nat at this tyme_.co declare it here ;- 
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But Beryn had moft of all, have ye no doute: And yf we deme trewly they woll be fore anoyid, 


And anoon they ferchid the body al abouta, Yit it is betir then we be fhamyd and diftroyid?.. 
And fOhd this fame knyfe, the Poynt right at his | And anoon they -were accordit, and feyd with 
hert ; ‘ Beryn. . : 

OF Beryn’s fadir, whofe teres gan outftert And demed every pleyntif to make a grete fyne 
‘When he drowth out the knyfe of his fadir’s | With Beryn, and hym fubmyt hoo'ich to his grace 
<__wound ; Body, good, and ¢atell, for wrong and their tref 


PP ftandede I faw hym fall down to the ground 3 
7pt of the moft part that beth with hym | So ferforth, tyll at laft it was fo bout ybore 















A” ow here, ‘That Beryn had the doubill good that he had tow 
And they affermyd it for foth, as Geffrey did them fore, 
ee Soret And wyth joy and myrth, wyth all his company, 
And yit/ad I nevir fufpecioun from that day tyll | He droughe hym to his thippis ward wyth fong 
noweth and melody. , : 
Who ded that curfed dede, tyll Machyn with his | The fteward and the burgeyfe from the court bent 
+ mow? Into their own placis, and evir as they went f 
Afore yew hatv. knowlechid that the knyfe is | They talkid of the Romeyns, how fotill the. wer 
. his; To aray hym like a fole that for them fhuld an- 
‘Xo mut he nedis anfwer for his deth ywis, fwer, 
When Macyhn had yherd all Geffreyris tale What v,lith it, quod Hanybald, to angir or te 
Héxpfe-o* bench fodenly with colour wan and curs? 


pale, 
And feyd onto Beryn, Sir, ageyn the 
I wall plete no more, for it wer gret pete 
To combir yew with actions that beth of nobill 


And yit Iam in certen I thall fare the wers » 
All the dayis of my lyfe for this da} ’is pleding, 
And fo thal al the remmaunt ; and’ dhei hondis 
wryng, : 
Both Syrophanes, and the blynd, the woman, and 


ms kynde. 
Grount mercy ! Sir, quod Geffrey ; but yit ye * Machyn, 
* fhail Fynde And be bet avifid er the: eftfon 5 pleyne, 


Borowis.or se pas, amendis for to make 
For our unacwe Vexacioune, and gage. alfo us 
fake 

In fign of fubmyffioune for your injury, 

' As law woll and refon, for we woll uttirly 
Procede tyll we have jugement final ; 
And ther’for, Sir Steward, what that evir fall 
Dela: us no longer but gy ve us jugement, 
For triftith  enoon othir but we be fullich bent 
To ope for to wend, and in his high prefence 
Reherce al our plees, and have his fentence ; 
Then fhull »e make fynys, and highlich be agree 


And al othir perfonys wythyn this cete 

Mell the les wyth Rome. ns whils they here be ;. 

For fuch anothir fole was nevir yit yborn, 

For he did naught ellis but evir with us fcorn 

Tyll he had us caught even by the fhyn 

With his fotill wittis in our own grene. 

Now woll I retourn to Beryn ageyn, 

That of his grete lukir in hert Was right feyne, 

And fo was ail his meyne, as them ought wele, 

That they wer fo delyverid from turment like te 
hell, 

And graciufly relevid out of ther grete myfchef, 


vid. And yfet above in comfort and bouchef. 
And as fone as the fteward herd thes wordis me- | Now in foth, quod Beryn, it may nat be denied 
vid, 


N’ad Geffrey and his witt be we had be diftro, id: 

Tthanked be Almyghty God omnipotent 

‘That for our confolaciouneGeffrey to us fent ! 

And in proteft op; nly, here among yew alle, 

Walf m- good, whils that lyve, whatevir me 
befail, 

1 graunt it here to Geffrey, to gyve or. to fell, 

And nevir to part from me, yf it wer his wyl, ° 

And fare as weil as Ia morrow and eke on eve, 

And nevir for a man on lyve his company for te 
leve, . ‘ 

Graunt mercy ! Sir, quod-Geffrey, yewr profir i 
feir and grete, 

But I defire no more but as ye me behete, 

To bryng me at Room, for this is covenaunte. 

Te fhall be do, quod Beryn, and ali the rem- 
aunt. 

Deperdeux! quod Geffrey, ther’of we thull wele. 
do. 


, 

Refon, ryght, and law, feyd the fteward tho, 

Ye mut nedis have wher 1 woll or no; 

And to preve my full wyll, or we ferther goon, 

Quicklich he ommaundit, and fparid nevir oon, 

24 burgeyfis in law beft ylerid, = 

Reherfyng them the plees, and how Geffrey an- 
fwerid, 

And on lyf andlym, and forfetur of good, 

And as they wold nat lefe the ball within their 
hood, 

Wo draw a-part togidir, and by their all affent 

Sparev-o man on lyve to gyve trew jugément, 

‘And when thes-24 burgeyfis had yherd 

Titssharge of the fteward, right fore they wer 
aferd 

To lefe ther own lyvis but they demed trowith; 

And ckef their neybouss they had grete rowith, 

For they ‘perfeyvidAlerelich in the plee through. . 
out He rayid hym othirwife; and without wordis me‘ 

Their frendis had the wors fide, theg’of they had ; They went to the dyner the hole company, 

~  Redout, . With pipis and wyth trompis, and othir melody’; 


apa 


And in the myddis of their mete gentil women 
- fyve, 

Maidens freth atirid as myght be on lyve, 

Com from the Duke lope, lozd of that rigioune, 

Evésich wyth a prefent, and that of grete re= 
nown ; 

‘The firit bare a cup of gold, anit of afure fyne, 

So coroufe and fo nobill that I can nut devyne; 

The fecond brought a fwerd ythethid, wyth 
feyntur 

Ffretid all with perelis orient and pure; 

‘The third hud a mantell of lufty freth pene 
“The uttir part of purpill, yfuerid with 
The ferth a cloth of gold, a worthy ihe, 

‘That nevir man tofere faw cleith it liche; 

"The fift bare a palme that ftode tofore the deyfe 
Yn tokyn and fign of trewith and pefc, 

For that was the cuftom through ull the con- 





tray; 

‘The meffage was the levir and more plefant to 
pay. 

The cup was uncoverid, the fwerd was out 
ybrayid, 


‘The mantell was unfold, the cloth along ylayid; 

‘They knelid adown echone right tofore Beryn; 

The firft did the meffagc, that taught was wel 
and fyne : 

Hope, fhe fey, Sir Beryn, that is our lord riall, 

And gretith yew, and fendith yew thefe prefentis 
“all, 


And joy hath of yewr widom aud of yewr gor 
wernaunec, 

And preyd you to com aad have with hym ple- 
fi 


faance , 

‘To morowe, and fe his palayfe, and to Sport you 
there. 

‘Yee and ail your company. Beryn made noon an- 
fwere, 

But fat ftyil, “and beheld the women. and the fon- 
dis; 

And altirward avifely the fwerd firft he hondis 

And commauadittherewith all the wymmen waefh 
and fit, 

And pryvelich chargit officers that with al their 
wit 


To ferve them of the bef, and make them hertly 
chere 


Reffevying al the prefentis in worfhipful manere. 

i cannat wele exprefs the joy that they had, 

But I fuppofe tofore that day that they were nat 
to glad 

‘That they wer-fo afcapid fortune and myfchefe, 

And thankid God above that al thing doith relefe; 

For Aftir muyfly cloudis ther comith a cler fonne, 

So aftir bale comyth botc, whofo byde cunne. 

‘The joy and nobiey that they had whils they wer 
at mete, 

Tt vavlith nat at this tyme ther’of long to trete : 

But Geffrey fat with Beryz, as he had fervid wele; 

‘Their hedis they leyd gngidir, and begon-to tell 

It what maner the wymen fhuld be anfwered. 

Gcffre evir avifid Beryn ther'of he leryd, 

And of othir thinges how he hym fhuld govern; 

Bern faverid wele theran. and fa? he van to lern, 
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When al wer up the wymunen cam to take their 
« heves 

Beryn, as fat hym wele of blode, them toward gap 
releve, 

And prey'd them hertly hym to recommend - 

Unto the worthy lordfhip of Hope, that you fend 

To me that am unw-® h;,fave of his gretenobla 

And thank hym of his gyftis as ye can bef 
fey, 

To morow I woll be redy his he to tts, hy 

With this J have fave condit I may com h; mf, ito 

For me and al my felefhip fuff to com, 2) Pia 

Trufting in his diferecioune that thoughe 1 ax fo 

He wol nat be difplefid; for in m, contray 

It hath eyir be the euftom, and is into this. da 5 

That yf a lord riall defirith for to 

Eny maner perfone that is of lasdegre, 

Er he approche his prefence he wol have in his’ 
hende 

A faff condit enfelid, or els fom othir bonde, 

‘That he may com and pas without aMacha ices 

‘Throughout all our inarchis it is the oblervaunce, 

‘Thes wymmen toke their leve without wordis no, 

Repeyring onto Ifope, and al as it wasdo 

They reherfid redely, and faylid nevir a word, 

‘To lfope with his baronage ther he fat at his bord, 

Talkyng faft of Romayns, and of their hig 
dence, 

‘That in fo many daungers made fo wilesefence. 

But as fone as Hope had pleynlieh yherd 

Of Beryn’s governaunce, that firft fefid the fwerd 

Afore al othir prefentis, he demed in hys minde 

That Beryn was ycom of fom nobill kynde. 

The nyght was paft; the morowé cam; Ifope had 
wat forgete ; 

He chargit barons twelf with Beryn for to mete 

To cond hym faff and his meyne; and al perfour- 
myc was. 

Thre dayis ther they fportid hya in myrth and 
folas, 

‘That throughe the wife inlrudioune of Gefirey 
nyght and dey 

Beryn pletid Hope with wordis al to pay, 

And had hym fo in port and in governaunce 

Of all honett myrthis and witty daliaunce, 

‘That {fope caft his chere to Beryn fo groundly, 

That at faft cher was no man withdfope fo pryvy, 

Reiorting to his fhippis, comyng to and fro, 

‘Fhoroughe the wit of Geffrey, that eche day, it 
fl fo 

That [ope coude no wher chere when Benya was 
abfent; 

So Beryn muft nedis eche day be aftir fent : 

And chefe he was of counfell within the Sirf - 





yere, a 

Thoronghe the wit of Geffrey, that eche dog did, 
hym lere, 

This Hope had a doughtir betwene hym and his 
wyfe i 

That was as feir 2 crefture, myght bere lyfe, 

Wyfe, and eke bononsroniseg Denying with 

. all, . 

That tor fhuld be aft'r his dey of _his lordihippis 
alHe- 
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80, hhortly to conclude, the mariage was made Thos Geffrey made Beryn his enemyes to ovire. 
Betwene hir and Beryn, many a man to glade, com, A 
Saff the burgeyfis of the town, of falthede that | And brought hym ‘to worthip thoroughe hig * 


were rote ; « wyfdom. 
But they wer evir hold fo low ondir fote Now God us graunt grace to fynde fuch a 
That they might nat Tegfte, but at lat fawe frende "3 
“aleve their condicioune and their fals lawe, When we have nede! and thus I make an 
‘Thin and Geffrey made them fo tame end ~ 
At they amendit eche dey, and gat a betir 
YP name : 8 


Vouk 
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MISCELLANIES. 





THE ROMAUNT OF THE ROSE*, 


Many menre {aine that in fweveninges Within my twenty yere of age, 
Ther n'is but fables and lefiriges, Whan that Love takith his corage 
But yet menne maie fome fwedin fene Of yongé folke, I wenté fone 
Whiche hardily that falfe ne bene, To bed, as I was wont to done, 
But aftirwarde ben apparent, And fafte I flepte, and in fleping 
‘This maic I drawin to warraunt. Me mette fuche a fwevining 

._ An author that hight Macrabes, ‘That likid me wondirous wele,. 
‘That halté not dremis falfe ne lefe, But in that {wevin’ is ner a dele 
But undoth us the avifioun ‘That it n’is aftirwarde befal, 

That whilom mette King Cipioan, Right as this dreme wol tell us al.. 
‘And who faith and weneth it be Now this.dreme wol f rime a rigtit 
Ajape or clsanicete To make your hertis gay andlight; 

"To wene that dremis aftir fal, For Love it prayith, and alfo 

“Let who fo lifte a fole me cAis €ommaundith me, that it be fo, 

For this trowe T, and fa» for mie, And if there any atkin me 

"That cremis fignifiaunce be Whether ghat it be he or fhe, 

Of gude and harme to man: wightes And how this boké whiche is here 
"That dremin in ther flepe a nightes Shal hate, which that I rede you here, 
Full many thingis covirely Tt is The Rorsaunt of the Rofe, 

‘That fallin aftir opinly, Th which all The’ Arte of Love I clofe.- 


‘The matir faire is of to make, 


® This book was begun in French verfe by Wiliam | God graunt in gre that fre it take 
@e Lorris, santos pect lee after by, John Cloy masts For whom that it begonnin is ! 
fa John Moone, born at Mewen upon the river of Loy- 4 eee 
a fon row Par'e, aa appeareth by Molinet the French | And that is fhe that hath iwis 
. author, upon the morally: Bo bie emann’ aoe santer So mokil prife, and therto fhe 
d tranfiated, for the mott part into Englith metre by i 
Bentrey Chaucer, but not finahed,. It is intituled ‘The | 80 worthy is beloved to be ; 
Romaunt of the Roles oe The Art of ney si. age are» That the wel ought of prife and right 
. Mhewed the helps and furtherances, as alfo the lots and im- . 4 7 
wee nte thee, lovers have in thelr fuits. Inthisbook Be clepid Rofe of every wight. 
‘She author hath many, glances ae fhe hypocrify of the ‘Fhat it was Mey me thoughtin the, 
ergy, whereby he got him/ciffuch hatred amongtt them 
erStrtan Chancellor of Pariggwriteth thus Bf him; | It is five yere or mere ago, — 
fay'th he, There was one called JMiannes Meldinenus who | That it was Mey thus dremid me, 
wrote a book called The Romaurt of the Rote, which ' Jn time of love and jolites 
“Phat al thing ginnith waxin gaj 
For there is neithir bufke nor hay “- 


book if T only had, and that there were na more in the 
avorid, if Lmight have s08 pound fur the (ame, F wold ra~ 

In Mey that it n'ill fhroudid bene, 
And it with newé levis wrene 5 











he thonght the author of did not repent him for that 
hock betore he dyed, he M@wld vouchfafe to pray for him 
no more than h¢ would for Judas that betrayed Chritt. 
Urry. 


ther burn it than take 4 money. He faith more, thatif 
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Thefe wordis eke recoveren grene ° 
‘That drie in winter ben to fene, 
And theerth wexith proud withall 
For fote dewis that on it fall, 
Find the povir eftate foggette 
in whiche that winter it fete; 
vAnd than becometh the ghounde fo proudé 
‘That it wol have a newe fhroude, 
And make fo queint his robe anid fa}re; 
‘That ic had hewes at handrid payre 
Of graffe and flouris Inde and Pers, 
And many hewis full divers, 
‘That is the robe I mene iwis 
Through whiche the ground to praifin is. 
‘The birdis that han left ther fonge 
‘While thei tan fuffrid colde ful ftronge 
Ia wethers grille and derke to fight, 
Ben in Mey for the funné bright 
So glad, that they fhewe in finging 
Thatin ther hetit is fuche liking 
That thei mote fingin and ben light 5 
‘Than dothe the nightingale her might 
‘To makin noife and fingen blithe, 
Than is blifsful many a fithe, 
he chelandre’ and the popingay, 
han yong? folke entendin aye 
For to ben gaie and amorous, 
‘The time is than fo favorons, : 
Harde is his herce that lovith nought 
In Mey, whan al this mirth is wrought, 
Whan he may on thefe braunchis here 
‘The fmale birdis finging clere 
Ther blisfull fweté fong pitous: 
And in this fefon delitous, 7 
Whan love affirmith alle thing, 
‘Me thought one night, in my fleping, 
Right in my bed ful redily 
‘That it was by the’ morowe erly, 
And up I rofe and gan me clothe; 
Anon I withe mine hondis bathe; 
A filvir nedil forth I drowe 
Out of aguiler queint inowe, 
And gan this nidiil threde anone, 
For out of toung me lift to gone 
The founc of briddis for to here 
That on the butkis fingin clére; 
In the fwete fefon that lefe is, 
With a thred bafting my flevis, 
Alone I-went in my playing, 
‘The fmale foulis fonge herkening, 
‘That painid’hemt ful meny’ a paire 
To fing on bowis bloffomed faire ; 
Jolife and gaic, full of gladneffe, 
Towardea river gan me dreffé, 
Which that I herde renne fafte by, 
or fairir playin non faugh I 
Than playin me by that rivere, : 
For trom an hill that ftode there nere 
Come doune the ftreme full tite and bold, 
Clere was the watir, and as cotd 
As any welb#is, fothe to faine, 
And fomideie laffe it was than Saine, 
But it was ftraitir, wele away, 


Aad navir faugh Fer that daig 


-The watir that fo wele liked me; 
And wondir glad was I to fe 
‘That lufty place and-that riveie + 
With that watir that ran fo clere 

|: My face ¥ withe, tho fawe I wele 


‘The bofome ipayid everidele 
With gravell, fal af itouis thene; 


‘The medowi§ feifte; fote, and grene; 
Beet right upon the watir fide ¢ 
Ful clere was than the motowe tide; ° 
And ful attempie out of.dr 
Tho gan I walkin throwe the 
Downwarde evir in nity ‘playit 
Nigh to the river’s fide coathing. 
And whan I had a while igone 
I fwe a gardin right anone Cae 
Full long and brode,; and everidele 
Enclofid was and wallid wele 
With hie walisenbatailid, =, 
Portrayed without, and well entaylid 
With many full riche portreitures, 
And both the’ imagis and peintures 
.Gan I beholdin hifily j 
And Iwol tél you redily :- 
OF thilke imagis the feiblatince, 
As ferre as I have remembraurtce? 
*Amiddis fave 'Y Hate yflonde, 
That for her wrstle, and ire, and Onde; 
Semid to be a minoreffe; 
An angry wight, a chidireffe, 
And fal of gile and fell corage 
By femblaunt was that ilke imiage; 
And ftie was nothing wele arraide,! 
But like a wodé woman afraide; 
Yfvouncid foule wes her vifage, 
And ginning for difpitous rage ; 
Her nofe yfnortid up for tene, 
Ful hidous was ihe for to fene; 
Ful foule and fufty was the this / 
Her hid iwrithin was iwis 
Ful grimly with a grete towaile, 
An image of anothre’ entaile 
A lifte halfe washer fatt yby; 
Her name above her hed fawe I, 
And the was callid Felony. 
Anothre’ intage; that Villany 
Yelepid was, fawe I cid fonde 5 
Upon the wall on her right honde: 
Chis Villany was like fomdelé 
‘That othre’ image, and truftith fyele 
She femid a wickid creture ; 
By cotintenaunce in portreitute - 
She femid be ful difpitous, 
And eke ful proude and outta; 8s 
Wel coude he paisit;f undettike, 
That fuch an image cotidd imake ¢ 
Ful foule afd chosfich femiid the, 
And cke viltitnous fot to be, 
And hil could of deriture 
To worhijpe any creature. 
And nexte was paintid Covetife, 
That eggith folke in many’ a gife 
To take and yeve right nought again, 
And gtete trefouris up to laine, : 
Sip 
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And that is fhe that for ufure 
enith to many a creture 
“Fhe laffe for the more winning, 
covitous is her brenning ! 
ind that is the for pennis fefe 
‘That techith for to robbe and ftele 
‘Thefe thevis and thefe {male harlotes, 
And that’is routhe, for by ther throtes 
Bal many one hongith at lat; 
She makith folke compaffe and cat 
Bo takin othir folkis thing 
Through robbery” or mifcovetings 
‘And that is the that makith trechours,. 
‘And the that makith falfe pledours,: 
“Phat, with ther termis and thet domes 
‘Do maidins, chitdrin, ahd eke gromes,. 
Ther heritage, alas forgo 5 
Ful crokid were her hondis two, 
ForfCovetife is evir wode 
To gripin othir folliis gode 5 + 
For Covetife for her winning 
Fal lefe hath ethir mennis thing. 
Another image fet faugh I 
Next unto Covetife fat by, 
And fhe was clepid Avarice : 
Bol foule in painting was that vice, 
Ful fad and cajtife was fie eke, 
‘Andalfo grene as any leke 5. 
Bo evil hewed was her coloure 
Her femed to’ bave livid in langoure ; 
She was like thing for hungir ded, 
"That lad her life onely by bred 
Kanedin with eifel firong and egre, 
‘And therto the was lene and megre ;. 
And fhe was clad ful povirly 
Al in an oldé torne courtpye 
‘As fhe were ail with doggis torne, 
‘And bothe behinde and eke beforne’ 
Yeloutid was the beggirly. 
A manti] honge her faft* by 
Wpon a benche both weke and finale ; 
A burnette cote honge there withal, 
¥Vfurrid with no menivere, 
But with a furré rough of here 
Of lambe skynnys hevy and biake ;. 
Ft was fulfolde I undirtake, 
For Avarice to clothe her welt 
Ne haftith her nevir adele, 
For certainly it were her lothe: 
"To werin of that ilké clothe, 
And if it were forwerid fhe 
Would havin full gret niceté 
Of clothing er fhe bought her newe, 
Al were it bad of wol and hewe. 
‘This Avarice helde in her hande 


A purfe which that honge by a bandey 


id that fhe hid and bonde fo ftronge 
en muft abidin wondir longe 
‘ut af the purfe er there come ought, 
For that ne comith in her thought ; 
Tt was not certaine her entent 
“Yhat fro that purfe a peny went. 
And by that image nigh inough 
‘Was painted Envy, that nere lough, 





Nor nevir wel in her hert ferde 

But if the ecithér fawe or herde 

Some. grete mifchaance or grete difefe; 
Nothing ne may fo much her plefe 
As mifchefe and mifaventore ; 


+ Ox whan fhe feeth difcomfiture 


Upon any worthy man fall, 
‘Than likith her right well withall : 
She is ful glad in her corage 


| Yf fhe fe any grete linage 


Be brought to naught in fhamful wife 
And if a man in honoar rife 

Or by his wit or his proweflé, 

Of that fhe hath gret hevineffe, 

For truftith wele the goeth nie wode 
Whan any chaunce yhapith gode. 
Envy is of fuche cruelte 

That faith ne trouth ne holdith fhe 
To frende ne felawe badde or gode> 
Ne fhe hath kinne none of her blode 
That the n’is ful ther enemy ; 

She n’olde, I dare faine hardily, 
That her own fathir'farid wele : 
And fore abieth the every dele 


t Her malice and her male talent, 


For he is in fo grete turment 

And hate fache whan that folke doth godt 
That nigh the meltith for pure wode 
Her hert fo kervith and fo breketh 


[ That God the Perle yela wreketh. 


Envy I wis shall nevir let 
Some blame upon the folke to fet : 
} crewe that if Envy i-wis 
Yknew the befté man that is 
On this fide or beyond the fe, 
Yet fomwhat lackin him wold the s 
And if he were fo hende and wife 
That fhe ne might abate his prife, 
Yet would the blame his worthineffe, 
Or by her wordis make it Jeffe. 
I fawe Envy in that painting 
Yhad a wondirful loking, 
For the ne Iokid but awrie 
Or ovirthwarte, all baggingly; « 
And fhe had a full foule ufage, 
She mightin loke in no vifage 
Of man ne woman forth right plainey 
But fhette her one eye fog difdaine ; 
So for envie ybrennid the ‘ 
Whan fhe might any man yfe 
That faire or worthy were or wife, 
rx ellis Qtode in folkis prife. 

Sorowe was paigtid next Envie 
Upon that wal of mafonrie ; 
But wel was fene in her colour 
‘That fhe had livid in langour ; 
Her femid to have the jaundice ; 
Not halfe fo pale was Avarice, 
Ne nothing alike of leneffe, 
For forowe, thought, and grete diftreffe; 
That the had fotirid day open . 
Made her yelowe, and nothing bright 
Ful fade, pale, and megre, alfo, 
Was nevir wighée yct halfe fo wo 
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As that her femid for to be, 
Nor fo fulfilled with yre as fhe ; 
T tfow that no wight might her plefe, 
Nor do that thing that might her efes 
Nor the ne would her forowe flake, 
Nor comfort none untegher take, 
So depe ywas her wo begonne, 
And eke her hert in angre ronne. 
A forowful thing wel femid the; 
Nor fhe had nothing flowe ybe 
For to befcratchin all her face, 
And for to rent in many place 
Her clothes, and for to tere her fwire, 
As fhe that was fulfilled of ire; 
And all to torne Jaie eke her here 
About her fhulders here and there, 
As fhe that had it all to rent 
For angre and for male talent. 
And eke J tell you certainly 
How that the wept full tendirly : 
In worlde n’is wight fo hard of herte, 
‘That had yfene her forowes fmerte, 
That n’olde have had of her pitc, 
So wo begon a thing was fhe. 
She all to dafht her felf for wo, 
And fmote togidir ber hondes two 5 
To Sorowe was the full ententife, 
That wofull rechileffe caitife, 
Her roughté little of playing, 
Or of clipping or of kiffing, 
For who fo forowfull is in herte 
Him Iuftith not to plaie ne fterte, 
Nor for to dauncin ne to fing, 
Ne maic his herte in temper bring 
‘To make joie on even or morowe, 
For joie is contrary ta forowe. 
Elde was ypaintid after this, 
That thortir was 2 fote i-wis 
‘Than fhe was wont in her yonghedeg 
Dnneth her felf fhe might yfede :, 
So feble and fo olde was fhe 
‘That fadid was all her beaute ; 
Fall filowe was waxen her colour ; 
Her hedde for hore was white as flour = 
I wis grete qualme ne were it none, 
Ne finne, although her life were gone. 
All woxin was her body’ unwelde, 
And drie and dwinid all for elde : 
‘A foule forwelkid thing was fhe, 
That whilom round and foft had be : 
Her heris fhokin faft withall, 
As from her hedde they wouldin fall ; 
Hier face yfrouncid_and forpined, 
And bothe her hondis lorne fordwined : 
So old fhe was that fhe ne went 
A fote but it were by potent. 
The time that paflith night and daie, 
And reftileffe travailith aic, 
And ftelith from us privily, 
"Phat to us femith flurly - 
That it in ox /poing dwellith ever, 
And ceitis it ne reftith never, 
But gocth fo faft and paffith aie 
“'That ther n’is man that thinkin maie 
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What timé that now prefent is, 
Afkith at thefe grete clerkis this ; 
For men thinkin it redily 

Thre timis ben ypaflid by 


‘| The timé that maie rot fojourne, 


Bat goth and maie never retourne, 
As watir that doune runnith aie, 
But newir droppe returné maic. 
There maie nothing as time endure, 
Ne metall nor yerthly.creture, 
For allé thing is frette and fhall, 
‘The time eke that ychaungjth all, 
And all doeth waxe and foftrid be, 
And allé thing diftroyith hes 
‘The time that cldith our aunceftours 
And eldith kinges and emperours, 
And that us all thall ovircomen, 
£r that deth us fhall hav@nommen, 
The time that hath all in welde 
To elden folke had made her elde 
So inly, that to my weting 
She mightin helpe her felf nothing, 
But tourned eyen unto childhede : 
She had nothing her felf to lede, 
Ne witte ne pithe within her hold, 
Mare than a child of two yere old. 
But nathéleffe I trowe that fhe 
Was faire fomtime and frefhe to fe 
Whaa fhe was in her rightful age, 
But fhe was paft all that paffage, 
And was a doted thing becomen : 
A furrid cappe on had fhe nommen ; 
Well had the cladde her felf and warme, 
For cold might els doin her harme : 
Thefe old folke havin alwaie cold, 
Ther kinde is foche whan thei ben old, 
An othir thing was down there write 
That femid like an ipocrite, 
And it was clepid Papelardie 5: 
That itke is the that privilie 
Ne fparith ner a wicked dede 
‘Whan men of her takin none hede, 
And makith her outward precious 
With palé vifage and pitous, 
Aad femith a fimple creture, 
But there n’is no mifaventure . 
That fhe ne thinketh in her corage : 
Full like to her was thilke image 
‘That makid was like her femblaunce, 
She was full fimple’ of*countenaunce 5 
And fhe was clathid and eke thod 
As fhe were for the love of Goat} _ 
Yheldin to religion, 
Soche femid her devocion. 

A fpaltir helde the fat in honde, 
And bufily the gan to fonde ~ 
To make a faint praicre 
To God and to-his faindtis dere : 
Ne the was gaie, frethe, ne jolife, 
But femed to be full ententife 
To godé werkis and to faire, 
And therto fhe had on an haire. 

Ne certis fhe was fatte nothing, 
But femid werie for fafting 
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OF colour pale and dede was the; 
From her the gates aie warnid be 
OF Paradife, that blifsfull place, 
For foche folke makin lene ther grace, 
As Chrift faieth in his Evangile, z 
To get ‘hem prife in toune 4 while, 
And for a little glory veigne 
‘Thei leifin God and cke his reigne, 
And aldir alt of everichone 
',Was painted Poverte’ all alone, 
"That not a penny had in hold, 
“Although that the her clothis fold, 
And though fhe fhold an hongid be, 
For nakid as a worme was the, :-' 
And if the wether ftormy were 
For cold the thold have dyid there. 
She ne’ had oh but a flraite old fucke, 
And many’ q cloute on it there ftacke ; 
‘Fhis was her cote and her mantcle ; 
Ne more was there nevir a dele 
‘To clothe her with; I undirtake 
Grete lefir hydd? fhe to quake : 
And fhe was put that I of talke 
Ferre fro thefe othre, up in an‘halke ; 
» There lurkid and there courid fhe, 
¥or povir thing, where fo it be, 
Is thamefait and difpifid aic : 
A curfid maic well be that daic 
That povir man conceived is, 
For God wote all to felde i-wis 
‘Js any pore man well ifed, 
Or well arayid or icled, 
Or well belovid, in foche wife 
Tn honour that he maie arife. 
* Alle thefe thingis well avifed, 
As L have you er this devifed, 
‘With gold and afure ovir all 
Depaintid were upon the wall : 
Square was the wall, and high ‘fomdele, 
Enclofid and ibarrid wele 
In ftede of hegge was that gardin, 
‘Came nevir no thepherd therein : 
Into that gardin well ywrought 
Who fo that me coud have ybrought 
By ladders, or els by degre, 
Tt wouldé well have likid me ; © 
«For foche folace, foche joie and pleic, 
1 trowe that nevir man ne {eie 
As was in that place delicious ;. 
The gardia was not daungerous 
To herborowe birdes many one 3 
So riche a yere was nevir none 
OF birdis fong and braunchis grene, 
?Therin were birdis mo I wene 
Than ben'in alithe relme of Fraunce 
-Fall biiGfull was the accordaunce 
OF the {wete pctous fong thei made, 
for all this worlde it ought to glade. 
And 1 my feif fo mery ferde, 
‘Whan f ther blifsfull fongis herde, 
That for an hundrid pounde would i 
If that the paffage opiniy 
Haddin ybe unto me fre, 
Tha Tn’olde entrin for to fe 


Th’ affemble (God kepe it fro care !} 

Of birdis whiche that therein ware, 

That fongin through ther mery throtea 

Dat-.cis of: love and mery notes, : 
Whan I thus herd the foulis fing, 

1 fell faft in a waimenting 

By whiche art or by what engin 

1 might cam into that gardin ; 

But waic.] couthe ne findin none 

Into that gardin for to gone, 

Ne nought wift ( if that there were 

Eithir a hole or a place where 

By whiche, I mightin have entre ; 

Ne there was none to techin me, 

For J was all alone i-wis, 

For wo and for anguifhe of this, 

‘Till at the lafte bethought I me 


‘| That by no waie ve might it be, 


There n’zs ladder ne waie to pace, 

Or hole, into fo faire a place ; 

‘Tho gan I go a full grete pace 

Environ, evin in compas, 

The clofing of the fqvaré wall, 

‘Till that I founde a wicket finali 

So fhetre that [ ne might in gone, 

And othir entre was there none. 
Upon this dore I gan to {mite 

‘That was fo fetis and fo lite, 

For othir waie coud I not feke.* 

Full Jong I thofe and knockid eke, 

And ftode full long all herkining 

If I herd any wight coming, 

Till that the dore of thilke entre 

A maidin curteis opened me : 

Her here was as yelowe of hewe 

As any bafin fcourid newe ; 

Her flefhe tendir as is a chike, 

With bent browis both finothe and flike; 

And thereto by mefure large were 

The opening of her eyen clere; 

Her nofe of gode proporcion ; 

Her eyen graie as is a faucon; 

With fweté breth and wel favoured ; 

Her facg white and well coloured; 

With little mouthe and round to fe ; 

A clovin chinne eke had the; 

Her necke was.of gode fafhion, 

In length and gretn-ffe by refon, 

Withoutin bleine, or. fcabbe, or roine ; 

Fro Hierufalem’ to Burgoine 

There n’is a fairer necke i-wis 

To fele how fmothe and foft it iss ° 

Her throte alfo fo white of hewe 

As fhowe on braunche yfnowid newe ; 

Of body full weil wrought was fhe, 

Men nedin not in no countre 

A fairer bogie for to feke; 

And of fine orfrais had the cke 

A chapilet, fo femely on 

Ne nevir werid maide Upon ; 

And faire abave that chapilet 

A rofe garlande bad fhe yfet ; 

She had aifo a gaie mirrour; 


And with a rich? golde irefoyn 
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Ser hedde was treffid full queintly ; 

‘Her Mevis fowed Fetoutly ; 

And. for to leepe her hondis faire 

OF glovis white the had a paire s 

sAnd fhe had on a cote of grene 

Of cloth of Gaunt withoutin wene : 

Well femid by her aparaille 

She was not wont to grete travaile, 

For whan fhe kempt was feteoufly, 

And well araiedand richily, 

‘Than had fhe doen all-her journe, 

For mery’ atid well begon was fhe. 
She had a jaftic life in Maie ; 

She had no thought by night ne daie 

Of nothing but it were onely 

To graieth her well and uncouthly. 

‘Whan that this dore had opened me 

‘rhis maidin femely for to fe, 

I thonkid her-as I bett might, 

And atkid her how that the hight, 

And what fhe was I afked eke ? 

And fhe to me was nought unmeke, 

Ne of her anfwere daungerous, 

Rut fuire anfwerde, and fayid thus : 
Lo, Sir, my name is Idilnefle, 

So clepen men me more and leffe ; 

Ful mightic and ful riche am I, 

And that of one thing, namily, 

For I entending to no thing 

Bat to my joie and my playing, 

And for to kembe and treff? me: 

Acquainted am T and prive 

With Mirthe, the lorde of this gardin, 

‘That fro the” londe of Alexandrian 

Made the treis hithir be fet 

‘That in bis gardin ben ifet 3 

And whan the trecs were woxe on hight 

‘Chis wall, that ftant here in thy fight, 

Wid Mirthe enclofin all about; 

Aad thefe imagis.ali without 

He did *hem bothe entaile and paiat 

‘That neither ben jolife ne quaint, 

But thei ben full of forowe and we, 

As thou haft fence a while ago, 








And oft timis him to fulace 

Mirthe comith into this place; 

And cke with him come his meine, 

‘That liven’ ia uit and jolite ; 

and now is Mirthe therein, to here 

"Phe birdis how they fingin clere, 

‘The mavis and the nightingale, 

Aud othir joly birdis finale; 

ind thus he walkith to folace 

Flinn and his folke, for fwettir place 

"Yo playin in he maie not finde 

Vehough he fought onc in till Indes 

‘ faire folk to fe 

in this worlde maie founde ybe 

b Sir Mirthe with him in his rout, 

“hat felowsn him alwaic 
Whan Idilnefic had toide all this, 

‘ened well i-wis, 
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‘Than faied I to Dame Idilneffe, 
Now all fo wifely God me bleffe, 
Sith Mirthe, that is fo faire and tre, 
Is in this yerd with his meine, 
Fro thilke affemble if ¢ maic 
Shall no man werné me to daie, 

That I this night ne mote it fe, 

For well wene [there with him be 

A faire and jolie companie 

Fulfillid of all curtifie. 

And forth withoutin wordis mo 

In at the wickit went J tho 

“That Idiin¢ffe had opened me 

Into that gardin faire to fe : 

And whan that I was in i-wis 

Mine herté was full glad of this, 

For well wende 1 full fikirly 

Have bein Paradife yerthly, 

So faire it was, that ‘truftith well 

It femed a place efpirituell ; 

For certis as at my devife 

‘There is no place in Paradile 

So gode in for to dwell or be 

Asin that gardin thoughtin me; 

For there was many’. birde finging, * 
Thoroughout the yerde all thringing, 

Ig many placis nightingales, 

And alpes, and finches, aud wodewales, 
‘That in ther fwetd fong deliten 

In thilke places as thei habiten. 

‘There mightin ‘men fe many flockes 
OF turtels and 6f laverockes, 
Chalaundris fele yfawe 1 there, 

That very nigh forfongin were, 

And thruitils, terins, and mavife, 
‘That fongin for to winne *hem prife, 
And eke to furmount in ther fong 
That othir birdis *hem emong ; 

By note ymadin faire fervife 

Thefe birdis that T you devife; 

‘Thei fong their fong as faire and wele 
As angels doen efpiritucll; 

And troftith me whan I ‘hem herde 
Full luftie and full well 1 ferde, 

For nevir yet foche inelodie 

Was herd of man that mightin die, 
Soche fwete fong as was *hem emong, 
‘That me thouyht it no bird’is fong, 
But it was wondir like to be 

Song of meremaidens of the fe, - 
That for her finging is fo clere; 
Though we Meremaidens clepe hem hore 
in Englithe, as is our ufance, 

Men clepin "hem Screins in Fraunce, 
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Fntentife werin for to fing 
“Yhefe birdis, that not unkonning 
Were of ther craft and a prentife, 
But of feng fubtill and eke wite ; 
And certis whin I herd ther fong, 
And fawe the grené place emong, 
in hert } wext fo wondir gaie 
‘That 1 wes nevir er that daic 
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So jolife nor fo well bigo, 
Ne mery’ in herte as I was tho; 
And than wift I and fawe full well 
‘That Idilneffe me fervid well, 
‘That me put in foche jolite : 
Her frende well ought I for to be 
Sithe the the dore of that gardin 
Had opinid and let me in, 

From hennis-forthe how that I wrought 
T fhall you tellen as me thought. 
Firft whereof Mirthe yfervid there, 
And cke what folke there with him were, 
‘Without fable I woll difcrive, 
And alle that gardin eke as blive; 
T woll you tellen aftir this . 
‘The faire faffiort all i-wis 
‘That well ywrought was for the nones; 
T mai not tell you all at ones, 
But as I mai and can 1 fhall 
By order tellin you it all, 

Full faire fervice, and eke full fwete, 
‘Thefe birdis madin as thei fete ; 
Layis of love full well founing 
‘Thei fongin in ther jargoning ; 
Some hie and fome eke lowe yfong 
Upon the braunchis grene ifprong ; 
The fwetenefle of ther melodie 
‘Made all mine herte in revelrie. 

And whan that I had herd I trowe 
Thefe birdis finging on a.rowe, 
Than might I not withholdin me 
‘That I ne went in for to fé 
Sir Mirthe, for all my defiring 
‘Was him to fene ovir all thing ; 
His countenaunce and his manere 
‘That fight was unto me full dere, 


‘Tho wente I forthe on my right honde, 

Doune by a little pathe I fonde 

Of mintis full and fenell grene ; 

AdMaite by withoutin wene 

Sir Mirthe I founde, and right anon 

‘Unto sir Mirthe gan I to gon, 

Ther as he was him to folace; 

And with him in that luftie place 

So faire folke and fo frefhe had he 

‘That whan I fawe I wondrid me 

Fro whennisfoche folke mightin come, 

So faire thei werin all and fome, 

For thei weren like, as to my fight, 

‘To angels that ben fethered bright. 
‘Thefe folkc, of whiche I tell you fo, 

Upon a karole wentin tho: 

A ladie karoled *hem that hight 

Gladneffe, the blifsfull and the light ¢ 

‘Well could the fing and luftily, 

None halfe fo welf and femily, 

And cothe make in fong foche refraining 

It fate her wondir well to fing: 

Her voice full'clere was and full fwete; 

She was not rude ne yet unmete, 

But couthe inoughe for foche doing 

As longith unto karolling, 


For fhe was wonte in every place 
To fingin firft folke to felace, 

For finging mofte fhe gave her to; 
No crafte had he fo lefe to doe. 


‘Tho mightift thou karollis fene, 

And folké daunce and merie ben, 
And made many a faire tourning 
Upon the grené graffe fpringing : 
There mightift thou fe thefe flutours, 
Minftrallis and eke jogélours, 

That wel to fingin did ther paine : 
Some fongin fongis of Loraine, 

For in Loraine ther notis be 

Full {wetir than in this contre, 

There was many a timbeftere, 

And failours, that I dare wel fwere 
Ycothe ther craft full parfitly; 

The timbris up full fubtilly 

Thei caftin, and bent them full oft 
Upon a fingir faire and foft, 

That thei ne fallid nevir mo. 

Full fetis damofellis two, 

Right yong, and full of femelyhede, 
In kirtils and none othir wede : 

And faire ytreflid every treffe 

Had Mirthe ydoen for his nobleffe 
Amidde the carole for to daunce. 
But hereof Jieth no remembraunce 
How that thei daunfid queintly, 

That one would come all privily 
Ayen that othre’, and whan thei wera 
Togithre’ almofte thei threwe ifere 
Ther mouthis fo, that through ther plai¢ 
It femid as thei kift alwaie : 

‘To dauncen well couthe thei the gife; 
What fhould 1 more to you devife? 
Ne bode I nevir thennis go 

Whiles that 1 fawe "hem dauncin fo, 
Upon the karoll wondir faft 

I gan beholde, till at the lait 

A ladie gan me for to’ efpie, 

And fhe was clepid Curtefie, 

‘The worthipfull, the debonaire; 

I praic to God er fall her faire ! 

Full curtifly the callid me, 

What do you there, Beau Sire? (quod fhe) 
Comith, and if it likith you 

To dauncin, daunfith with us now. 
and I withoutin tarying 

Ywent into the caroling : 

I was abafhid ner a dele, 

But it to me likid right wele 

‘That Curtefie me clepid fo, 

And bade me on the daunce ygo, 
For if I haddé durft certain 

I would have karollid right fain, 

As man that was to daunce right blithe 
Than gan I lokin ofté fithe 

The fhape, the bodies, and the cheres, 
‘The countenaunce, and the maneres, 
Of all the foike that dauncid there, 
And I thell tellin what thei were. 
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Fell faire was Mirth, full longe and high, 

A fairer man I nevir figh: 

As rourd as aple was his face, 

Full roddie’ and white in every place ; 
Fetis he was and well befeic, 

With metely. mouthe, and eyin greie; 
Fis nofe hy mefure wrought full right ; 
Crifpe was bis here, and eke full bright ; 
His thuideris of large brede, 

And imalithe in the girdelitede ; 

He femid like a purtreiture, 

So noble’ he was of bis ftarure, 

So faire, fo jolie’, and fo fetife, 

With limmis wrought at poing devife, 
Deliver, {merte, and of grete might, 
Ne fawe thou nevir man fo light; 

Of berde woneth had he nothing, 

Por it was in the firfté {pring ; 

Full yong he was, and merie’ of thought, 
And in damette with birdis wrought ; 
And with golde bete full fetouily 

His bodie was clad full richcly ; 
Wrought was his robe in ttraungé gife, 
And@all to littered for queintife 

In many a place, lowe and hic; 

And fhode he was with grete maiftrie 
With fhone decopid, and with lace, 

By drurie and eke by folace; 

His lefe a rofin chapilet 

Had made, and on his hedde it fet, 

And wetin ye who was his lefe ? 
Dame Gladdefle there was him fe lefe, 
‘That fingeth fo well with glad corage, 
‘That from the was twelve yere of age 
She of her love graunt to him made ; 
Sir Mirthe her by the fingir hade 
A dauncing, and fhe him alfo ; 

Grete love there was a twix *hem two; 
Bothe were thei fuire and bright of hewes 
She femid like a rofé newe 

Of eolours, and her flethe fo tender, 
‘That with a breré {male and tender 
Men might it cleve, ! dare well fain; 
Her forhedde frounciles all plain; 

Bent werin her cye-browis two ; 

Her eyin graie, and glad alfo, 

That laughdin aie in her femblaune 

Firit or the mouthe by covenaunt ; 

I n’ot what of her note diferive, 

So faire hath no woman alive ; 

Her here was yelowe’, and clere hhining; 
Twot no Indy fo liking, 

Of orfraies frethe was her garlande; 
1, whiche that fone a thoufande, 
Sawe ner iewis no garlande yet 
80 well ywrought of filke as its 
«And in an ovir gilt famite 
Yeladde the was by grete delite, 

Of whiche her lefe a robe ywerde; 
The merier the in herte ferde. 

Next her went, on her othit fide, 
‘The god of Love, thut can devide 
Love, and 2s him lketh it be ; 

Bur he can cherlis dauativ, he, 











+nd many folkis pridé fallen, 
And he can well thefe lordis thrallen, 
And ladies put at lowe degre, 
When he maie ’kem to Proude yfe. 
This god of Love of his fafcion 
Was like no knave ne no quiftron : 
His beutie gretely was to prife, 
But of his robis to devife 
I drede encombrid for to be, 
For not icladde in filk was he, 
But all in fovris and flourettes, 
Ipainted all with amorettes, 
And with lofingis and f{cochons, 
With birdis, liberdes, and lions, 
And othir beftis wrought full wele; 
His garment was evéry dele 
Ipurtraic| and iwrought with floures, 
By divers medcling 0" coloures; 
Flouris there were of many gife 
Ifet by compace in a fife; 
‘There lackid no oflure to my dome, 
Ne not fo much as floure of brome, 
Ne violet, ne eke pervinke, a 
Ne floure none that men can on thinke; = - 
And many a rofe lefe full long * 
Was entermedlid there emong ; 
And 43ifo on his hedde was fer 
Of rofes redde a chapiler, 
But nightingales a full grete rout, 
That flien ovir his hedde about, 
The levis feldin as thei flien, 
And he was all with birdis wrien, 
With popingaie, with nightingale, 
With chalaundre and with wodewale, 
With finche, with larke, and with archangely 
He femid as he were an angell 
‘That doun were come fro hevin clere, 
Love had with him a bachilere 
That he made alwaics with him be,’ 
And Swete Loking cleped was he. 
‘This bachilere lode beholding 
‘The daunce, and in his honde holding 
‘Turke bowes two, well devifed, had he ; 
‘That one of ’hem was of a tre 
‘Phat berith frni& of favour wicke ; 
Full crokid was that foulé fticke, 
And knottie here and there alfo, 
And blacke as berie’ or any flo. 
That othir bowe was of a plane 
Withoutin wemme I dare warant 
Full even’ and by Proporcion 
‘Trelis and long, and of gode facion, , 
And it was paintid well and thwitten, 
And ore all diaprid and written 
With ladies and with bachileres 
Full lightfome and full glad of chetes, 
hefe bowis two held Swete Loking, 
That ne femid like no gadling, 
And ten brode arowes held he there, 
Of whiche five in his hond? were, 
But thei were fhavin wel! and dight, 
Nockid and fetherid a right. 
And all thei were with golde begea, 
And itrong ypoingtid Gverichon, 















28a THE ROMAUNT OF THE ROSE. 


And tharpe for to ykervin awele, 
But iron was there none ne ftele, 
For all was golde, men might it fe, 
Out take the fethers and the tre. 


“The fwiftelt of thefe arowes five 

- Qut of a bowé for to drive, 

‘And the beft fethered for to flie, 

And faireft eke, was cleped Beutie. 
That othir arowe, that hurteth leffe, 

"Was clepid (as I trowe) Simpleffe. 
‘The thirde yclepid was Fraunchife, 

That fethered was in noble wife 

‘With valour and with. curtifie. 
The fowerth was clepid Companic, 

‘That hevie for to.thotin is, 

But who {¢ fhotith right i-wis 

Maie therwith doen grete harme and wo. 
The fift of thefe, and laite alfo, 

Faire Scmblaunt men that arowe call; 

Tis the lefte grevous of *hem all, 

Yet can it make a full grete wounde, 

But he maie hope his foris founde 

‘That hurte is with that arowe’ i-wis; 

His wo the bette beftowid is 

For he’maie foner have gladneffe ; 

His languor ought to be the lefle, 


Five arowes were of othir gife 
‘That ben full foule for to devife, 
For flaft and ende, fothe for to tell, 
‘Were all fo blacke as fende in hell. 
The firft of "hem is callid Pride; 
‘That othre’ arowe next him befide 
It was yclepid Vilanie ; 
‘Yhat arrowe was with felonie 
Envenimed, and with {pitous blame : 
‘The third of *hem was clepid Shame; 
‘The fowerth Wanhope yclepid is 5 
‘The fift the Newé Thought iwis. 
Thefe arowes that J {peke of her¢ 
‘Werin all five on one manerc, 
And all were thei refernblable ; 
‘To them was well fitting and able 
The foult crokid bowe hidous 
"That knottie was and all roinous : 
‘That bowe yfemid well to shete 
‘The arowes five that ben unmete 
And contrary to that othir five; 
But though I tellin not as blive 
Of ther powir ne of ther might, 
Hereaftir fhal! 1 tellin right 
The fothe and eke fignifiaunce, 
As ferre as I have remembraunce 
“All fhall be faied I undirtake 
Er‘of this boke an ende I make, 
Now come I to my tale againe ; 
But aldirfirt ¥ woll you faine 
“The fathion and the countenaunces 
Of alle the foike that on the daunce is. 
"The god of Love, jolife and light, 
Ladde on his honde a ladic bright, 
& 


Of high prife and of grete degre, 

This ladie callid was Beutie ; 

And an arowe of whiche I tolde 

Full well ythewid was fhe holde ; 

Ne the was derke ne broune, but brighy 

And clere as is the mone light, 

Again whom all the ferris femen 

But fall caudelis as we demen; 

Her flere was tendre’ as dewe of floure; 

Her chere was fimple’ as hirde in boure, 

As white as lilic® or rofe in rife; 

Her face was gentill and tretife 5 

Fetis fhe was, and {male to fe; 

No wintrid browis haddé the, 

Ne poppet here, for it nedid nought 

To windir her or to paint ought ; 

Her trefles yelowe, and long ftraughten, 

Unto her heles doune thei raughten; 

Her nofe, her mouthe, and eye, and cheke, 

Well wrought, and all the remnaunte eke ; 

Afull grete favour and a fote 

Me thoughtin in mine herte rote, 

As helpe me God, whan I remember 

Of the faffion of every member : 

In worlde is none fo faire a wight, 

For yong the was, and hewid bright 

Sore plefaunt, and fetis with all, 

And gent and in her middie fmall, 
Befide Beute yede Richeffe, 

And hight ladie of grete nobleffe, 

And grete of price in every place 5 

But who fo durft to her trefpace, 

Or till her folke, in werke or dede, 

He were ful hardie out of drede, 

For bothe fhe helpe and hindir maie ; 

Axd that is not of yefterdaie 

That riche folke havin full grete might 

To helpe and eke to greve a wight. 
The beft and gretift of valour 

Diddin Richeffe ful grete honour, 

And bufie werip her ca ferve, 

For that thei would her love deferve; 

‘Thei cleped her Ladie grete and {mally 

This wide worlde her dredith all, 

This worlde is all in her daungere ; 

Her courte hath many’ a lofingere, 

And many’ a traitour envious, 

‘That ben full bufie’ and curious 

For to dilpreifin and to blame 

That beft defervin love and name} 

To forae the folke "hem to begilen 

Thefe lofeugcours "hem prife and fmilen. 

And thus the worlde with worde anointen, 

Bot aftirward thei prill and poingten 

‘The folke right to the baré bone 

Behinde ther backe whan thei ben gonc, 

And foxle abatin folkis prife:  ~ 

Full many’ a worthie man and wife 

Han hindrid and idcen to die 

“Lhefe lofingeours with ther flatt’erie, 

And mekith folke full ftraungé be 

There as *hem ought to ben prive : 

Weill evill mot : thei thrive, 

And evill arived mote thei be, 
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‘Thefe lofingeours fall of envie; 

No gode man loveth ther companie. 
Richeffe a robe of purple’ on had, 

Ne trowe not that I lie or mad, 

in this world is none it liche, 

Ne by a thoutunde dele fo riche, 

Ne none fo faire, for it full wele 

With orfreis taied was every dele, 

And purtraied in the ribanlriges 

Of dukis fories and of kinges, 

And with a bend of golde tafliled, 

Aid knoppis fine of golde amiled : 

About her necke of gentle’ entaile 

Was thet the riché chevefaile, - 

In whiche there was full grete plente 

Of ftonis clere and faire to fe. 
Richeffe-a girdle had upon, 

The bokill of it was of fton 

Of vertue grete and mokil night, 

For who fo bare the ftone fo bright 

Of venim durft him nothing doubt 

While he the ftone had him about ; 

‘hat ftone was gretely for to love, 

And till a riche mann’is behove 

Worth all the golde in Rome and Frife ; 

‘The mourdaunt, wrought in noble Bile, 

Was of a fone full precious, 

‘That was fo tinc and vertuous 

‘That whole a man it couth ymake 

Of palfie and of the tothe ake, 

And yet the ftone had foche a grace 

‘That he was fikre’ in every place 

All thilké daie not blinde to ben 

‘That fatting might that fone fene ; 

‘The barris were of gold full fine, 

Upon a tiffue of fatin 5 

Full hevie, grete, and nothing tight, 

Tn everiche was a befaunt wight. 
Upon the trefis of Richefle 

Was fet a circle of nobleffe 

Of brende golde, that ful light yfhone, 

So faire trowe I was nevir none : 

But he were konning for the noneg 

That could devifin all the tones 

‘That in that circle thewin clere 5 

It is a wondir thing to here, 

For no man could or preife or geffe . 

Of *hem the value or richeffe,: 

Rubies there were, faphirs, ragounces, 

And emeraudes, more than two unccs, 

But all before full fubtilly 

A fine carboncle fet fawe L 

‘The flone fo clere was and fo bright, 

That all fo fone as it was nighe 

Men mightin fene to go for nede 

A mile or two in length and brede ; 

Soche light yfprang out of the ftone 

‘That Richefle wondir bright yfhone 

Bothe on her hedde and all her face, 

And cke about her all the place. 
Dame Richeffe on her honde gan lede 

A yoog man ful of feniclyhede 

That fhe bet loved of any thing ; 

His lug was moche in howthelding ; 








Tn clothing was he full fetife, 
And loved well to have hors of prife;- 
He wende to have reprovid be * 
Of theft or murder if that he 
Had in his fable an hackenaie, 
And therfore he defirid aie 
To ben aqueintid with Richeffe, 
For all his purpofe, as 1 fle, 
Was for to makin grete ditpence 
Withoutin warning or defence. 
And Richefle might iz well fullgin, 
And her difpences wele maintain,’ 
And him alwaie foche plentie fends 
Of golde and filvir for to fpende 
Withoutin lacking or daungere 
As it were pourde in a garnere. 
And aftir on the dauncé went 
Largeffey that fet all her entent 
For to ben honourable’ and fre: 
Of Alexander's kinne was the; 
Her mofté joie it was i-wis 
Whan that fhe yafe, and faied, Have thiss 
Not Avarice, the foule caitife, 
Was halfe to gripe fo ententife 
As Largeffe is to yeve and fpende, : 
And God alwaie inowe her fende ¢ 
So that the more fhe yave awaie 
The more i-wis the had alwaie. 
Grete loos hath Largeffe, and gtete prife, 
For bothe the wife folke and unwife 
Were wholy to her bandon bronghe, 
So well with yeftis hath the wrought. 
And if the had an enemie 
T trowe that the couth craftily 
Make him full fone her frende to be, 
So large of yeftes and wife was fhe; 
Therfore fhe ftode in Jove and grace 
Ofriche and pore in every place, 
A full grete fole is he i-wis 3 
That riche, and pore, and nigard is. 
A lorde maie have no manir vice 
That grevith more than avarice > 
For nigarde ner with firength of hande 
Maie winne him grete lordthipe or lande, 
For frendis all to fewe hath he 
‘To doen his will performid be; 
And whofo woll have frendis here 
He maie not holde hig trefour dere ; 
For by enfample tell I this, 
Right as an adamant i-wis 
Can drawin to him fubtily 
The iron that is laied therby, 
So drawith folkis hertes i-wis 
Silvir and golde that yevin is. 
Largeffe had on a robe freflie 
Of riché purpure farliaithe Brae be 
Well formid was her face ‘aiid élere, 
And opened had the*her colere, 
For the right there had ia Prefent 
Unto a lady thade prefent 
Of a gold brocke.ful wel ywrought, 
-And certis it miffate her nought, 
Forthroughher fmocke ywrought with fike 
Phe flee was fene as white as milke, 
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Largeffe, that worthy was and wife, 
Helde by the hogde a knight of prife 
"Was fibbe to Arthour of Breteigne, 


"And that was he that bare the’ enfeigne 


Of worfhip and the gonfannoun s 
And yet he is of fuche renoun 
“Ghat menne of him {ay faire thinges 


| Before barons, and erles, and kinges. 


° This knight was comin al newly 


* Fro tourneying there fafté hy, 


‘Where he had done grete chival 
"Through his vertue and his mai 
And for the love of his lemptan 
‘He cafte doune many 4 doughty man. 
And next him dauncid’ Dame Franchife, 
Arayid in fal noble gife : 
She n‘as tiot bronue fe donne of hewe, 
‘Put white as fnowe ifallin newe ; o 
Her nofe was wrought at point devife, 
For it was gentill and tretife; 





- ‘With eyin glad, and browis bent 5 


Her here doune to her helis went ; 
And the was fimple’ as dove on tre; 
Ful debonaire of hert was fhe. 

She durfté neither fay ne do 
But that that hir belongith to; 
And if a manne were in diftreffe, 
And for her love in hevineffe, 
Her hert would have full grete pite, 
She was fo amiable and fre; 
For were a manne for her beftadde 
She wouldé ben right fore a dradde 
"Phat the did ovir gret outrage ; 
But fhe him holpe his harme t’afwage - 
Her thought it all a vilanie 
And fhe had on a fuckiny 
‘That not of hempe herdis was, 
So faire was tion in all Arras; 
Lorde ! it was riddeled fetifly ; 


. There ne way not a point truely 


"That it n’as in his right affife : 

Ful wel iclothid was Fraunchife, 

For there nis no clothe fitteth bette 

On damofell than doth rokette; 

A woman wel more fetife is 

In sokette than in cote i-wis; 

‘The white rokette riddilid faire 

Betokenith that full debonaire 

And fwete was the that it ybere. 
By her dauncid a bachelere, 

Tcan not tell you what he hight, 

But faire he was and of gode hight, 

At had he ben, I faie no more, 

The lord’is-fonne of Windéfore. 
And next that dauncid Curtify, 

‘That preifed was of lowe and hie, 

For nethir proude ne fole was the ; 

Ghé for to daunce callid me; 


. I praie God give to her gode grace ! 


For whan I came firit to the place 
She n’as not wice ne outrageous, 

But wife and ware, and vertuous, 
Of faire fpeche, and of faire anfwere ; 
Was nevir wight miffaide of here ; 


She bare no rancour to'no wight ; 
Clere broune the was, and therto bright 
Of face, and body avenaunt ; 


| Twotte no lady fo plefaunt : 


She werin worthy for to bene 
An empereffe or crounid quene. 

And by her went a knight dauncing 
That worthy was and wel fpeking, 
And ful wel coude he don honour : 
The knight was faire and ftiffe in ftour, 
And in armure a femely man, 

And yel beloved of his lemman. 

Faire Idilneffe than nexte faugh I, 
‘That alway was me fafté by : 

Of her have I withoutin faile 
Tolde you the thape and appareile, 
For, (as I faid) lo! that was the 
That did to me fo grete beunte ; 
She me the gate of that gardin 
Undid, and let me paffin in, 

And aftir dauncid, as I geffe. 

And the fulfilled of luftineffé 
That n’as not. yet twelve yere of age, 
With herté wilde and thought volage 
Nice fhe. ywas, but fhe ne mente 
None harme ne fleight in her entente, 
But onely luite and jolite, 

(For yongé folke, wel wetin ye, 

Have litill thought but on ther play :) 
Her femman was befide alway 

In fuche a gife that he her kifte 

At alle timis that him lifte, 


‘| That al the dauncé might it fe; 


They make no force of privite, 

For who fpake of "hem ill or wele 
Thei were afhamid nere a dele, 

But men might fene *hem kiffe there 
As though it two yonge dovis were; 
For yonge was thilke bachilere, 

Of beute wot I non his pere, 

And he was right of fuche an age 
As youthe his lefe, and fuche corage, 

‘The lufty folke that dauncid there, 
And alfo’ othir that with them were, 
‘That werin all of ther meine, 

Ful hendé folke, both wife and fre,’ 
And folké of faige porte truely, 
There werin allé cominly. 

Whan I had fene the countenaunces 
Of them that laddin thus thefe daunces, 
Than had I will to go and fe 
The gardin that fo likid me, 

And Ickin on thefe faire laureres, 

On pine trees, cedres, oliveres. 

The dauncis than endid ywere, 

For many’ of "hem that dauncid there 
Were with ther lovis went away, 
Undir the trees to haye ther play. 


A lorde thei livid luftily ! 
A grete fole were he fikirly 
That n’olde his thankes fuche life to lede. 
For this dare I faine out of drede, 
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; That who fo might fo well yfare Fine ewe, popler, and lintlis faire, 

For bettir life durft hint not care, And othir trees full many’ a paire, 

For there n’is fo gode paradife } What fhould ¥ tell you more of it ? 

As to’ have a love at his devife. «| Ther ‘i 

Out oF that place went 1 tho, 

And in that gardin gan I go, 

Playing along full merily, > 

‘The god of Love full hattily 

Unto him Swete Loking yclept; 

No lengir would he that the kept 

His bowe of gold that fhone fo bright = 

He baddin him bent anon right, 
And he full foné fet an ende, 

And at a braide he gan it bende, 

And toke him of his arowes five 

Ful f®erpe and redy for to drive, 

Now God that fitteth in majefte 

Fro dedly woundis he kepe me 

If fo be that he had me thete, - 

For if I with his arowe mete 

Tt had me grevid fore i-wis; 

But J, that nothing witt of this, 

Wentap and doune ful many’ a waie, 

And he me folowed faft alwaie ; 

But no where would I refte me 

Til Thad in all the gardin be, 








Five fadome or fix; Dison 
But they were hie and gre alfo,. 

And for to kepe out wel the-fumme: 
The ctoppis were fo thicke ironne, * 
And every braunche in othir kaitte, 
And fal of grené levis fitee, 

That funné might there none difcende 
Left that the tendir graffis thende. 
There might men does and toes ife, 
And of f{quirels ful grete plénte 

From bow to how alwaie Jeping ; 
Connis there were alfo playing, 

That comin out of ther claper: 


OF fondry colours and 
And madin many’ & tourney ing: ‘Fi 
Upon the frethé graife épri ay. 
In placis fawe I wellis there 
In whiché there no freggis were, 
And faire in. thadowe was eche wel 5 
But I ne can the Raabe tel 
OF ftremis fmal that by. devife 
Mirth had done come thorough condife, 
OF whiche the watir in reming 
Gan makin a noife ful ae 
About the brinkis of thefe ‘wellis, 
- And by the ftremes ovir al ellis, 
Sprange up the le, as thicke ifet 
And foft eke as ely 
On which men might his Jemmen lay, 
As on 2 fethirbed to Fe cater 
For the erth was fal fofte and: farete ; 
Thorough the moifture of the Wel wete 
Sprong up the fore grené gras 
As faire, as thicke, as mifter-was $ 
But moche amended it the place 
‘That the rth was of fache @ grace 
That it of flouris hath plente 
That both in fomre’a nd wintir be, 
There fprange the violet al newe, 
And frethe pervinké riche of hewe, 
And flouris yelowe, white, and rede; 
Suche plente grewe there ner in mede : 
Fal gaie was al the gtounde and queint, 
And poudrid as mén pant int, 
With many' 2 frethe ani fondry floure; 
That caftin, up ful gode favone,- * 
I wol not longe hold you in fable 
OF al this gardin dilectablé,” > 
I mote my tonga finten nede, 
For Ine maie withontin drede 
Naught tellin yon the bentie all, 
Ne halfe the bounte, there withall, 
T went on right honde and on lefte 
About the place; it was not lefte 
Till I had all the gardin bene 
inthe eftris that men might fene, 












The gardin was by mefuring 

Right even’ and fquare in compafling t 

It as Jonge was as it was large ; 

‘Of fruite had every tre his charge 

But it were any hidous tre, 

Of whiche there werin two or thre, 
There were (and that’ wote I full wele) 

Of pomgranetts a full &rete dele, 

‘That is a frute ful wel to like, 

Namely to folke whan thei ben fikes 

. And trees there werin grete foifon 

‘That berin nuttes in ther fefon, 

Suche as inenne Nutemtggis ycall, 

‘That fote of favour ben withall, 

And of almandris grete plente, 

Figgis, and many a date tre, 

There werin, if that menne had nede, 

Through the gardin in length and brede, 
There was cke wexing many’ a {pice, 

As clowe, gilofre, and licorice, . 

Gingiber, and grein de Paris, 

Canell, and fetewale of pris, 

And many’ a {pice delitable 

‘To etin whan men rife fro table. 

And many homely trees there were 

‘That peches, coines, and apples, bere, 

Medlers, plommis, peris, chefteinis, 

Cherife, of whiche many one faine is, 

Notis, and aleis, and bolas, 

‘That for to fene it was folas, 

With many high laurer and pine, 

Was rengid clene all that Rardine 

With cipris, and with oliveris, 

Of which that nigh no plenty here is. 
‘Ther werin elmig rete and ftrong, 

Maplis, athe, oke, alpe, Planis long, 
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And thus while T went in my playe 
‘The god of Love me folowed aye, 
Right as an hunter can abide 
‘The befte till he feith his tide 
To fhote at godeneffe to the dere, 
‘Whan that him nedith go no nere. 

And fo befil I reftid me 
Befides a wel undir a tre, 

‘Whiche tre in Fraunce men cal a Pine, 
But fince the time of King Pepine _ 
Ne grewe there tre in mann’is fight 
So faire, ne fo wel woxe in hight; 
in all that yarde fo high waa none ¢ 
And fpringing in a marble ftone’ 
Had nature fet, the fothe to tell, 
Under that pine tre a well, 

Aird on the bordir al without 

‘Was written in the ftone about 
Letteris fmal, that faidin thus, 
Here whilome ftarfe faire Narciffuss 

Narciffus was a bachilcre 
‘That Love had caught in his daungere, 
And in his nette gan him fo ftrainc, 
And did him fo to wepe and plaine, 
‘That nede him mutt his life forgo 
For a fair lady hight Echo 
Him loved over any creture, 

And gan for him fuche paine endure, 
‘That on atitné the him tolde 

‘That ifhe her ne lovin wolde 

‘That her behovid nedis die ; 

There laie none othir remedie, 

But natheleffe for his beaute 
So feirs and dangerous was he, 

‘That he n’olde grauntin her afking 
For weping ne for faire praying. 

And when fhe herde him werne her fo 
She had in hert fo grete wo, 

And toke it in fo grete difpite, 
‘That fhe withoutin more refpite 
‘Was dede anon; but ere the diede 
_ Ful piteoufly to God the preide 
"That the proude hertid Narciffus, 
‘That was in love fo daungerous, 
Might on a day ben hampered fo 
For love, and bene fo hote for wo, 
‘That ner he might to joie attaine, 
‘Than fhould he fele in every vaine- 
‘What forow true loveris maken 
‘That ben villainoufly forfaken. 


‘This prayi was hut refonable, 
‘Therfore God helde it ferme and ftabie, 
For Narciffus, fhortly to tell, 

By aventure came to that, well 

‘Yo reft him in the fhadowing 

© day wher he came from hunting. 

"This Narciffus had fuffrid’ paines, 

-For reuning all dayin the plaines, 
And was for thurft in greate diftreffe 
Of herte, and of his werineffe, 

‘That had his brethe almo& benomen. 
Whan he was to that wel icomer, 


That thadowed was with braunchis grene- 
He thought of thilké watir fhene 

To drinke, and frefhe him wele withall, 
And doune on knees he gan to fall, 
And forth his necke and hed outfraught, 
To drinkin of that well a draught; 

And in the watre” anone was fene 

His nofe, his mouthe, his cyin, thene, 
And he therof was all abafhed, 

His owne thadowe had him betrafhed, 
For wel wende he the forme to fe 

Of a childe of full grete beaute : 

Full well couth Love him wreké tho 
Of daungir and of pride alfo 

‘That Narciffus fomtime him bere; 

He quite him well his guerdon there, 
For he mufid fo in the well: 

That fhortily, the fothe to tell; 

Hz lovid his owne fhadowe fo 

That at the lait he ftarfe for wo; 

For whan he fawe that he his will 
Might in no manir way fulfill, 

And that he wai fo fafté caught 

‘That he him couthé comfort naught, 
He loft his witte right in that place, 
And deide within a litill {pace 5 

And thus his warifon he toke 

For the lady that he forfoke. 

Ladies, I praie enfample taketh, 
Ye that ayenft your love miftaketh ; 
If of ther deth you be to wite 
Good can ful wel your wilé quite. 

Whan this letter, of whiche I tell, 
Had taught me that it was the well 
Of Narciffus in his beaute, 

I gan anon withdrawé me 

When it fell in my remembraunce 
‘That him betide fache a mifchaunce + 
But at the lafte than thoughtin I 
That feathéleffe full fickirly 

I might unto the wellé go, 

Wherof fhuil I abafhin fo ? 

Unto the welle than went 1 me, 
And doune I loutid for to fe 

The cleré watir in the ftone, 

And eke the gravel, whiche that fhone 


| Doune in th’ botom as filvir fine, 


For of the weélle this isthe fine, 

In world is none fo clere of hewe, 

The watre is ever frefh and newe, 
That welmith up with wavis bright 
The mountenaunce of two fingir hight. 
About it is the graffe fpringing 

For moifte fo thicke and weil liking 
‘That it ne may in wintir die 

No more than may the fee be dric. 


Doune at the botomte fet fawe T 
Two criftal ftoniscraftily, 

Tn thilké frefhe and fairé well; 

But o thinge fothly dare I tell 

That ye woll holde a grete mervaile 
Whan it is tolde witheutin faile, 
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Yer whan the funné cleré in fight 
Caft in that welle his bemis bright, 
And that the hete defcendid is, 

‘Than taketh the criftall ftone i-wis 
Againe the Sunne an kundrid hewis, 
Bictve, yelow, red, that freth aud new is, 
Yet hath the mervailous-crittall 7 
Suche firength that the place ovir ally 
Both foule and tre, and levis grene, 
And all the yerde, in it is fene : 
And for to dan you to’ undirftonde 
‘Vo make enfample wol I fonde 5 
Right as a mirrour opinly 

Shewith al thing that ftondeth thereby, 
As well the colour as figure, 
Withoutin any covirture, 

Right fo the criftall ftene fhining, 
Withoutin any difceving, 

‘The entrees af the yerde accufeth 
‘To him that in the watir mufeth,. 
For evir in whiche halfe ye be 

Ye may wele halfe the gardine fe, 
“Aud if ye turne ye may right wele 
Scne the rem naunt every dele, 

For there is none fo litil thing 

So hid ue clofin with fhiting 

‘That it wis fenc, as though ig were 
inted in the criftall there. 

‘This is the misrour perillus 

in whiche the proude Narciffus 

Sey al his fairé face fo bright 
, That made him fith to lie upright, 
For who fo loke in that mirrour 
‘There may nothing ben his facour 
‘Chat he ne thal there fe fomthing 
‘Vhat fhal him Iede into laughing : 
Rul many’ a worthy man hath it 
Yblent, for folke of yretift wit 

Ben fone ycaught here and ywaited ; 
Withouten refpite ben they baited : 
Here comith to folke of newe rage, 
Here chaungith many wight corage, 
Here lithe no rede ne witte therto, 
Yor Venus fonne, Dan Cupido, 

Hath fowin there of love the fede, 
‘That helpe ne lithe there non ne rede, 
So cerclith it the welle about; # 
His ginnis hath he {et without, 

Right for to catche in his panters 
"Thefe damofels and bachilers ; 

Love willnone othir birdis catche 
‘Vhough he fet cithir nette or tatche ; 
And for the fede that here was fowen 
‘his welle is cleped, as well is knowen, 
‘The Welle of Love of very right, 

Of whiche there heth ful many wight 
Spokin in bokis diverfely ; 

But thei fhul ner fo verily 

Diferipcion of the welle here, 

Ne eke the fothe of this matere, 

Asye fhul whan I have undo 

v fte that here belongith te, 




















Alway me likid for to dwell 
To fene the chriftali in the welly 
‘That thewid me ful opinly _ 
Athoufande thingis fafté by ; 
Bat 1 may faie in fory houre 
Stode I to lokin or to poure, 
For fithin I fore have yfikid 
That mirrourhath me now entriked ¢ 
But had I firft knowen itt my. wit 
The vertu and ftrengthis of it, 
I n’oldé not have mufid theres” 
Me had bettir ben ellis-where, 
For in the fnare } fell anone 
‘That had bitrefhid many one. 
In thilké mirrour fawe I tho,. 
Among a thoufande thingis mo, 
A rofir chargid ful of rofis, ie 
‘That with an hedge aboute enclofed is; 
‘Tho had I fuche lnft and envie, 
‘That for Paris ne for Pavie 
N’olde I have left to gone and fe 
There gretift hepe of rofis be. 
Whan 1} was with this rage yhente, se 
That caught hath many’ a. mao and fhentr, 
Towarde the rofir ganI go, ~ 
And whan I was not ferre there fro 
The fatour of the rofis fote 
Me {mote right to the herté rote, 
As Ehad all enbaumid me s. 
And if I n’ad endoutid me: 
To have ben hatid or affailed’ 
My thankis wol I not have failed. 
To pull a Rofe of althat route ~ 
Tobderin in mine honde aboute,, 
And fmellin to it where I went ; 
But er 1 dredde me to repent, 
And lefte it grevid or forthought 
The lorde that thilké gardin wrought, 
Of rofis there werin grete wone, 
So faire werin nevir in Rone ; 
OF knoppis clofe fome fawe | there, 
And fonie wel bettir woxin were, 
And fome there ben of othir moifon, 
That drowé nigh to ther fefon, . 
And fpedde "hem fafté for to {predde ; 
Hové wel fuche rofis redde, 
For brode rofis and open’ alfa 
Ben paffid in a daie or two, . 
But knoppis wollin frethé be 
Two daies at left or ellie thre : 
The knoppis gretely likid me, 
For fairir maie there no man fe; 
Who fo might havin one of all 
It ought him ben ful lefe withall : 
Might I garlonde of *hem getten 
For no richeffe 1 wolde it letten. 
Amonges the is ¥ chefe one 
So fairc, that of the remepaunt none 
Ne preife I halfe fo wel as it 
Whan I avifin in my wit ; 
Tt fo wel was enluminid 
With colour red, as well finid 


288 - THE ROMAUNT OF THE ROSE. 


As Nature couth it makin faire, ’ 
‘And it hath Jevis wel foure paire, 
"That Kind hath fet through his knowfng ; 
Aboute the redde rofis fpringing 
‘The ftalke ywas as rihé right, 

And theron ftode the knoppe upright, 
That'it ne bowed upon no fide; 

"The foté fell yfprong fo wide 

"That ir died al the place aboute : 
Whan I had {melled the favour fote 
No will had I fro thence yet go, 

But fomdele nere it went I tho 

To tuke it, but mine honde for drede 
Ne durft I to the Rofé bede 

For thifteles thgrpe of many maners, 
Netlis, thornis, and hokid briers, 

Fer muche they diftourblid me, 

For fore I dradde to harmid be. 


The god of Love, with owe ybent, 
"That al daie fet had his talent 

‘To purfue and to fpyin me, 

‘Was ftondin by a figge tre, 

And whan he fawé how that I 

‘Had chofin fo ententifely 

The bothum more unto my p2y 
"Than any othir that I fay, 

We toke an arowe fharpely whette, 
‘And in his bowe when it was fette 
He ftreight up to his ere ydrough 
"The flrongé bowe that was fo tough, 
‘And fhotte at me fo wondir {fmerte 
"That through mine eye unto mine herte 
"The takil fmote, and depe it wente, 
And therwith al fuch colde me hente 
‘That undir clothis warme and fofte 
Sin that day 1 kave chivered ofte. 

_ -Whan I was hurte thus in ftounde 
1 fell dount plat unto the grounde, 
‘Mine herte failid and faintid aie, 
And longé time in fwoune I laie; 
Bat whan I came out of {wouning, 
And hadde my witte and my feling, 
Twas all mato; and wende full wele 
Of blode ¢ have lorne a full grete dele, 
But certes th’ arowe that in me ftode 
Of me ne drewe no droppe of blode; 
For why? J founde my woundes all drie. 

‘Than toke I with mine hondis tweie 
‘The *arowe, and full fat it out plight, 
‘And in the pulling fore I fight ; 

So at the laft the fhaft of tre 

I drough out with the fethirs thre, 
But yct the hokid hedde i-wis, 
‘The whiche Beaute ycallid is, 

Gan fo depe in mine herté pace 
‘That Tit ne might not arace, 

But in mine herté ftill it ftode, 

All bledde 1 not a droppe of blode : 
I was bothe anguifhous and trouble 
For the perill that 1 fawe double ; 

I ne wift what to faie or doe, 

Ne get aleche my woundis to, 


For neither thorough graffe ne rote 
Nc had I helpe of hope ne bote, 

But to the bothum evir mo 

Mine herte drewe, for all my wo 

My thought was in none othir thing, 
For had it ben in my keping 

It would’ have brought my life again, 
For certis evenly, I dare fain, 

‘The fight onely and the favour 
Aleggid moche of my languor, 

‘Than gan I for to drawé me 
Toward the bothum fairc to fe, 

And Love had gette him in this throwe 
Ao othir arowe into’ his bowe, 

And for to fhotin gan him dreffe; ; 
The arowes name was Simpleneffe : 
And whan that Love gan nigh me nere 
He drowe it up withoutin were, 

And fhote at me with all his might, 

So that this arowe anone right 
Throughout mine eigh, as it was founde, 
Into mine herte hath made a wounde : 
Than } anone did all my craft 

For to ydrawin out :he thaft, 

And therewithall I fighid eft ; 

But in mine hert the hedde was left, 
Whiche aie encrefid my defire; 

Unto the bothum drewe I nere, 

And evirmo that me was wo 

The more defire had I to go 

Unto the rofir, where that grewe 

The frefhe bothom fo bright of hewe: 
Bettir me were to’ have lettin be, , 
But it behovid nedis me 

‘To doen right as mine hert? badde, 
For er the body muft be ladde 

Aftir the herte in wele and wo, 

Of force togithir thei muft go ;. 

But nevir this archir would fine 

To fhote at me with all his pine, 

And forto make me to him mete. 

The thirde arowe he gan to fhete, 
Whan beft his time he might efpie, 
‘The whiche was namid Curtifie, 

Into mine herte he did avale : , 

A fwoune 1 fell bothe dedde and pale; 
Long time I laie, and ftirid nought 
Till Tabraied out of my thought, 

And fafte than I avilid me 

‘To drawin out the fhaft of tre; 

But aye the hedde was lefte behinde 
For ought J couthé pull or winde; 

So fore it fticked whan I was hit 

‘That by no crafte I might it flit, 

But anguifhous and full of thought 

I felt foche wo my wounde aie wrought, 
‘That fomoned me alwaie to go 
Toward the Rofe that plefed me fo; 
But Ine durft in no manere, 

Becaufe the afchir was fo nere. 

For evirmore gladly’, as i rede, 
Brent child of fire hath mochil drede : 
And certis yet for all my pein 
Though that I figh, yet arowis rein, 
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Atd ground quarelis, fharpe of fel-, 
Ne for no pain that 1 might fele, : 
Yet might { not my felf with hold 
The faire rofir te behold, 
For Love me yave foche hardiment 
Egr to fulfill his commainderent 5 - 
Upon my fete I rofe up than 
Teble as a forwounded man; . . 
And forthe to gor my might I fet, 
And for the archir n’olde F let = 
‘Toward the rofi¢ fat I drowe, 
But thornis fharpe mo than inow 
"There were, and alfo thiftles thicke, 
and breris brimmé for to pricke, 
"hat Ine might ygettin grace 
‘Through the rough thornis for to pace 
‘fofene the rofis frefhe of hewe ; 
I mutt abide though it me rewe = 
‘The hedge about fo thicke was, 
‘That clofed the rofis in compas. 

But o thing likid me right wele, 
1 was fo nigh that I might fele 
Of the bothom the fote adour, 
And alfo fe the frethe coloure, 
And that right gretely kid me 
"that I fo neve mightin it fe 3 
Soche joie anon thefcof had f 
‘That { forgate my malady ; 
‘To fene it I had foche delite 
Of woe and angre’ I was all quite, 
And of my woundes that 1 had thore, 
For nothing likin me might more 
‘Than dwellin by the rofir aie, 
And thens nevir to pafle awaie + 
But whan a while I had be thare 
‘The god of Love, whiché all to thare 
Mine herte with his arowis kene, 
Cafteth him to yeve me woundis grene 5 
He fhote at me full hattily 
An arowe namid Companie, 
‘The whiché takil is full able 
‘To make thefe ladies merciable ; 
‘Than I anon gan chaungin hewe 
For grevaunce of my woundé newe, 
‘That J again fell in fwouning, 
And fighid fore in complaining. 

Sore I complained that my fore | 
On me gan grevin more and more; 
Thad none hope of allegiance, 

So nigh I drowe to difperaunce ; 
Ine nought of deth.ne of life, 
Whethir that Love ywould me drife ; 
If me a martir wold he make 
T might his powir not forfiike : 
And while for angir thus f woke 
The god of Love and arowe toke 
Full fharp it was and full poinaunt, 
And it was callid Faire Semblaunt, 
‘The whiche in no wife would confent 
‘That any lover him repent 
To ferve his love with herte and all 
For any perill that maie fall : 
But though this arowe was kene grounde 
As any rafor that is founds 

Vou. I. 





‘To catte and kervin at the point, 
The god of Love it had:-anoint 

With a full precious ointment, 
Some dele to yeve clegement 

‘Upon the woundis that he hgde 
’Fbosough the eye in my herte made, 
‘o-helpe her fpris and to cure, 


|| And that chai rigs the bette indure ; 


ispout more 






But aie the ointment ™ a 
‘Throughout my woundis large-and wide: 
It fprede about in every fide, aS. Gees 
Thorough whofe vertue and whofe might 
Mine herté joifull was and light; 
Thad ben dedde.and all to fhent 
But for the precieus ointments 
“Lhe thafe I drowe out of the arowe, 
Roking for wo right wondir narowe, 
But thehedde,whichethatmade mefmerte, 
I left behinde in mine herte 
With othir fower,f dare well faie, 
‘That nevit woll be toke awaie; 
But the ointment me aeele, 
And yet foche forowe did J fele, 
Tha allé daie I chaungid hewe 
Of my woundis fo frethe and newe, 
As men might fe in my vifage : 
‘The arowes were fo full of rage, 
So variaunt of diverfite, — ” 
That men in evériche might fe 
Both grete anoie and cke fwetnefle ¢ 
And joie ymeint with bittirneffe : 
Now were thei efy aud now wode; 
In them I felt bothe harme and gode; 
ice fore without alleggément, 

low foftining with the ointment ; 
¥ foftenid here and prickid there ;° 
‘Thus efe and angir were yfero. 








The god of Love delivirly 

Came lepande ta me-hattily; 

And fayid to me in grete jape, 
Yelde the, for thou maie nt efcapey 
Maile no defence availe the here, 
“Therfore I rede make no daungere > 
If thou wolt yelde the haftily 

‘Thou fhalt the rathir have mercie; | 
He is a folein fkernefle * 
‘That with daungir or with foutneffe 
Rebellith there that he fhould plefe 5 
In foche folie is litile efes oe 
Be meke where thou mutt ngdis howe; 
‘To ftrive ayen is not thy. 
Come at onis, < 
For I wollé thatarbe fos 

Than yelde the here debonairly. 
And I anfwerid full humbly, 

All gladly, Sir, at your hidding 
IT woll me yelde in all thing : 
To your fervice I woll me take, 





| For Ged defende shat fhould make 
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Ayen your bidding refiftence : 

I woll net doen fo grete offence, 

For ff I did it-were no fkill.; s 
Ye maie do with me what: ye will,: 
Or fave or fpill, and alfo flo ¢ 

Fro you in no wife may Igo; 

My life, my dcth, is in your honde, 
Fimuie not lafte out of your bonde 5 
Plaine at your lifte I yeldé me, 
Hoping in hert that fomtime ye 
Comforte and efe Mhuld to me fendey 

Or els fhortly, this is the ende, 
‘Withoutia helth kmote aie dure ; 

But if ye take me to your cases: 

Comforte or helth how thal have, 

Sithe ye mc hurtepbut ye may fave? 
"The helth of Love mfote be yfounde 
‘Where as thei tokin firft the wounde 5 
And if ye lifte of me to make 

Your prifoner, | woll it take 

Of herte and will fully at gre: 
‘Wholy and plaine I yeldé-me 
Withoutin feining or feintife. 

‘To be governed by you emprife : 

Of you I here {6 mochil prife 

1 wol ben whole at your devife 

For to fulfill all your liking, 
Andtorepentin for nothing, 
Hoping td have yet in fome tide 
Mercy of that that I abide + 

And with that covenaunt yelde I me, 
Anon doune kneling on my kne, 
Profiring for to kiffe his fete, 

But for nothing he would me Ivte ; 

And faid, I love the both and preife, 

Sens that thine anfwere doth me.efc, 
For thou anfwered fo curtifly; 

For nowe I wote well uttirty 

"That thou art gentil by thy fpeche, 
For though a man ferre woulde feche, 
He fhould not findin in certaine 

No fuche anfwere of no vilaine, 

For fuch a worde ne mighté fought 
Iffue out of a vilaines thought : 
‘Thou halt not lefin of thy fpechc, 
For thy helping willin Teche 

And eke encrefin that T maie ; 

But firt 1 woll that thou obaie 

Folly for thine own avauntage 
Anone to do me here homage, 

And fithin kiffe thou fhalt my mouthe, 
Whiche to no vilaine was ner couthe 
For to” aproche it ne for to touche ; 
For faufe of cherlis ¥ ne vouche 
‘That thei thal nevir neigh it.nere 5 
For curteis and of faire manere, 

‘Wel taught and fal of gentilneffey 

He mnft yben that fhall me kiffe, 
And alfo of ful highe fraunchife 
‘That thal attcine to that emprife. 

And firft of o thing warne I the, 

‘That paine and gret adverfite 

He mote endure, and eke travaile, - 
'¥hat thal me ferve withoutin faile ; 


But there againft the to comforte, 
And with thy fervice to difporte,. 
‘Thou maift ful glad and joyful be: 
So gode a maifter to’ have as me, 
And lerd? of fo high renoun; 

T bere of Love the gonfenown,. 
And of Curtifie the banere, 

For I am of felfe the manere, 


°Gentill and curteis, meke and fre, 


That who evir ententife be 

Me to honour, re-donte, and ferve, 

Add alfo that he hint obferve 

Fro trefpace and fro villanie, 

‘And him governe in curtifie, 

With will and with entencion 5 

For when he firit in my prifon 

3s caught, than mutt be uttirly 

Fro thennis-forth ful befily 

Ycaft him gentill for te be, 

Yf he defire helpe ofme. » - 
Anone withoutin more delaie, 

Withoutin daungir or affraie, 


} I become his vaffal anone, 


And gave him thankes many a one, 
And knelid doune with hrondis joint, 
And made it in my porte full queint + 
The joye went'to my hert’is rote , 
Whan I had kiffed his mouthe fo fote; 
Thad fuche mirth and fuch liking 
It curid nte of languishing. 
He afked of me than hoftages ; 
T have takin fele homages 
Of one and othir where I have bene, 
Diftreinid ofte withoutin-wene = 
Thefe felons ful of falfite 
Have many fithes begilid me, 
And through falthed ther luft achived,. 
Wherof I repent and am greved : 
And I "hem gettecin my daumgere 
Ther faliheed fhul thei bie ful dere; 
But for I love the’ I faie the plaine 
I wolbof the be more certaine,. 
For the fore I will now ybinde 
That thou away ne shalt not winde 
For to denien thy covenant’ 
Or done that is not avenaunt > 
That thou were falfe it wer grete ruth, 
Sithe thou femift fo ful of truth. 

Sir, if the lifte to underftaunde 
T merveile the’ asking this demaunde : 
For why or wherfore fhouldé ye ~ 
Hoftage or borowes afke of me, 
Or any othir fikirneffe, 
Sithin ye wote in fothfaftneffe 
That ye me have furprifid fo, 
And whole mine herte takin me fro, 


’ Phat it well doe for me nothing 


But if it be at your bidding? 

Mine hert isyours, and mine right nought, 
As it behoveth, in dede and thought, 
Redy in all to worche your will, 
Whethir fo tourne to gode or ill; 

So fore it Inftith you to plefe 

No man therof maic you difefe 
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Ye have theron fet foche juftice 
That it’is werried in mang wife ; 
And if ye doubt in n’olde obaie. 
Ye maie therof do make a kaie 
And hold it with you for hoftage, 
% Now, certis, this is none outrs 
uod Lovg) and fully I accerda, 
see the body" he is full Ipnde 
“Chat hath the herte in his trefonej 
Outrage it were to afleim inore. 


Than of his aumener he drough 

A little keie fetife inough, 

Whiche was of gold polithed clere, 
And faied to me, With this keie here 
Thine herte to me now woll I fhet, 
For all thy joifull foke and knet 
Tbinde undir this little keie, 

That no wight maie cary awaie. 

‘This keie is full of grete poltd; 
‘With whiche anone he touchid me 
Undir the fide full foftily, 

"That he mine hert? fodainly 
‘Without any doute hath fo {pered 
That yet right noaght it hath me deted 

Whan he bad doin his will all out, 

AndI had put him out of dout, 
Sir, 1 faied, I have right grete will 
Your luft and plefure to fulfill, 
Loke ye my fervice take at gre 
By thilke faith ye owe to me; 
1 faic nought for recreaundife, 
For I nought doubt of your fervice. 

But this fervaunt travaileth in vain 
‘That for the fervin doeth his pain . 
Unto that lorde which in no wife 
Conne him no thanke for hiafervice, 


Love fayid tho, Difmaie the nought + 

Bithe thou for fuccour-haft me fought 

In thanke thy fervice woll 1 take, 

And high of degre woll the mak 

If Wickedneffe ne hindir the, 

But (as | hope) it fhall nought be; 

‘To worfhip no wight by’ aventure. 

Maie come butthat he pain endure. 
Abide and fuffre thy diftreffe 

‘That hurtith now; it thall be leffe: 

I wote my felf what maie the fave, 

‘What medicine thou wouldift have. 
And if thy truth to me thou kepe 

J fhall unto thine helping eke, 

‘To‘cure thy woundesand make’hem clene, 

Where fo that thei be old or grene; 

‘Thou fhalt be holpen’, at wordis few, 

For certzinly thou thalt welt thewe 

Where that theu fervit with gode will, 

For to acomplithe and fulfill 

My commaundementis daie and night, 

Whiche 1 to lovirs ysve of right, 







-Ah Sir! for Godd’is love (faied 1) ~ 
Er ye paffe hens ententifely 


.| Your commaundementes to she faie, 


And T thall kepe *hem if 1 maie, . 
For therh to kepen’is all my thought ; 


| And if fo be 1 wote’*hem nought 


‘Than maie1 ere unwittingly; 

Wherefor I praie you entirly 

With all mine herte-tne for to lere, 

That I tretpace im: sa-tanere. y 
The god of Leve thar charg: id ma 

Anon, = ye fall here and fe... - 

Wordé by worde, by right estpitiey 

Soas The Romaunt hall devife, 
The maiftir leith time to Jere 

Whan the difciple wolk not here ; 

It is but vain on him to fwinke 

That on his lerning woll not thinke : 

Who fo luft love let him intende, 

Fornow The Romance ginneth to’ amendes 
Now is gode to herin in faie, 

If any be that can it faie, 

And poing it as the refon is 

Yiet, for othir gate i-wie “ 

Tt thall nat well in alle whinge << 

Be brought ta gode underRandings 

Fos a reder that poindtith ill 

A gode fentence maie o:tin fy ill, 

The boke is gode at the ending, 

Ymade of newe and luftie thing, 

For who fo woil the ending here 

The craft of Love he fhall now lere, 

If that he woll fo long abide 

Till I this Romaunce maie anhide, 

And undoe the fignifiaunce 

Of this dremé into Romaunce : 

“The fothfaftneffe that new is hid 

Without coverture fhall be kid 

‘Whan I undoen have this dreming, 

Wherein no worde is of idling. : : 


Villanie at the béginning 

I woll, faied Love, ovir‘all thing 

Thou leve, if that thou wolt ybe 

Falfe, and trefpace ayenift me : 

Icurfe and blame generally 

All them that lovin villanie, 

For villanie makith villaine, 

And by his dedes a chorle is feine. 
Thefe villains arne without pite, 

Frendfhip and love, and all bounte 4: 

In’ill receive to my fervice aa 

Them that beu vilains of emprifis >" 
But undirftonde in thise entent* 

That this is not mise‘enttpdement 

To clepin no wight in te-age’ 

Ouely gentill fortis thiexe, 

But who fo that is-vertuons, 

And in his port not cutragious 

Whan foche one thou feeft the beforne, 

Though he be not gentill yborne, 
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Thou mayitt well feine this in foth 
‘That he is gentill, bicaufe he doth 
As longith to a gentil man; 

Of them none othir deme I can, 
For certainly withouten drede 

A chorle is demid by his dede~ 

Or hie or lowe, as ye maie fe, 

Or of what kinrid that he be; 

Ne faie nought for non evill will 
Thing which that isto holdin ftill : 
It is no worthip to miffeie, 

‘Thou maieft, enfample take of Keie, 
‘That was fomtime for miflaying 
Yhatid bothe of old and yong : 

As ferre as Gawein the worthie 
‘Was praifid for his curtifie 

Kaie was hatid, for he was fell, 

“Of worde difpitous and crucil ; 

., Wherefore be wife and aqueintable, 
Godelic-of worde, and refonable, 
Bothé to leffe and eke to mare ; 
And whan thou comift there men are 
Loke that thou have in cuftome aie 

’ Firft to falue hem if thou maic; 
And if it fall that of "hem fomme 
Salue, the firft, be thou not domunc, 
But quite him curtifly anon, 
‘Without abiding, er thei gon, 

For nothing eke thy tong applic 
To fpekin wordes of ribaudrie 
To vilaine fpeche in no degre 
Late not thy lippe unboundin, be, 
For I nought holde him in gude faith 
Curteis that fould wordis faith 
And allé women ferve and preife, 
And to thy power there honour reife ; 
And if that any miflayrre 
Difpife women that thou maift here, 

. Blame him, and bidde him holde him fill; 
And fette thy might and al thy will 
‘Women and ladies for to plefe, 

And to do thing that mayhem efe, 
That thei evir fpeke gode of the, 
Yor fo thou maiét beft praifid be. 
Loke that fro pridethou kepe the welc, 
For thou maift both perceive and. fele 
That pride is both foly and finne ; 
And he that pride hath him within 
Ne may his herté in no wife 
Mekin, ne fouplin to fervice, 
For pride is founde in every parte, 
Contrarie unto Lov'is arte ; 
And he that lovith truily 
Should him conteiné jolily 
Withouten pride in fondry wife, 
And him difguifin in queintice ; 
For queinte aray, withoutin drede, 
Ts nothin proude, who takith hede, 
For Frefhe aray, as men may fe, 
Withouten pride may oftin be. 
Maintaine thy felfe aftir thy rent 

Of rob’ and eke of garment, 
For many a fithe faire clothing 

~ A man amendinh ia muche thinge, 
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And loke alway that thei be fhape 
(What garment that thou fhalt the make} 
Of him that can the beft ydo, 

‘With al that parteinith therto, 

Pointis and fleves be we} fittande- 

Ful right and ftreight upon the hande : 
Of fhone and botis newe and faire _ 
Loke at the left thou have a paire, 
And that thei fitte fo fetoufly 
‘That thefe rude men may uttirly 
Mervaile, fith that thei fitte fo plaine, 
How thei come on or of againe : 
Were ftreighté glovis, with aumere 
Of filke: and alway with gode chere 
‘Thou yeve, if that thou have richeffe, 
and if thou have nought fperide theleffe 
Alway be mery if thou maie, 

Bue wafté not thy god alwaie; 

Have hatte of flouris frefhe as May, 
Chapeict of rofis of Whitfondaie. 

For foche araie coftnith but lite ; 
‘Thine hondiswathe, thy tethe make white, 
And let no filthe upon the be: 

‘Thy nails blacke if thou maieft fe 
Voide it awaie deliviry ; 

And kembe thine hedde right jolily: 
Farce not thy vifage in no wife, 

For that of Love is gat th” emprife, 
For Love doeth hatin, as I finde, 

A beautie that cometh nat of kinde : 
Alwaie in herte Uredé the 

Ful glad and mery for to be, 

And be as joyful! as thou can ; 

Love hath no joie of forowfull man, 
‘That ill is full ofcurtifie, 

That knéwith in his maladie 

For evir of love the fickencffe 

1s meint with f{wete and bittirneffe, 
‘The fore of love is mervailous, 

For now the lovir is joious, 

Now can he plain, now can he grone, 
Now can he finge, now makin mone ; 
‘To daic he plaineth for hevineffe, 

‘To morue’ he plaineth for jolineffe. 
The life of love is full contrarie, 
Whiche ftoundé mele can oftin varie; 
But if thou canift mirthis make 

‘That men in gre woll gladly take 

Do it godely, 1 commaunde the ; 

For men fhuld, where fo er thei be, 
Doe thing that "hem befittaig is, 

For therof cometh gode loos and pris; 
Whereof that thou be vertuous 

Ne be nat ftraunge ne daungerous ; 
For if that thou gode ridir be 

Prickle glady that men maie the fe + 
In armis alfo ifthou conne 

Purfie till thou a name haft wornc.: 
And if thy voice be faire and clere 
‘Thou fhalt makin ne grete daungere ; 
Whan the to fing thei godely praie 

It isthy worthip for to’ obaic;~ 
Allo to you it longith aie 

To harpe and giterne, dzunce and plaics 


pee 


Sigs tush). sase:nipann an ee wa) agit art 


Ee ee ae ae ee ee Pee Te ee ee ee 


ee ae aCe SO, EN ne Bay TO 


ave. 


an es 


THE ROMAUNT GF THE ROSE. 


‘sc ii he can well fote and daunce _ 
it maic him gretely doe avgunce, 
Emong eke for thy ladie fake , 
Songis and complaintes that thou make, 
For that woll mevin in her herte 
“Shan that thei redin of thy {meste : 
il tha; man for farce the holde, 
“For that maic greve the manifolde ; 
Refon woll that a lovir be 
In his yeftis more large and fte 
-'Uhan chorles that ben not of loving ; 
For who therof can any thing 
He fhall be lefe aie for to yeve, 
In londis lore who fo would leve, 
Yor he that through a fodain fight 
Or for a kiffing anon right, 
Yave whole his herte in will and thought, 
‘And to hinvfelf kepith right nought, 
Aftir this fwift gift "tis but reafon 
He give his gode too in a bandon, 





Xow woli I thortly here reherce 
Of that I have yfiied in verce 
All: the fentence by and by 
In wordis fewe compendioully, 
{Phat thou the bet maieft on ’hem thinke 
‘Wher fo it be thou wake or winke, 
¥or the wordis do little greve 
A man to kepe whan thei be breve. 
Who fo with Love woll gon or ride 
He mote be curteis, voide of pride, 
Merie, and full of jolite, 
And of Jargeffe a lofid be. 
Firit } joigne the here in penaunce 
That evir without repentaunce 
‘Yhou fet thy thought in thy loving _ 
‘Yo laft withoutin repenting, 
And think upon thy mirthis fwete 
“That fhall folue’ aftir whan ye mete. 
And for thou true to Love fhalt be 
Twill and cke commaundé the 
‘That in one place thou fet all whole 
‘Thine herte, withdtitin halfin dole, 
For trecherie and fikirnefle, 
For I loved nevir doubleneffe. 
“fo many’ his herte that woll depart 
Everiche fhall have but little part, 
But of him drede I me right nought 
‘That in one place fettith his thought ; 
‘Therefore in o place thou it fet, 
And let it nevir thennis flet, 
For if thou yeveft it in lening 
¥holde it but a wretchid thing; 
“Lherfore yevith it whole and quitc, 
And thou fhalt have the more merite : 
Uf it be lent than aftir foen 
‘The bounté and the thanke is deen ; 
But in love a fre ycvin thing 
Requirith a grete guerdoning. 
Yeve it in yeft all quite fuily, 
And make thy gift debonairly, 
_For men that yeft holdin more dere 
‘That yevin is with gladfome chere, 





_ ‘That gift? nought to praifin is 

That a man gevith mal gre his. 

Whan thou haft yeven thine hert (as 1 

Have faid the here all opinly) 

‘Than aventuris fhull the fall 

Whiche hard ‘and hevy ben with all; 

For ofte whan thou bethinkeft the 

Of thy loving, where fo thou be, 

Fro folke thou muff depart in hie, 

That none perceive thy maladie, 

But hide thine harme thou muft alone 

And go forth fole and make thy mone. 

‘Thou {halt no while be in o flate, 

But whilom colde and whilom hate, 

Now red as rofe, now yelowe’ and fade : 

Such forow I trow thou ner had; 

Cotidien ne the quarteine 

It is not half fo full of peine ; 

For oftin timis it fhal fal 

In love, amdng thy painis al, 

That thon thy felfin all wholly 

Foryettin fhalt fo uttirly ~ 

That many timis thou thalt be 

Still as an image made of tre, : 

Domme as a ftoné, without Reripg” 

‘OF fote or honde, without fpeking. 
*And than fone aftir al thy painc 

To memo’rie fhalt thou come'againc, 

A man abathid wondir fore, 

And aftir fighin more and nrore ; 

For wit thou wele withoutin wene 

In fuche a ftate ful ofte have bene 

‘That have the’ evill of love affaide, 

Where thorough thou art fo difmaide, 


Aftir a thought fhal take the fo 
That thy love is to ferre the fro, 
‘Thou fhalt fa (God) what may this be 
‘Phat I ne may my lady fe? - 
Mine hert alone is to her go, 
And I abide. at fole in wo, 
Departid fro mine owné thought, 
And with mine eyin fe right nought, 
Alas! mine cien fene I ne may 
My carefull herté to convay ; 
Mine hervis guidé but thei be 
I praife nothing what er thei fe; 
Shul thei abidin than? why, nay, 
But gone and fe without delay 
‘That whiche mine hert defirith fo, 
For certainly but if thei go 
I fole my feHfe 1 may well holde’ < ~ 
Whan I ne fe what mine hert wokde- 
Wherfore I wol gone her to ‘Tene, 
Or efid fhall I nevir bene: “* 
But that I have fome tokining. 

Than goft-thon forth without dwelling 
But ofte thou faileft of thy defire 
Er thou maieft come her any nere, 
And waiftift in vaine thy paffage ; 
Than falift chou in a newe rage; 
For want of fight thou ginnift marne, 
And homwarde penfife doft retutne. 
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In grete mifchefe than fhalt thou be, 
For than againe fhal come to the 
Sighis and plaintis, with newe wo, 
‘That no itching prickith the fo; 
‘Who wote it ought he maie go lere 
Of them that buyin love fo dere. 

No thing thinc hert ‘appefin maie, 
‘That oft thou wolt gone and affaie 
Hthou maift fence by ave:ture 
Thy liv'is joye, thine heri'is core; 

So that by grace if that thou might 
Attaine of her to have a fight 

‘Than thalt thou done non othir dede 
But with that fight thine eyin fede. 
That faire frefhe whan thou maift fe 
‘Thine hert thal fo ravifhid be 

‘That uer thou woldeft thy thankis lete, 
We remove for to fe thar fwvete : 

'The more tou feeft, in fothfaftneffe, 
‘The more thou covitett that fwe neffe 
. "The more thine herte hrennith in fire 
The more thine herte is in delire, 

For who confidritn every dele, 

Tt may he likened wondir wele 

‘The paine of love unto afere, 

For evirmore thou neighift nere 

“In thought, or how fo that it be, 

(For very fothe I tel it the) 

‘The hotter evir thalt thou brenne, 

As experience fhall the kenne ; 

Where fo comift in any cofte 

Who is next fire he brennith motte : 
And yet forfothe for al thine hete, 
‘Though thou for lavé fwelte and fwete, 
Ne for no thing thou felin may, 

Thou fhalt not wille to palle away; 
And though thou go, yet muft the nede 
Thinkin al day on her faire hede 
Whom thou behelde with £0 gode will, 
And bolde thy felfe begilid ill 

‘That thou ne haddef nene hardiment 

~ To thewe her aught of thine entent; 

‘Thine her: ful fore chou wolt difpife, 
And eke repreve of cowardife, 

‘That thou fo dull in every thing 

Were domme for drede without fpeking. 

Thou thalt eke thinke thou diddeft foly 
‘That thou were her fo faftc bie 
And durl not venture the to fay 
Some thing er that thou came away, 
For thou haddift no mor: wonne 
To {peke of her whan thou begonne ; 
But yet if the would for thy fake 
in armis godely the have take, 

It thould have be more worthe to the 
Than of trefour a grete-plente. 

Thysfhaltthoumorne and eke complaine, 
And get enchefon t’o gon againe 
Unto thy walke or to thy place 
Where thon behelde her ficthly face ; 
And n’ere for falfe fulpection 
‘Thou woldiit finde occafion 
For to gone in unto her houfe 
‘Fhou arné than fo defiroys 
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‘A fight of her bat for to have, 

Hf thou thine honour mightift fave, 
Orany erande mightift make, ~ 
Thidir for thy lov’is fuke, 

Ful faine chou woldift, but for drede 
‘Thou gueft not, left that men take hede; 
Wherfore I rede in thy going, is 
And alfo' in thine again comming, 
Thou be wel ware that men ne wit; 
Feiné the othir caufé than it 

To go that waie, or fate bie; 

To helin wel is no folie; 

And if fo be it happe tlie 

‘That thou thy love there maiftie yfe, 

In fikir wife thou her falewe, 
Wherwith thy coloure woll tranfmewe, 
And eke thy bloud thal al 16 quake, 
‘Thy hewe cke chaungin far her fake, 
But worde and wit, with chere ful pale, 
Shul want for to tellin thy tale ; 

And if thou maift fo ferforth winne 
‘That thou to refon durft beginne, 

And woldift faine thre thinges or mo, 
‘Thou halt ful fcarfly faine the two; 
Though thou bethinke the ner fo wele 
‘Thou fhalt foryetin yet fomdele. 


But if thou dele with trechery, 

For falfe lovirs mowe all fully 

Sain what *hem luft withoutin dred, 
Thei be fo double’ in ther falfhed, 
For thei in hert can thinke o thing 
And faine an othre? in ther fpeking : 
And whan thy {peche is endid all 
Right thus to the it thal befall ; 

If any worde-than come to minde 
That.thou to fay haft left behinde, 
Than thou fhalt brenne in grete martire, 
For thou fhalt brenne as any fire : 
‘This is the ftrife and eke the’ affraie, 
And the bacill, that laftith aie : 
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- This bargaine ende may nevir,take 


But if that the thy pece wil make. 
And whan the night is come anon 
A thoafande angres fhal come on: 
To bed as faft thou wolte the dight, 
Where thou fhalt have but fmal delight, 
For whan thou wenift for to fcpe 
So ful of painé fhalt thou crepe, 
Sterte in thy bed about ful wide, 
And turne ful ofte on every fide, 
Now dounward groufe, and now upright, 
And walow in wo the long night : 
‘Thine armis fhalt thou fpredé a brede 
As man in warre were fortverede ; 
‘Than fhal the come a remembraunce 
Of her thape and of her femblaunce, 
Wherto none othir may be pere : 
And wete thou wel withoutin were 
‘Vhat the fhal fe fomtime that night 
That thou haft her that is fo brighg 
Nakid bitwene thine armis there, 
Al fothfafteefe as though it were : 
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‘hou fhalt mike caftels than in Spaine, 
‘And drepie of joy al but in vaine, 
“And the delitin of right nought 
While thou fo flombrift in that thought 
‘Shat is fo fete and delitable, 
whiche in tothe n’is but a fable, 
wil no whil: laft : ‘i 
n fhalt thou fighe and wepé fatt, 
And fay,.Dere God! what thing is this? 
My dreme is turnid al amis 
+ Whiche was fal fwete and-apparent, 
But now I wake it isal fhent ; 
Now yede this mery thought away 5 
“'wenty tins upon a day 
J would this thought would come againe, 
For it alegith wel my paine 5 
It maketh me ful of joyfull thought 5 
It flecth me that it Jaftith nought : 
Ah Lorde! whi nil ye me focoure? 
‘The joye I trowe thar { langoure, 
‘Che deth I would me fhouldé flo 
While I lie in her armis two ; 
Mine harme is harde withoutin wene, 
My gret uncfe ful ofte I mene, 









But would: Love do fo I might 
Have fully joye of her fo bright 
My paine were quirte me richily. 
Alas! to gret a thing atke (; 

It is but foly’ and wrong wening 
"To afke fo outrageous a thing, 

And who fo afkith folily * 

He mote be warnid hantily ; 

And Ine wote what I may fay, 

lam fo ferre out of the way, 

For I would have ful grete liking 
And ful grete joy of laffe thing 5 
For would fhe of her gentilnefic 
Withoutin more me onis kefle, 

it were te me a grete guerdon, 
Relefe of all my paflion: 

But it is harde to come therto; 

Alis but foly that I do; 

So highe I have mine hert: fette 
Where that I may no comfort gette: 
1n’ote wher [ fay well or nought; 
- But this1 wote well in my thought, 
‘That it were bette of her alone 

For to ftintin my wo and. mone : 

A Joke on her I caft godely 

‘Than for to have al uttirly 

Of an othir al whole the play. 

Ah Lord! where I thal bide the day 
‘hat ere fhe thal my lady be? 

He is ful cured that may her fe. 

Ah God! whan fhal the dauning fpringe? 
"Yo liggin thus is angry thing; 
Thaye no joy thus here to lie 

Whan that my love is not me bie : 
A man to lien hath grete difefe 
Which maie not flepe ne reft in ofe 

. I would it dawed and were now day, 

Aad that the night were went away, 


For were it daye I would up rife: 

Ah flow: fonne! thewe thine enprife 3 
Spede the to fprede thy bemis bright, 
And chace the derknefle of the night, 
To put away the ftoundis ftreng 
Whiche in me laftin-al to long. 

The night fhalt thou continue fo 
‘Withoutin reft, in-paine and wo; 
Ifer thou knew-of lave diftreife 
Thou mowe lerne i¢ in that fikenefle; 
And thus enduring halt thou lie, 
And rife on morow up érly 
Out of thy bed, and. harneis the” 

Er evir dawning thou maift fet 

Al privily than fhajt thou gone, 
What wethre’ it be, thy felfe alone, 
For reine or haile, for fnowe for flete, 
Thidir fhe dwelleth that is fo fiwete, 
The whiche maje fal a flepe be, . 
And thinkith bat lite upon the: 
Than fhalt thou go, ful foule aferde, 
Loke if the gaté be unfperde, 

And waite without in woe and paints, 
Full if a colde in winde and raine: 
Than fhalt thou go the dore’before, 
If thou maifte findin any fhore, 

Or hole, or refte, what ere it were 5 
‘Than halt thou ftoupe and lay to ere 
If they within a flepé be, 

I mene al fave thy lady fre, 

Whom waking if thou maitt afpic 
Go put thy felfe in jupardie, 

‘To afkin grace and the bimene, 
‘That fhe maie wete.withoutin wene 
‘That thou all night no reft haft had, 
So fore for her thou were beftad. 

Women wel ought pitc to take 
Ofthem that forowen for ther fake 5. . 
And loke for love of that relike 
*Phat thou think? none othir like, 
For whan thou haft fo gret anney 
Shall kiffe the er thou go awey, 

And hold that in ful grete deinte : 
And for that no map thal the fe 
Before the houfe ne in the way, 
Loke thou be gon againe er day = 
Suché comming and fiche going, 
Suche hevineffe and fuche walking, 
Makith iovirs withoutin wene 

Undir ther clothis pale and lene. 
Love ne leveth coloure ne clerenefle 5 
Who lovith trewe hath no fatneffe, 


; Thou fhalt wel by thy felfin fe. 


‘That thou muft nedes affavid be; 
For men that shape *hem othir way 
Falfely ther ladies to betray 

No wondir is though thei be fatte, 
With falfe ophis ther loves thei gatte, 
For ofte I fe fuche lofingeours 

Fattir than abottes or priours, 

Yit with o thing I wolle the charge, 
That is to fay, that thou be large . 
Unto the maide that her doth ferve; 
So beft her thanke me fhalte delerve ¢ 

T iiij : 
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Neve her gedtis, and get her grace, 
For fo thou may thanké purchace; 
“That fhe the worthy holde and fre, 
‘The Jady’ and al that may the fe :: 
Adfo her fervauntes worthip aic, | 
‘And plefin as muche as thou maic; 


Grete gode through them may come to the, 


Bicaufe with her thei ben prive; 
."Thei hal her tell how thei the finde 
Curteis and wife, and wel doande, 
And the hal preife the wel the more: 
Loke out of Jonde thou be not fore, 
And if fuche caufe' thowhave that the 
Behoveth to gone out of countre, 
Leave wholely thine:hert in hoftage 
‘Til thou againe make thy paffage : 
“Thinke longe to fe the fwet¢ thing 
‘That hath thine hert in her keping. 
"* Now have {told the in what wile 
A lovir thal do me fervice; 
Do it than if that thou wolt have 
"The mede that thon dott aftir crave. 


‘Whan Love al this had bodin me 

I faid him, Sir, how may it be 

"That lovirs may in fuche manere 
Endure the paine ye have faid here ? 

T marvaillin me wondir faite 

How any man may live of lafte 

Jn fuche paine and in fuch brenning, 
n forue’ and thought, and fuche fighing, 
-alie unrelefid wo to make 
, Wher fo it be thei lepe or wake, 

In fuche anoy continuelly ; 

As helpe me Gou this mervaile 1 

‘How man, but he were made of ftele, 
‘Might live a monthe fuch paines to fele, 


‘The gcd of Love than faid to me, 
¥rende, by the feith lowe to the 

+ May no man have gode but he’ it bie : 
A man lovith more tendirlie 


(She ching that he hath bought moft dere 


‘For wete thou well withoutin were 
In thanke that thing ts takin more 
For which a man hath fuffrid fore : 
Certis no wo ne may attaine 

Unto the fore of lov'is paine, 

None evil therto may amounte, 

‘No moré than a man may counte 
‘The droppes that of the watir be, 
Kor drie as wel the greteé fe 

“Thou mightift as the harmis tell 
Ofall them that with Love ydwell 
In fervice, for peiné them fleeth, 
And that eche wouldé fle the deeth, 
-And trewe thei fhould nevir efcape, 
Ne were that hope ycouth "hem make 
Glad as aman in prifon fete 

-And maie not gettin for to ete 

But barlie bred and -watir pure, 
Aod licth in vermia and ordure: 





With allé this yet can he live. 

Gode hope fuck-¢ comfort hath him yewey 
Whiche makith wene that he thal be 
Relefed and come to liberte ; 

In Fortune is fully his truft 

Although he lie in ftrawe or duft: 

In hope is al his fuftaining : 

So fare lovirs in ther wenning 

Whiche Love hath fhitte in his prifoun, 
Gode hope is ther falvacioun ; 

Gode hope (how foré that thei fmerte) 
Yevith "hem bothé will and herte 

T’ offre ther body to martyre, 

For hope fo fore doth ’hem defire 

To fufize’ eche harme that men devife 
For joye that aftirwarde thal rife. 


Hope in defire catche vidory, 
In hope of Love’ is al the giory, 
For hope is all that Love maie yeve ; 
N'ere hope there thowld no lengir live t 
Bleflid ke hope! whiche with defire 
Avaunceth lovirs in fuch manire, 
Gode hope is curteife for to plefe, 
‘Yo kepe lovirs from all difefe : 
Hope xepeth his ionde, and woll abide 
For any peril maie betide, 
For hope to lovirs, as moft chefe, 
Doth *hem endurin all mifchefe ; 
Hope is ther helpe whan miitir is; 
And J thal yeve the eke i-wis 
Thre othir thinges that gret folace 
Doth to them that be in my lace, 
The firft gode that may be yfounde 
To them that in my lace be bounde 
Is fweté thought, for to recorde 
Thingé wherwith thou canft accorde 
Beft in thine herte, whethir the be 
‘Thinking in abfence gode to the. 
Whan any lovir doth complaine, 
And livith in diftreffe and painc, 
Than fweté thought thal come as blive 
Awaie his angre for to drive ; 
it makith lovirs have remembraunce 
Of comforte-and of highe plefaunce 
‘That hope hath hight him for to winne; 
For thought anone ‘than fhall beginne, 
As ferre God wote as he can finde, 
‘To make a mirrenr of his minde, 
For to beholde he wol not let, 
Her perfon.he thal force him fet, 
Her laughing eyen perfaunt and clere, 
Hey fhape, ber forme, her godely chere, 
Her mouthe, that is fo gracious, 
So {wete, and eke fo favirous, 
Of al Ber fetirs thal take hede, 
His eyen with all her limmis fede. 
Thus fwete thinking fhal afwage 
‘The paine of Iovirs and thet rage; 
Thy joye thal double without geffe 
Whan thou thinkift on her femelineffe, 
Or of her laughing’ or her chere, * 
That to the made thy lady dere : 
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“Fhis comfort wel-f that thon take, 
And if the nexre thou wolt forfake, 
Whiche is not leflé favirous, z 
Thou fhouldeft not ben to daungirous, 


tphoticsad thal be fwwetd fpeche, 
* ‘Unat hath to many one be leche, 

‘To bring ’hem out of wo and were, 
And helpe many a bachilere, 
2nd many’ a lady fent focour, 
‘That had ylovid paramoure, » 
‘Phorough fpeking (whan thei might here) 
Of their lovirs to them fo dere ; 
Yo me jt voidith al ther fmerte 
“Lhe whiche is clofid in ther herte ; 
in hert it maketh "hem glad and light, 
Speche, whan thei mowe net havin fight ; 
A\nd therfore nowe it cometh to minde 
In olds dawis, as I finde, 
‘That clerkis written that her-knewe 
“Phere was a lady frethe of hewe 
Whighe of her love madin a fong, * 
On him for to remembre’ among, 
In whiche fhe faid, Whan that I here 
Spekin of him that is fo dere 
"To me it voidith allé {merte; 
Iwis he fittith fo nere myn herte, 
‘To fpek of him at eve or morowe 
Tt curith me of al my forowe ; 
‘Po me is none fo high plefaunce 
As of his perfon daliaunce. 
She wift ful wele that fwete Speking 
Comfortith in ful moghil thing ; 
Her love fhe had full well affaide, 
Of him fhe was ful wel apaide; 
To fpeke of him her joye was fet: 
Therefore I rede the that thou get 
A felowe that can wel concele 
And kepe thy counfaile, and welle hele, 
‘To whom go fhewe wholly thine herte, 
Both wele and woe, and joye and fmerte : 
‘To get comforte to him thou go, 
And privily bitwene you two 
Ye thal fpeke of that godely thing 
‘That hath thine hert in her keping, 
Of her beaute apd her femblaunce, 
And of her godely continuance ; 
Of al thy ftate thou halt him faie, 
And afke him countaile how thow maie 
Do any thing that maie her plefe, 
For it to the fhal do gret efe, 
‘That he maie wete thou truft him {9 
Both of thy wele and of thy wo; 
And if his herte to love be fette 
His companig is moche the bette, 
For refon wol he ihewe to the 
Al uttirly his privite, 
And what fhe is he lovith fo 
To the plainly he fhal undo, 
Withoutin drede of ary fhame 
Both teli her renome and her name; 
‘Than thall he forthir ferre and nere, 
And namely to thy lady dere 


In fikir wife ye every other 

Shal helpin as his owné brother 

In trouthe withoutin doublenefic, 

And kepin cloie in fikirnefie ; 

For it is ngble thing in fay 

"Fo have a man thou darfié fay 

‘Thy privy counfaile every dele, 

For that woll.comforte the right wale ; 
And thou shalt holde the wel apaied 
Whan fughe a frende thes halt affaied, 






Th goede of grete comfort, 
yevith lovirs molt difport, 
Comith of fight and bekolding, 
‘That is yclepid Swete Loking, 
‘The whiché may none efe ydo 
Whan thon art ferre thy lady fro, 
Wherfore thou plefe alway to be 
Jn placé where thou maift her fe, 
For it is thing moft amirous 
Mofte delitable’ and favirous, 

For to affwage a mann’is forow 
To fene his lady by the morew 5. 
For it isa ful noble thing.” 
Whan, that thine oyin have meting. 
With that relike fo precious 
Whereof thei be fo defirous, 

But al daie aftir fothe it is 
‘Théi have no drede to farcy amis; 
‘Thei dredin neither winde ne rainc, 
Ne non othir manir of paine ; 

For whan thine eyen were thus in bliffe 
Yet of ther curtifie iwife 

Alone. thei can not have ther joye, 

But to the herté thei convoye * 

Parte of ther bliffe, to him thou fende. . 
Of all this harme to make amende, 

‘I © eye isa gode meffangere, 
Which can to the’ hert in fuch manere 
Tidingis fende, that he hath fene 
To voide him of his painis clenc, 
Wherof the hert rejoffith fo 
That a grete partie of his wo 
Is voided, and put away to flight; 
Right as the derkeneffe of the night 
Is chafed with clereneffe of the mone, 
Right fo is al his wo ful fone 
Devoidid clene whan that the fight, 
Beholdin may that frethe wight 
Whiche that the hert defirith fo, 
‘That al his derkeneffe is ago, 

For than the herte isalhatefe : 
When thei fene that that maie "hem plefe. 

Now have I declared the al out, 

Of that thou were in drede and doute, 
For I have tolde the faithfally 

What the may curin uttirly, 

And all levirs that wollin be 

Faithful and of ftabilite ; 

Gode Hope alway kepe by thy fide, 
And Swete Thought make eke abide, 
Sweti Loking and Swete Speche, 

Of al thine harmes thei thal bg leche : 






293 THE ROMAUNT OF THE ROSE. 


Of bale thou fhalt have grete-plefaunce 
Y{ thoy canft bide in fuliraunce, 
And fervin wele without feintife ; 

- ‘Thou halt be quite of thine emprife 
‘With more guerdoun if that thou live, 
But al this time this I the yeve. 


‘The god of Love, whan al the day 

Hie’ had taught me ae ye have herd fay, 

And enformid compendioufly, 

He vanithed al fodainly, 

And I alone ylefte al fole, 

So full of complaint and of dole, 

For I fawe no man there me by. 

My woundes me grevid wondirily ; 

Me for'to cure nothing I knewe 

Save the bothum fo bright of hewe, 

Wheron was ferte wholly my thought ; 

Of othir comforte ke ewe f nought, 

But it were through the god of Loves 

I knew nat clfe to my behove 

‘hat might me efe or comfort gette 

But if he would him entermette. 
“fhe rofir was withoutin doute 

¥clolid with an hedge without, 

As ye to forne have herde me faine, 

And faft 1 befied and would faine 

Have puffid the hay, if 1 might 

Have gettin in by any fleight, 

'Yo the bothum fo fuire to fe, 

But evir J dradde blamed to be 

Yf men would have fufpe@ion 

‘That I would of entencion 

Have ftole the rofis that there were, 

‘Therefore to entre’ I was in fere ; 

But at the latte, as } bethought 

Whethir I thuldé paffe or nought, 

T {awe come, with a gladdé chere, 

To me a lufty bachilere 

OF gode ftature and of gode height, 

Aud Bialacoil forfoth he height 5 

Sonn he was to Curtifie, 

- And he me grauntid ful gladlie 

‘The paflag: of the uttir hay, 

And faidé, Sir, how that ye may 

Pafle, if that it your wille ybe, 

The frethé rofir for to fe, 

And yc the fwetd favour fele, 

Your warrant I may be right wele; 

So thou the kepin fro folie 

Shal no man de the vilanie; 

‘Yf Imai helpin you in ought 

I fhall not faine, dredith right nought, 

For I am bounde to your fervice 

Fully devoide of all feintife. 

‘Than unto Bialaccil faide I, 

I thank you, Sir, ful hertily, 

And your beheft I take at gre 

‘That ye fo godely profir me ; 

‘To you it cometh of grete fraunchif 

That ye me profir your fervife, 
Than aftir ful delivirly 


Wherof encombrid was the haie ; 
I was well plefed, the fothe to faie, 
To fe the bothum faire and fote 
So frethe y{prung oute of the rote. 


And Bialacoil me fervid wele 
Whan I fo nigh me mightin fele 
Of the bothum the fwete odoure, 
And fo lufty hewed of coloure ; 
But than a chorle, foule him betide ! 
Befide the rofis gan him hide, 
Ta kepe the rofis of that rofere, 
Of whom the namé was Daungere. 
This chorle was hid there in the greves, 
Ycovirid with grafle and leves, 
To {pic and take whom that he fonde 
Unto that rofir put agehonde. 
He was not fole, for there was mo, 
For with him weria othir two 
Of wickid manirs and iil fame; 
That one was clepid by his name 
Wickid Tonge, God yeve him forowe! 
Fot neither at eve ne at morowe 
He can of ne man gode yfpeke; 
Opmany’ a jufte man doth he wreke. 
Phere was a woman that eke hight 
Shamé, that who can rekin right 
Trefpace ywasher fathir’s nance, 
Her mothir Refon; thus was Shame 
Ybrought forth of thefe ilke two, 
And yet had Trefpace nere adoe 
With Refon, ne nere leie her by, 
He was hidous and fo ugly ; 
I mené this, that Trefpace hight, 
But Refon conceveth ofa fight 
‘That Shame of which I fpake aforne : 
And whan that Shame was thus yborne 
It was ordained that Chaftite 
Should of the rofir lady be, 
Whiche of the bothums more and las 
With fondrie folke affailid was, 
That fhe ne wiit? what to doe, 
For Venus her affailith fo 
‘That night and daie fro her the ftall 
Bothoms and fofisovir all: 
To Refon than praicth Chaftite, 
Whom Venus hath flemed ore the fe, 
That the her doughter would her lene 
To kepe the rotir frefhe and grene. ~ 
Anon Refon to Chaftite 
Ts fully’ affentid that it be, 
And grauntid her at her requeft 
That Shame, bicaufe fhe is honeft, 
Shall kepir of the rofir be; 
And thus to kepe it there were thre, 
That none fhculd hardie be ne boide 
(Were he yong: or were he olde) 
Again her will awaie to bere 
Bothomis ne rofis that there were. 
Thad well {ped had I nat ben 
Awaitid with thefe thre and fene, 
For Bialacoil, that was fo faire, 
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Quitte him to me ful curtidly, 
Ana me to plefin badde that I 
Shouia draw. to the bethom nere ; 
Frefe in to touchin the rofere 
Whidhe bare the rofe he yafe me leve ; 
"Lhis yraunt ne might but litill greve; 
<aget befewe ilikid me 
¢ Right nigh the bothom pullid he 
A lefe all grenc, and yave me that, 
~Vhe whiche full nigh the bothom fat : 
Tinadin of that lefe full queint, 
And whan I felt T was aqueinte 
‘With Bialacoil, and fo prive, 
1 wende all my will had ybe, 
‘Than wext I hardie for to tell 
To Bialacoil how me befell 
hat tuke and woundid me, 
fayid, Sir, famote I the, 
T maie no joic have in no-wife 
Upon no fide, but it arife 
For fithé (if TF thall not faine) ” 
ain herte I have had fo grete paine, 
So grete anoic, and foche sffraic, 
‘That Lne wotte what! thal! faie ; 
Tdrede your wre to deferve ; 
Levir me were that knivis kerve 
My bodie fhould in pecis final 
‘Shan in uny wile it thould fall 
‘That ye wrothid fhould ben with me. 
Suie boidity thy will, (quod he) 
Twili be wrothe, if that I maie, * 
For nought that thou halt to me faie. 











Than faied I, Sir, not you difplefe 
‘Lo knowin of my geete unele, 

Js which only Love hath me brought, 
For painis gy difefe, and thought, 
Tro to daic it doeth me drie; 
Seppelith not, Sir, that Tlie; 

Jn me five woundis did he make, 
"he fore of whiche fhall nevir flake 
But ye the bothom graunté me : 
Whiche is moft panffaunt of beaute, 
My life, my deth, and my martyre, 
“And trefour that I mofte defire. 

han Bialacoil, affrayid all, 

Sayid, Sir, it maie not befall 

‘That ye defire ; it maie not rife; 
What ! would ye fhende me in this wife? 
A mokill folé than § were 

If } fuflrid you’ awaie to bere 

‘The frefhe bothom fo faire of fight, 
For it were neithir fkill ne right 

Of the rofir ye broke the rinde, 

Or take the Rofe afornce his kinde s 
Ye are not curteis to atke it; 

Let it ftill on the rofir fit; 

Let it growe till it’ amendid be, 

And perfitly come to beaute ; 

In’olde not that it pullid were 

Fro the rofir that doth it bere, 

‘To me it is fo Jefe and dere. 

With thet angn ftext out Danngere 
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Out of the place where he was hidde ; 
His malice in his chere was kidde : 

Full grete he was, and blacke of hewe, 
Sturdie and hidous, who fo’ him knewe y 
Like tharpe-urchons his here was grows, 
His eyes red-{parcling as fire glowe ; 

His nofe frouncid fall kirkid fiode ; 

He come criande as‘he were wode, 

And faied, Bialacoil, te] me why 

‘Thou bringift hidir fo boldely 

Him that {o nigh to the rofere? 

‘Thou worchift in a wrong manertes 

He thinkith to difhonour the; 

‘Thou art well worthy to "have malgre 
To let him of the rofere witte + 

Who fervith Feflone is ill quitte, 

Thou woldift have doen grete bounte, 
And he with thame would quit the. 
Flie hens, felowe; J rede the go; 
3x wantith lite he wol the 116, 

For Bialacoil ne knewe the nought 
Whan the to ferve he ict his thought, 
For thou wolt fhame-him if thon mi; 
Bothe again refon and ‘gain® right : 
I woll no more in the affie 

‘That somett fo flightly for t” efpie, 
For it provith wondirly wele 

Thy flight and trefon eyery dele. 

I durft no more make there abode 
For the chorl:, he was fo wode: 

So gan he threttin and manace, 
And through the haie he did me chace, 
For fere of him I trembled and quoke, 
So chorlithely his hedde he thoke, 

And faied, If eft he might me take 

I fhould nat from his hondis fcape, 
‘Than Bialacoil is fled and maté, * 
And I all fole difconfolate ~ 

Was teft alone in pain and thonght; 

Fro fhame to deth 1-was nigh brought x 
‘Than thought I on my: high folie, 

How that iny bodie uttirlie 

‘Was yeve to pdine and to martire, 

And therto hud'I fu grete ire, 

‘That I ne durft the hayis paffe ; 

‘There was no hope, there was-no grace ¢ 
I trowe nevir man wifte of pain 

But he were laced in Lov'is chain, 

Ne no man wit, (and foth it is) 

But if he love, what angir is, 

Love haldeth his heite to me right wele ¢ 
‘Whan pain (he fayid) I thonld fele 

No herte maie thinke no tongé faig 

A quartir of my wo end: pain; * 

I might not with the angie daft; 

Mine herte in poin@ -wasfor to braft 
Whan I thought. onthe Rofe, that fo 
Was thorough Baungir -caft-me fro. 

A long while ftode I in that ftate, 

Tul that me fawe fo madde and mate 
The ladie of the highé ward, 

Whiche from her toure lokid thidirward, 

Refon men-clepin that lady, 

Whiche from her tore delivirly 
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Came doune tome withoutin more; 
But fhe was neither yong ne hore, 
Ne high ne lowe, ne fatte neJene, 
iy beft, as it were.in.a-mepe :. 

fer eyin two werg.clere. ang Jight | 
Asa candill thet-breanith brights 
And on het herde fhe had a crowne 5 
Her f{cmid well‘an high perfoune, 
For round environ her crounet 
‘Was full of riche ftonis afret; 
Her godely femblaunt by devife 
i trowe was made in Paradife, 
Eor Nature had nevir foche grace 
‘To forge a worke of foche compace; 
For certain, but if the’ lettir lie, 
Grete God himfelf, that is fo hie, 
Formid her aftir his inrage, 
‘And yafe her fithe foche avauntage 
"That the hath might and feignorie 
‘To kepé men from all folie : 
Who. fo woll trowé welc her lore 
Ne maie offendin nevirmore. 

‘And while [ ftode thus derke and pale 
Refon began to me her tale’, 
She faied, Al baile, my fweeg frend! 
Folie and childhod woll the thende, 
Whiche the have put in grete afraic ; 
Thou haft bought dere the time of Maie, 
‘That made thin herte merie to be; 
In evil time thou wentett to fe 
‘T+ gardin whereof Idilneffe 
Yhare the keie and was maiftreffe, 
Whan that thou yedift in the daunce 


| ‘With her, and haddin acquaintaunce; 


Her acquaintaance is perillous, 

Firft folt, and aftir full noious; 

Skc hath the trafhid. without wene; 

"The ged of Love had the nat fene, 

‘Ne had Idilneffe the conveide 

‘Within the verge where Mirthe him pleide 
If Folie have furprifid the 

Doe fo that it recovered be, - 

And be well ware to take no more 
Counfaile that grewith aftir fore : 


_ He’ is wife that woll himfelf chaitife. 


‘Though a yong man in ang wile 
Trefpafie emong snd doe folic, 
Let him nat dwelle, but hattilie 
Let him amende what fo he.mis; . 
And eke 1 counfaile the i-wis 
‘The god of Love wholly foryeta, 
‘That hath the in foche pain yfete, 
And the in herte tourmentid fo ; 
Lcan not fene how thou maief go 
Othir waies the to garifoun, 

For Daungere, that is fo feloun, 
Fellie purpofeth the to werreie, 
Whiche is fulle cruill, fothe to feie. 


And yet of Daungere cometh no blame; 
In rewapd of my daughtir Shame, 
‘Whiche hath the rofis in her warde, 

As fhe that maie be no mufarde, 


Arc Wickid Tong is with thefe two, 
‘That fuffrith no man thidir go, 

For er a thing he doe he fhall, 

Where that he comith ovir all, 

In fourtie placis, if? it be fought, 

Saie thing that nere was don ne wronghits 
So moche traifon is in his male, 

Of falfeneffe for to faine a tale. 

"Thou deleft with angrie folke i-wis, 
Wherefore to the hettir is 

_From thefe’ folkis awaic to fare, 

For thei woll make the live in care; 
This is the ill that Love thei call, 
Wherein there is but folie all, 

For love is folie every dell ; 

Who loveth in no wife maic doc well, 
Ne fet his thought on no gode werke 5 
His fchole he lefeth if,he be clerke, 
Or othir craft if that Re be 

He fhall not thrive therein, for he 

In Jove thal have more paffioun 

‘Than monke, or hermite, or chanoun, 
This pajn is herd out of mefure 5 
‘The joié-maie nowhile endure 5, 

And eke in the poffeflion 

Is mochil tribulacioun ; 

Tig icic it is fo Thort lating, 

And but in hape is the getting 5 

I fe there many in travaile 

‘That at the lait thall fouly faile; - 

I was nothing thy couffailer, 

Whan thou were made the homager 
Of god of Love to hattily, 

Where was no wifedome but folie ; 
‘Thine harte was jolie but not fage 
‘Whan thou were brought in foche a rage 
To yelde the up fo redily 

‘To Love of his grete maiftiry. 


































I rede the Love awaic to drive, 

‘That maketh the reche not of thy ljxes 

‘The folie more fro dai to daie 

Shall growe but thou it put awaie 5 

Take with thy tethe the bridill fafte 

‘To daunt thy herte, and eke thec afte, 

Hf that thou maieft, to get defence 

For to redreffe thy firft offence ; 

Who fo his herte alwaie woll leve 

Shall finde emong that fhall him greve. - 
Whan I her herd thus me chaftife 

I anfwerde in. full angrie wife, 

I prayid her ceffe of her fpeche 

Eithir to chaftife me or teche, 

To biddé me my thought refrein, 

Whiche Love bath caught in his demein + 

What wenin ye Love woll confent 

(That me affeyith with bowe bent) 

‘To drawe mine herte out of his honde, 

‘Whiche is fo quickly in his bonde? 

That ye counfaile maic ‘nevir be, 

For whan he firft areftid-me 

He toke mine herte fo fore him till 

4 That it is nothing at my will ; 
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ite taught it fo him for to” obeic 
‘That he it fparrid with a kei«, 

T praie you let me be all fill, 

for ye maie well, if that ye will, 
Your wordis watte in idilneife, 

¥or pttirly, withoutin geffe, 

All that ye faine is but in vain ; 
“Bic were levir die in the pain, _., 
Than Love to meward fhould’arette, . 
Falfthede or trefon on me fette': 

{ woll me gettin pris‘or blame, 
And love true for to fave my name : 
Who me chattifith I him hate. 

With that worde Refon went her gate, 
‘Whan fhe fawe for no fermoning 
She might me fro my folie-bring ; 
Than difmsyid I left all fole, 
Por-werie, for-wandred,.as a fole, 
For I ne knewe no cherifaunce ; 
Than fell into my remembraunce 
How Love ybadde me to purveic 

A felawe to whom I might feie 

My counfaile and my privite, 

For that faould moche availin me. 

With that bethought I me that I 
Yhad a felaw fafte by 
“True and fikir, curteis and hende, 
And he called was by name a Frende ; 
A truer Felawe was no where none. 
In hate to him IF went anone, 

And to him aJ} my wo I told, 
Fro him right nought I would withold, 
I tolde him all withoutin were, 
And made my compleint on Daungere, 
How for to feie he was hidous, 
And to meward contrarious, 
‘The whiché through his cruilte 
‘Was in poinét to have meimid me, 
With Bialacoil whan he me feie 

* Within the gardin walke and pleic 
Fro me he made him for to go, 
And I be left alone in wo; E 
Tdurft no lengir with him fpcke, 
For Daungir faied he would be wreke 
‘Whan that he fawe how that I went 
The frethé bothom for to hent, 
If I werd hardie to come nere ry 
Bitwene the haie and the rofere. 

‘This frende, whan he wift of my thought, 
He difcomfortid me right nought! 
But faied, Felawe, be nat fo madde, - 
Ne fo abafhid nor beftadde ; 

My felfe  knowe full well Daungere, 
And how that he is fiers of chere, 
At primé temps, Rove to manace ; 
Full oft I have ben in his cafe; 

A felon firft though that he be, 
Aftir thou fhalt him fouple fe : 

Of long paffid I knewe him wele ; 
Ungodelie firft though men him fele 
He wall meke aftre’ in his bering 
Ben for fervice and obeifing : 

U thall the tell what thou thalt doo; 
Mekely I rede thou go hima to, 






OF herte praie him {pecially 

OF thy trefpace to have mercie, 

And hotin him well here to plefe, 
That thou fhalt ner mere him difplefe : 


1] Who can belt ferve of flatiry 
| shall plee Danni ir mott attirly. 


My frende fated tome fo welg 


| That he me effa bath feenedele, 


And cke allegged of my'tourment, 
For through him. had Phardinest 
Again to Daungir forte go, 
To preve if I might make hisn fp. 


‘To Daungir cam I all afhamed, 

The whiche aforne me had yblamed, 
Defiring for t’ apefe-my wo, 

But over hedge durit § nat go, 

For he forbode me the paflage :, 

I founde him cruill in his rage, 

And in his honde a grete bourdoun ¢ 
To him 1 knelid lowe adoun, 

Full meke of port and fimple’ of chere, 
And faied, Sir,-T am corn here 

Only to afk of you mercies 

It grevish me‘full gretily 

That evir I have wrathid you, 

But for to’ amende I am come now, 
With all my might bothe loude and fill 
To doin right at your own will, 

For Love madin me for to do 

That I have trefpaffed hidirto, 

Fro whome I ne maie drawe mine herte, 
Yet thall J nere for joie ne fmerte 
(What fo befall me, gode.or ill) 
Offendin more again your wills 

Levir I have endure difefe 

‘Than doe that whiche thould fou difplefe. 


{you require and praie that ye 

Of me have mercie and pite, 

To ftint your ire that grevith fo, 

That I woll fwere for evirmo 

‘Fo be redreffed at your liking 

If I trefpace in any thing, 

Save that (I praie the) graunt? me 

A thing that maie nat warnid be, 

‘That I maie leve all onily, 

None othir thing of you aike 1; 

I thall doin all wele i-wis, 

If of your grace you graunt me this, 

And that ye maie nat lettin me, 

For well wote ye that love isfrg, 

And ¥ thal loven foche that I will, 

Who evir like it well or Ul, » 

And yet ne would I for-all Fraunce 

Doe thing to doe yan difplefsnnce. 
Than Daungi Aitinte entent 

For tp foryeve his male talent, 

But alf his wrathe yet at the lait 

He hath relefed, I praied fo fat, 

Shortly, (he fayid) thy requef. 


-} Is nat to moki{] difhoncft, 
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Ne I wolf nat wernin it the, 

For yet noting engrevith me ; 

For though thou love thus evirmore 
‘To me is neithir foft ne fore : 

Yaove where the lift, what rechith me? 
So ferre thou fro my rofis be; 

‘Truft not gn me for none affate 

In any time to paffe the haie. 

‘Thus hath ie grauntid my praiere = 
‘Than went I forthé withoutin were 
‘Unto my frende, and told him all 
‘Whiche was right joifull bf my tale. 
(He faied) Now goeth well thine affaire, 
He fhall to the be debonaire ; 

_ Though he aforne was difpitous 
‘He fhall hereaftir be gracious ; 
If he were touched on fome gode veiw 
He fhould yet rewin on thy pein : 
Suffir, I rede, and no bofte make 
‘Till thou at gade mes maicit him take. 

By fuffrannce and by wordis foft 
A man maie ovircomin oft 
Him that aforne he had in drede, 

Tn bokis fothly as I rede. 

Thus hath my frende with grete comfort 
Avauncid me with high difport, 
Whiche would me gode as moche as I; 
And than anon full fodainly 

I toke my leve, and freight I went 
Unto the haie, for grete talent 
Thad to fene the frefhe bothom 
Whercin laie my falvacion, 

And Daungir toke kepe if that I 
Kepe him covinaunt truily 

So fore I drede his manafing 

I durft not brekimt his bidding, 
For left that I were of him fhent 
I brake not his commaundiment, 
For to purchafin his gode will 

It was for to comin there till; 

His mercic was to ferre behinde 
Ykept, for ne might it finde : 

J complainid and fighid fore, 

And lenguifhid evir the-more, 
For Ine durft nat ovir go 

Unto the Rofe I lovid fo, 
Throughout my deming uttirly 
"That he had knowlege certainly : 
‘Than Love me ladde in foché wife 
‘That in me there was no feintife 
Ne falthedde, ne no trechérié, 
“Ani yet he full of villanic, 

And of difdaine and cruilte, 

On me ne would have no pite 

His cruill will for to refrain, 

‘Tho I wept aic and me complain. 


And while 1 was in this turment 
‘Were come of grace, by God yfent,1 
Dame Fraunchife, and with her Pite, 
Fulfilde the bothom of bounte : 

"Thei go to Daungir anon right 

‘To ferthir me with all ther might, 


And helpe me in worde and in dede, 

For well thei fawe that it was nede. 

Firkt of her gracé Dame Fraunchife 

Ytakin hath of this emprife ; 

She faied Daungir, greté wrong ye doe 

‘To worch this man fo mochil woe, 

Or pinin him fo angirlie, 

It is to you grete vilanie ; 

T can not fe ne why ne how 

That he hath trefpaffed again you, 

Save that he loveth, wherefore ye thold 

The more in charite’ of him hold : 

The force of Love maketh hint do this 3 

Who would him blame he did amis + 

He levith more than he maic doe; 

His pain is harde ye maie fe lo ! 

And Love in no wife would confent 

‘That he have powir to repent, 

For though that quicke ye-would him flo 

Fro Love his herte ne maiec nat go. 
Now, fwet: Sir, it is your efe 

Him for to angir or difefe. 

Alas! what may it you avaunce 

To doen to him fo grete grevaance ? 

What worthip is’ it again him take, 

Or on your man a werré make; 

Sithe he fo lowlie every wife 

Is Fedy as ye lufte devite ? 

If Love have caught him in his Jace, 

You for t’ obaie in every cace, 

And ben your fubjeé at your will, 

Should ye therfore willin bint ill ? 

Ye fhould him {parin more all out 

Than him that is bothe proude and ftout ¢ 

Curtefie would that ye fuccoure 

Them that ben meke undir your cure ¢ 

His herte is bard that woll not meke 

Whan men of mekeneffe bine befches 


‘This is certain, fayid Pite, 

We fe oft that humilite 

Bothe ire and alfo felonie 
Venquifh'eth, and alfo’ melancolie, 
‘To ftondin forthe in foche dureffe 
This crnilte and wickedneffe ; 
Wherefore | praie you, Sir Daungere, 
For to maintein no lengir here 

Soche cruill werre again your man, 
As wholly your's a er he can, 

Nor that orchin 10 more wo 

On this cuitife languifhing fo, 
Whiche woll no more to you trefpace, 
But put him wholly in your grace : 
And his offence ne was but lite ; 

‘The god of Love it was to wite 
That he your thrall fo gretely is : 

If ye him harme ye doen amis, 

For he hath had full hard peraunce 
Sith that ye reft him th’ aquaintaunce 
Of Bialacoil, his moft joie, 

Whiche all his pains might acoie + 
He was before anoyid fore, 

But than ye dowblid him well more, 
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For he of bliffe hath ben ful bare 
Sith Bialacoil was fro him fare : 
Love hath to him dene grete diftrefle, 
He hath no nede of more durefle : 
Voidith from him your ire I rede; 
Ye me not winnin in this dede : 
Maketh Bia i repaire again 
aici havith pite om his pain, 
For Kraunchife woll, and I Pite, 
That mercifull to hiny ye be ; 
And fithe that fhe and I accorde 
Have upon him mifericorde, 
For lL you praic, and eke monefte, 
‘~ Nought to refufin our requette, 

For he is hard and fell of thought, 
‘That for,us two woll doe right nought. 
‘Daungir ne might n0 more endure, 
He mckid him uato mefure, 

T wolf in no wife, faieth Daungere, 
Denic that ye have atkid here, 
Jt were to grete uncurtifie 5 
I wail ye have the companie, 
Of Bialacoil, as ye devife ; 
I wolbhim lettin in no wife. 
To Bialacoil than went in hie 
Fraunchife, and faicd full curtiflie, 
Ye have to long yben deignous 
Unto this lovir and daunge'rous, 
Fro him to withdrawe your prefence, 
Whiche hath doe to him grete offence, 
‘That ye not would upon him fe, 
Wherfore a forowfull man is he : 

“Shape ye to paic him and to piefe, 

Of my love if ye woll have efe : 
Fulfill his will: fith that ye knowe 
Daungir is dauntid and brought lowe 
‘Through helpe of me and of Pite 
You dare no more aferde to be. 

1 fhall doin right as ye will, 
Saieth Bialacoil, for it is kill, 
Sith Daungir woll that it fo be; 
‘Than Fraunchife hath him fent teme. 













Bialacoil at the beginning 
Saluid me in his comming ; : 
No ftraungéneffe was in him fee . 
No more then he ne’ had wrathid bens 
4\s faire femblaunt than fhewed he me, 
And godely, as aforne did he, 
And by the honde withoutin doubt 
Within the haie right all about 
He lad me with a right gode chere, 
Adl environ on the vergere 
"That Daungere had me chafid fro. 
Now have 1 leve ovre’ all to 20, 
Now am I rarfcd at my devife 
Fro hell up unto paradife, .. 
‘Tas Bialacoil of gentiineffe 
With all his pain and bufineife 
Hath thewid me onely of grace 
‘The cftirs of the toté place. 

I fawe the Rofe, whan I was nigh, 
‘Was gretir woxin and mere high, 


a 


Frefle and reddy, and faire of hewe, 

, OF colour evir illiche newe : 

And whan I had it long? fene 

I fawe that through the levis grene 

‘The Rofé {pred to fpannifhing, 

‘Yo fene it was a godely thing, 

But it ne was fo fpredé on*brede fe 
‘That meu within might knowe the fede, 
For it covert ywas and clofe 

Eothe with the leves and with the Rofe; 
The ftaike was even’ and grene upright, 
Jt was therzon a godely fight, . 
And well the bettir without wene 

For that the fede was not yfene : 

Full faire it fprad, the god of Bleffe, 
For foche an othir as} geffe 

Aforne ne was, ne more vermaile 3 

1 was abuwed for marveile; 

For er the fairir that it was 

The more V’am boundin in Love’s laas.: 
Long I abode there, fothe to faie, 

Til Bialacoil 1 gan to praie, 

Whan that I fawe him in no wife 

‘To me to warnin his fervice, 

That he to me would graune a thing 
Whiche to remembre’ is weil fitting, 
‘This i&to fainc, that of his grace 

He would me yeve leifar and fpace, 

To me that was fo defirous : 

To have a kifling precious 

Of the fo godely frefhé rofe 

That fo fwetcly fmelleth in my nofe, 

For if it you difplefid nought 

1 woll gladly, as I have fought, 

Havin a kiffe therof frely 

OF your yefté, for certainly 

I woll none have but by your leve, 

So lothe me werre you for te greves 





He fayid, Frende, fo God me fpede, 
OF Chaftite T have foche drede, 
Thou thouldeft not warnid be for mex 
But I dare not for Chaftite ; 

Again her dare I not mifdoe, 

For alwaie biddith the me fo. 

‘To yeve no lovir leve to kiffe, 

For who thereto may winncn, i-wiffe 
He of the furplus of the praie 

May live in hope to get fome daie ; 
For who fo kifling maie attain 

Of lov’is pain hath (foth to fain} 
The beft and the mofte avinaunt, 
And erneft of the reminaunt. 

Of his anfwere I fighid fore, 

I durfte affaie him the.no more, 

J had fuche drede ta greve ‘him aie; 
A man fhould not te wrache affaie 
To chafe his frende-ant of mefure, 
Nor put his life in avinture ; 

Fer no man at the firft froke 

Ne may not fel adoune an oke, 

Nor of the reifins have the wine 


|| Till grapes be ripe and well a-fine, 
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Be fore empraffed, I you'enfure, 
Anddrawin out of the preffure : 
But I, forpeinid wondir ftrong, 
‘Thoughté that I abode right long 
aadtir the kiffe in paine and wo, 
Sith 1 to kiffe defirid fo ; 

‘Till that rewing on my diftreffe 
‘There comin Venus the goddefle, 
(Whiche aie weryith Chaftite) 
Came of her grace to focour me, 
Whofe might is knowin ferre and wide, 
For fhe is mothir of Cupide, we 
‘The god of Love, as blinde as ftone; 
‘That helpith lovirs many-one.- “ 
‘This lidy brought in beg right hendc 
Of brenning fire a blafing brondc, 
‘Whereof the Bande-and hot? fire 
Hath many’’a ladyin defire 

Of love ybrought, and fore yhette, 
Aud in her fervice her herte fette. 
"Phis lady was of gode entaile, 
Right wondirful of apparaile ; 

By ber atire fo bright and thene 
Men might perceivin well and fone 
She was not of religioun; 

Nor 107i makin mencioun 

Nor of her robe nor of trefour, 

Of broche ne of her riche attour, 
Ne of her girdle’ about her fide, 
For that I n’il not long abide; 

But knowith well that certainly 
She was arrayid richily ; 

Devoide of pride certaine fhe was; 
‘To Bialacoil fhe went a paas, 

And to him fhortely in a claufe 

She fayid, Sir, what is the caufe 
Ye ben of porte fo daungirous 
Unto this lovir and dainops, 

‘To graunt him nothing but a kiffe? 
To warne it him ye done amiffe, 
Sithe well ye, wotin how that he 

Is Love’s fervaunt, as ye may fe, 
And hath beaute, wher through he is 
Worthy of love to have the blis. 
How he’ is femely beholde and fe, 
How he is faire, how he is tre, 
How he is force and debonaire, 

Of agé yonge, lufty and fairc : 
There is no lady fo hauteine, 
Ducheffe, counteffe, ne chaftélaine, 
That I n’olde her ungodely 

For to refufe hina uttirly. 

His brethe is alfo gode and fwete, 
And his lippes roddy; are thei mete 
Only to plaine and not to kiffe ? 
Graunt him a kiffe of gentilneffe. 

His teth arne alfo white and clenes 
Me thinkith wrqng withoutin wene 
If ye now warne him, truftith me, 
‘To graunte that a kifle have he; 
‘The laffe ye helpe him that ye hatte, 
And the more timé fhul ye wafte. 

Whan the flame of the very bronde 
‘That Venus brought in her rignt honde 


Had Bialacoil with his hete fntefc 
Anone he bade me-without Iete, 
And grauntid me the Rofe to kifie, 
‘Than of my paine I ganne to liffe, 
And to the Rofganon went I, 

And kifid it ful faithfally. 

Nede no man afke if 1 was blith 
Whan the favour fo fofte and lica 
Stroke to mine hert withoutin morey) 
And me alleggid of my fore, 

So was! ful of joye and bliffe; 

ft is faire fuche a floure to kiffe ; 

It was fo fote and favirous 

E might not be fo anguidbous 
‘That I mote glad and joly be; 
Whan that Ido remembre me 
Yet evre’ among (fothly to fainc) 
I fuffre noie and giochi] pain. 


* 


The fe may nevir be fo flill. 

But with a litill winde at will 

May ovirwhelme and tourne elfo 

As it were wode in wawis go ; 

Aftir the calme the trouble lone 

Mote folow, and chaunge ag the mone. 
Right fo fareth Love, that felde in on2 

Holdeth his ancre, for right anone 

Whan thei in efe wene beft to live’ 

‘They ben with tempeft all fordrive, 

Whofervith Love can tell of wo 

The ftoundmele joye mote ovirgo ; 

Now he hurtith and now he cureth, 

For felde in 0 pointe Love endureth. 
Now it is right me to procede 

How Shame gan medle and take hede, 

Through whom fel angirs 1 have hade, 

And how the ftroag? wall Was made, 

Aud the caftell of brede and length, ~ 

That god of Love wan with his ftrength : 

Al] this in Romaunce will I fet, 

And for no thigg ne will Llct, 

So that it liking to her be 

That is the floure of all beaute, 

For fhe may beft my labour quite 

‘That I for her love thal endite. 7 
Wickid Tonge, whiche that the covine 

Of every lovir can devine 

Worfte, and aie addith more fomdele, 

(For wickid tonge faith nevir wele) 

To mewarde bare he right grete hate, 

Efpying me erly and late, 

Til he hath fene the greté chere 

Of Bialacoil and me ifere; 

He ne might not his tonge withftonde 

Worfe to reportin than he fonde, 

He was fo ful of cusfid rage : 

I: fat him wele of his linage,: 

For him an Irifhe woman bare: 

Hie tonge was filid fharpe-and fquare," 

And right poignaunt, and right kerving,: 

And wondir bittir in fpeking ; 

For whan that he me gan elpie 

He {wore (affirming ikirly) 
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Bitwene Bialacoil and me 
Was ill aquaintaunce and prive ¢ 
‘We fpake therof fo f 
he awakid Joloni 
e.all afraied 
Whan thet he herd 
‘He ran anon as he 
‘Vo BialacciMbete that he flode, 
Which? had levir i this cas 
Have ben at Reines or Amiaz 
For fotc-hote in Kis felonie 
“Do him thus faid2 Jeloufie; 
© Why haf thou ben fo negligent 
"To kepin, whan I was ablent, 
“ "This vergir here lefte in thy warde 2 
“ To me thou haddift po regarde” 
“ To trutt (to thy confufion) 
Him thus, to whom fulpection 
«T have right grete, for it Puede, 
Tc is well thewid bythe dede 
“Grete faute in the now have I fotnde ; 
™ By God anon thou fhalt be bounde, 
“And fait lockia gn a toure;” ’ 
« Withoutin refuite er focoure. 

























* For Shane to lony hath be the fray 

& Ovir fond the was ago; : 

* Whan thou haft loft both drede and fere 
“ Tt femid well the was not here; 

“ Por the was befy in no wile 

“To kepin the and to chaftice, 

“ And for to helpin Chaftite 

“ To kepe the rofir, as thinkcth me, 

* For than this boie knave fo boldly 

“ Ne Shoulde nat have be hardy, 

4 Ne in this vergir had fuche game, 

“ Which now me tournith to grete thames? 


Bialacoil n’is what to faie, 

Fubfaine he would have fled awaio, 

For fere have hyid, ne’ere thar he 

All fodainly toke him with me; 

-And whan I fawe that he had fo 

This Jeloufie takin us two, 

J was ailoned, and knewe no redey 

But fledde away for very drede. 

., ‘Than Shame came forth ful fimpilly ; 
She wende have.trefpaced ful gretely, 
Humble’ of her pote, arid made it imple, 
Wering a vaile in ftede of wimple, 

As nonnis done in ther abbey : + 
Bicaufe her hert was in affray « 

She gan to fpeke within a throwe 

To Jeloufie right wondir lowe, 

Firit of his grace fhe him befought, 
And fayid, Sir, nc levith nought 
Wickid ‘Tonge, that falfe efpic, 
“Which is fo glad to faine and lie s 
He hath you made through flatiring 
On Bialacoil « falfe Icfing ; 

His falfneffe is not nowe a hewe, 
Iris to longe that he him knewe; 
Votes J 






‘This ne is not the firft? daie, 
For Wickid Tonge hath cuftome aie 
‘The yong. folkis to bewric, 
And falfz lefingis on *hens Jie, 

Yet nere-theleile I fe among 
‘That the foign? it is fo long 
Of Bialicoil, hertis to lure 





In Lov'is fervice for to’ endure, . 
Ydrawing fuché folke him to 
‘That he hath nothing with to do, 
Bat in fothneffe I erowe nought 
‘Vhat Bialacoit had er in though; 





‘To do trefpace or vilanie, . 
But for his ntothir Curtifie 

Hath taught him evir for to be 

Gode of aqusintaunce and prive, 

For he lovith none hevineite, 

Bat mirth and play, and ajl gladneffe; 
He hatith eke allé trechours, F 

And foleine folke and envious, 

For ye wele wetin how that he 

Wol evir glad and joyful be 

Honettly with folké to ploy : 

Thave be negtigent in fey 

‘Yo chattife him, therfore now I 

Of herte yeric you-here mercy’; 

That I have ben fo rechiles 

To tamin him withouten lees; 

OF my foly I me repent ; 

Now wol I whole fet mine entent . 
‘Yo kepin bothé tow and ftill 

Bialacoil to do your will. 

O Shame | 0 Shame ! fuide feloufie, 
To be bitrathed grete drede have 1; 
Lecheric hath yclombe fo hie, 

‘Phat almo¥t blerid is mine eie 

No wondir is if drede have J, 

Ovir all feignith Lechery, 

Whofe might ygrowith night and dey 
Bat in cloittre and in abhey ; 
Chaftite’ is werried ovir ail, 
Therefore I woll with fikir wall 
Clofe both the rofis and rofere; 

I have to Jong in this mancre 

Lefte *hem unclofid wilfully, - 
Wherfore I am right inwardly 
Sorowfull, and repenté me ; 

But now: thei fhali no lengir be\ 
Unclofid j and yet I dtede fore 

I thall repent? ferthirmore, , 

For the game goith all amis; 
Counfaile I mufte newe i-wis + 

J have to long ytruttid the, 

But now it thal no lengir be, 

For he may beft in every coite_ 
Decevin that men truftin mofte: 

TP fe well that I am nigh fhent 

But if I fet my fullentent 

Some remedie for to purveie, i 
Wherfore clofin I fhali the wey 
From them that woll the Rofe efpie 
And come to waite me vilonie; * 

For néw in godz faith and in trouth 
3 wol not lettin for no auth, 
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To live the more in fkerneffe, 

Do make anon a fortireife, 

Than clofe the rofis of gode favour; 

In middis thal I make a tour 

To put Bialacoil in prifon, 

For evir { drede me of trelon 

Ttrow T thal him kepé fo 

‘That he thal have rio might to go: 

About to makin companie 

To them that thinke of vilanie, 

Ne to na fuche as hath ben kere 

Aforne,.and found’in him gode chere, 

Whiche han affailid him to fkende, 

And with ther towandife to blende :' 

A folé is eith to bezile ; 

But may I live a litil while 

He thal forthinke his‘faire femblaunt ; 
And witht that worde came Drede Avaunt,: 

Which was abafhed, and in grete fere 

Whan he wift Jcloufie was there , 

He was for drede in fuche affray 

‘That not a worde durfte he fay,: 

But quaking ftode fui ftil alone,, 

(Til Jeloufic his way was gone) 

Save Shamé, that him not forfoke 5- 

Both Drede and the ful ford quoke,,. 

‘Ther at the lafté Drede. abraide, 

Aud to his cofin Shaiié faide : 
Shamé,-(he faid) in fothfafinefigy 

To me it is gret“hevinefle 

"That the noife is fo ferre ygo, 

And cke the fclaundir, of us twof 

Bu: fithin that it is befall, 

‘We maie it not againe call” 

Whan ovis {prongin isa fame ; 

Fot many’’a yere withoutin blame 

We have bert; and many a day, 

Yor many’ an Aprill, many” a May: 

We han ypathid nothing thamed, 

ik Jeloutic hath us yblamed 

Of mifteuft and fufpection 

Cauleleffe, without enchefon ¢ 

Go we to Daungir haftily, 

a\nd let us fhewe hin: opinly 

That he hath net aright ywrought 

Whan that he fetté not his thoughe! 

‘To kepin bettir the purprile 5 

Fn his doing he is stot wife 5 

We hath to us do greté wrong, 

"That hath fufirid now fo long, 

Bialacoil to have his wilt 

Alle his duftis to fulfill: 

He mutt amende it uttirly,. 

Gr els Shal he vilainoufly' 

Luxilid be out of this londe ; 

¥or he the werre maic not withftonde: 

Of Jeloufie, nor bere the orefe, 

Sithe Hialacoile is at milchefe, 








‘To Daungir; Shame and Drede anon 
"The righté way ben hoth ygon; 
‘The chorle thei feundin hem aforne 
Ligging unit an hawethorne > 













‘Undir his hede no pilowe-was 

But in the ftede a truffe of grass 

He flombrid, and a knappe hé toke, 
‘Til Shamé pitoufly him fhoke, 

And grete manace on him gan make, 
Why flepift thou whan thou fhould wake? 
(Quod Shame) thou doeft us vilanie_ 
Who truftith the he doth folie 

To kep? rofis or bothoms 

Whan thei ben faire in ther fefons + 
Thoy arte wexe to familiere 


‘ Wher thou fhould be ftraunge of chere 


Stoute of thy porte, redy to greve = 
Thon doeft gret folie for to feve 
Bialacoil here inne to call 

The yongir man to fhenden us all : 
‘Though that thou flepe we mowin bere: 


' Of Jeioufie grete noifé here : 

; Art thou now lic ? rife up an hie,’ 
| and ftoppe fone and delivirly 

} Allé the gappie of the hay ; 


Do no favour Ido the pray r 
It fallith nothing to thy name 


| To’ make fayrefemblaunt wherethou maytte blame« 


If BiaJacoil be fwete and fre, 

Doggid and fel thou fhouldift be, 

Forward and ontragious i-wis ; 

A chorle chaungith that curteis is 3 

‘This have Iherde oft in faying, 

‘That man ne maic for no daunting, 

Make a fperhauke of a, bofarde : 

Al men wol Ifold the for mufarde 

‘That debonaire have fouadin the : 

It fitteth the nought curtcis to be: 

To do men plefaunce or fervife 

In the it is recreaundife : 

Let thy werkis ferr: and nere 

Be like thy name, whiche is Daungere, 
‘Than als abafhid in fhewing 


| Anon fpake Drede, right thus faying 


“And fayid, Daungir,{ drede me" 
‘That thou ne wotté befy be 
To kepin that thou haft to kepe 


| Whanthou fhouldeft wake thouart a-dlepe 
| Thou fhalt be grevid certainly 


if the afpyin Jeloufie, 

Or if he findé the in blame ¢ 

He hath to day affailid Shame, 

And chafed away with grete manace 
Bialacoil out of this place, 


| And fwerith fhortly that he hall 


Enclofe him in a fturdy wall; 

And al is for thy wickidne/fe, 

For that the failith ftraungéneffe ¢ 
Thine hert ¢ trowe be failid all; 
Thou fhalt repent in fpeciall, 

If Jeloufie the fothé knewe, 

Thou thalt forthinke and foré‘ rewe. 

‘With that the chorle his clubbe gon shake, 
Frowning his eyin ganto make, : 
And hidous chere, as man in rage; 

For yr¢ he brent in his vifage : 
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Whan that he herde him blamid fo 

He faid, Out of my wit I go, 

To be difcomfite I’ have grete wrong 4 

Certis I have now lived to long 

Sithyamay not this clofir kepe: 

Al quicke ld de dolvin depe 

Yfany mail more repayre 

"This gardin fo or fauxas 

Mine hert for ite goith ‘a-fere 

That [let any entre here: 

Ihave do foly sow 1 fe, 

But now it fhal amended be } 

Who fettith fote here any moré 

‘Truly he thall repent it fore, 

For no man more into this place 

Of me'to entre fhall have grace $ 
\Levir had with fwerdis twaine ~ 

‘Throughout mine hert in every vaine; 

Percid to be with many’ a wounde 

‘Than flouthé fhould in me be founde’ 

From hennisforth by‘night or dey” 
~Libad defende it if 1 may 

‘Withoutin any excepcion 

Of eche manir condicion, 

And if] it any man graunte 

‘There holdith me for recreaunte, 








‘Than Daungir on his fete gan ftonde 
And hent a burdon in his honde ; 
Wroth in hisire ne left he nought, 
But through the vergir he hath fouglie 
If he might findin hole or trace 
‘Where through that memote forth by pace, 
Or any gappe, hé did it clofe; 
"That tto man might touchin a Rofé 
Of the rofir allé. about, | 
He hhittith every man without, 

Thus day by day Daungir is wersy 
More wondirfull and more divers, 
And fellir eke than evre’ he was; 

For him ful oft I finge alas! 

For Ine may nought through his ire 
Recovir that 1 motte defire ; 

Mine hert, alas! wol breft a-two, 
For Bialacoil I wrathid fo; 

For certainly in every membre 

1 quake whan that Ime remembre 
“Of the bothom whiche that I wolde 
Ful oft-a day fene and beholde; 
And when I thinke upon the kiffe, 
And how much joie and how much bliffe, 
I hadde through the favour fwete, 

‘or want of it I grone and grete : 
Me thinketh I fele yet in my nofe 
The forte favour of the Rofe, 

And now I wote that I mote go 
So*ferre the frethe flouris fro, 

To me fal welcome were the dethe, 
Ablence therof (alas! me flethe; 

For whilom with this Rofe, alas ! 
Jtouchid nofe, and mouthe, and face, 
But now the deth ¥ muft abide 3, 

But Love confent an othir tide 





‘That onis Itouche mait and kiffe 

I trow my paine thal nevir hiffe 5 

Theren isall my covetife, 

Whiche brent my hart in any wife ; 
Now thal repaire againe fighing, 

Long watche on nightes, and no fleping; 
‘Thought in withing, turment, and we, 
With many’ a tourning to and fro, 
‘That halfe my paine I cannot.tell, 

For ¥ am fallin inzo hell 


| From paradife and welthe ;the more 


My turment grevith, more and more 
Anoyith now the bittirnefle 
That 1 to forne have felte fwetneffe : 
And Wickid Tonge throughe his falfhede 
Yeaufith all my wo and drede; 
On me he lieth a pitous charge. 
Bicaufe his tong? was to-large. 

Now isit time shortly that I 
Tel you fomthing of Jeloufy, 
‘That was in grete fufpcetion: 
About him lefte he no mafon 
‘That ftone could laie, ne no querrour, 
He hirid "hem to make a tour 5 
And firft the rofis for to kepe 
Aboyt *hem mede he a diche depe, 
Right wondir large, and alfo brode, 
Upon the whiché alfo ftode 
Of fquarid ftone a fturdy wall, 
Whiche on a cragge was foundin all, 
And right grete thickneffe eke it bare ; 
About it was yfoundid fquare 
An hundrid fadome’ on every fide; 
It was al liche both long aud wide : 
Left any time it were affailed 


| Ful wel about it was batailed, 


And rounde environ eke were fet 

Ful many a riche and faire tournet ¢ 

At every cornir of this wall 

‘Was fet a tour full principal, 

And evériche had without fable 

A portcolife defenfable, 

‘To kepe of en’cmies, and to grevé 

That there ther force would yprave. 
sind cke amidde this purprife 

‘Was made a tour of grete muiftrife, 

4 fairir faugh no man with fight, 

Large and wide, and of grate might ¢ 

Thei draddé nonght noné affaut , 

Of ginn or gonn, nor of fkcaffaut's 

‘The tempercare of the mortcre 

Was made of lycoure wondir dere, 

Of quicklime perfaunt and egre, © 

Which temprid was with vincgre. 

‘The ftone was harde of adamaunt 

Wherof thei made the foundémaunt ; 

‘The tour was rounde made in compas; . 

Jn al this world no richir was, 

Ne bettir ordained therewithall + 

About the iaur was made a wall, 

So that betwin and the toure 

Rofis were fet of fwete favoure, 

‘With many rofis that thei bere > 

Avnd cke within the caitil wers - 

Diy 
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Springoldis, gounes, bowes, und archers, 
And cke about at the corners 

Men feinin ovir the wall ftonde 

Gret engins, which ywere nere honde, 
And in the kernils here and there 
Ofarblaftirs grete plentic were ; 
Nore armour mighte ther ftroke withftende, 
It were foly to prefe to*honde ; 
Without the diche were liftis made 
With wal batuikid large and brade, 
For men and horfe fhould not attaine 
‘To nigh the diche ovir the plaine, 
"Thus Jelofie hath environ 

Were about his garnifon 

With wallis rounde and diché depe, 
Ontcly the rofir for to kepe, 

And Daungir bothe erly and late . 
The keys kept of the uttir gate, 
The whiche opened towarde the eft, 
Anc¢ he had with him at the Jet 
y fervauntes echone by name. 
ethiy gate was kept by Shame, 
‘Whiche opinid, as it was cotthe, 
Towardis the parte of the fouthe, 
Sergeauntes aflignid were here to 
Full many, her will for to do 

"Phan Dredé had in her baillic 

The keping of the conftable’rie 
‘Towarde the north £ underftonde 
That opened upon the lefte. honde, 
‘The whiche for nothing may be fure 
But ifthe do her befy cure 

Erly on mor’we’, and alfo late, 
Strongly to fhette and barre the gate, 
Of every thing that the may fe 

Drede is aferde where fo fhe be, 

For with a puffe of Jitill winde 
Drede is altonied in her minde; 
‘Therfore for fteling of the Rofe 
Trede her nat the yate unclofe z 

A foul'is flight would make her fle, 
And eke a fhadowe, if the” it fe. 






‘Than Wickid Tonge, full of envy, 
‘With foudiers of Normandy, 

As he that. cavfith all debate, 

‘Was kepir of the fourthé gate, 

And alfo to the tothir thre 

He went ful ofté for to fe. 

Whan his lotte was to walke a night 
‘His inftrumentis would be dight 
For to blowin and makin foune 
Oftir than he hath enchefoune, 

And walkin oft upon the wall, 
Cornirs and wickittes ovir all 

Ful narowe ferchin and efpie : 
‘Though he nought fonde yet would he lie 
Difcardaunt er fro armonic, - 

And diffonid fro melodie ; 

Controve he would, and foulé faile 
With hornpipis of Cornéwaile ; 


In floitis made. he difcordaunce, 


‘And in his mufike, with mifchaunce? 


He wouldé feine with notis newe 
That he ne fonde no woman trewe, 
Ne that he fawe nere in his Tife 
Unto her hufbonde a trewe wife, 
Ne none fo ful of honcfte 

Thac fhe n’il langh andmery + 
Whan that fhe hereth or may efpie 
A man fpckin of cherie ; 
Everiche of *hem hath fome vice 3 
One is difhoneft, t’other nice; 
Yfone be ful of vilanic, 

An othir hath a lico'rous eie; 

If one be ful cf wantoneffe, 
Anothir is a chidireffe, 

“hus Wickid Tonge, God yeve him fame * 
Can put *hem everchone in blame 
Without defert, and caufileffe 
He lieth though thei ben giltileffe : 
T have pity to fene the forowe 
‘That wakith bothe evin and morowe 
To innocentes doth fuche grevaunce, 
I pray God yeve him evil chaunce !° 
That he evir fo befy is 
Of any woman to’ feine amis, . 

Eke Jeloufie may God confounde ¢ 
‘That hath makid a toure fo rounde, 
And made about a garifon, 

To fette Bialacoil in prifon, 

The whiche is fhette there in the tour. 
Ful long to holdé ther fojour, 

There for to livin in penaunce ; 

And for to do him more grevaunce, 
Whiche hath ordainid Jeloufie,, ” 

«in olde vecke for to efpie 

‘The manir of his governaunce, 

‘The whiche devil in her infaunce 

Had fernid all of Lov’is arte, 

And of his pleyis take her parte 9 

She was expert in his fervife ; 

She knewe eche wrenche and every gifé 
Of Love, and every feeret wile ; 

It was right harde her to hegile. 

Of Bialacoil fhe toke aiz hede, 
That er he liveth in wo and drede 
He kepte him coye and cke prive, 
Lett that in him fhe haddé fe 
Any lite foly countinaunce, 

For fhe knew all the oldé daunce, 

And aftir this whan Jeloufie 
Had Bialacoil in his baillie, 

And fhette him up that was fo fre, 
For fureofhim he would yhe, ~ 
He truftith fore in his caftell, 

‘The ftrongé werke him likith well; 
He dradde nat that no glotons 
Should ftele his rofis or bothoms 5. 
The rofis weren affurid alt, 
Defencid with the ftrongé wall : 
Now Jeloufie full well may be 

Of drede devoide in liberte ; 
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‘Whether that he or flepe or wake 
OF his rofis may none be tike, 


But Malas!) now morne fhall 
Bicdutc’, was without the wall : 
Ful moch3-dale and mone I made 5 
Who fo had witkwhat wo 1 had 
Ttrowe he would fo nl pite 5 
Love uli to dere had folde me 3 
"Phe gode that of his love had I 
I went about it al queintly, 
But nowe through dubling of my paine 
Mie he woll it feli again, 
-dnd me a newé bargain lere, . 
‘The whiche all out the more is dere 
For the folace that I have lorne 
‘Than J had it nevir aforne : 
Certain I am ful like in dede 
‘To him that cafte in yerth his fede, 
And hath joie of the newe fpringing 
Whan it grenith in the ginning, 
wand is fo faire and frcthe of floure, 
Lullie to fene, fote of odoure, 
But er he it in thevis there 
Maie fall wethir that fhall it dere, 
And makin it to fade and fall 
The ftalke, the grcine, and flouris all, 
‘That to the tiller is fordoen, 
‘The hope he had conceved to fone, 
- J drede certaine that fo fare 4 
For hope and travaile fikirly 
Ben me birafte all with a ftorme : 
‘The floure will fedin of my corne, 
For Love hath fo avauncid me, 
'Whan J began my privite 
To Bialacoil all for to tell, 
Whom T ne founde froward ne fell, 
But toke agre ail whole my Plaic ; 
But Love is of fo harde affaie, 
‘That all at ones he revid me 
‘Whan T weped belt above to’ have be 
It is of Love asof Fortune, 
‘That chaungith oft, and wilt contunc, 
Whiche whilom will on folke mile, 
And glombe on "hem an othir while ; 
Now frende now foe thoi fhalt her fole, 
For a twincling tournith her whele, 
She can writhin her hedde awaie; 
‘This is the concourfe of her plaie, 
She can arcife that doith mourne, 
And whirle adoune and ovirtourne 
Who fittith hieft but as her lu : 
A fole is he that woll her truft, 
For it is I that am come doune 
Through charge and revolucioun $ 
Sithe Bialacoil mote fro me twin, 
Shette in her prifon yonde within, 
His abfence at mine herte 1 icle, 
For all my joie and all mine hele 
‘Twas in him and in the Roie, 
That but you well,whiche him docth clofe, 
Opin, that fo I maie hija fe, 
Love woll not that I curid be 


Of the painis that I endurs, 
Nor of my cruill avinture. 


Ah, Bialacoil, mine own dere! 
Though thou be now a prifencre, 
Kepith at left thine herte to me; 
Sufir not that ic dauntid be, 
Ne let not Jcloufic’ in his rage 
Puttin thine herte in no ki age 3 
Although he chaftice the without, 
And make thy bodic to him. lout, 
Have herte:as harde as diameunt, 
Stedfatt and ftout, and naught pliaunt 3 
In prifon though thy hodic be 
Aclargé kepe thine herté fre + 
A trewé hert ne will not plie 
For no manace that it maic drie ¥ 
If Jeloufie doith the pain 
Quite him his wilé thus again, 
To vengé the at left in thought, 
'othir waie thou mayift nowsht, 
And in this wife full fubtillie 
Worchin and winne the maiftiry, 
But yet Iam in grete afiraie 
Left thou tholde® nat doe as I faies 
Tdrede thou canit me grete maugre 
That thon enprifoned art for me, 
But yet right nought for my trefpas, 
For through me nere difcovered was 
Yet thing that ought to be fecre:, 
Well more annoié is in me 
‘Than isin the of this milchaunce, 
For Lendure more hard penaunce 
‘Phan any man can faize or thinke, 
‘That for the forowe’ almotte I finke : 
Whan f remembir me’ of. ny wo 
} Full nigh out of my witte ¥ go. 

Inward mine herte I fele blede, 
For comfortleffe the deth I drede 3 
Owe I nat well to have diftreffe 
Whan falfé through ther wickiddeffc, 
And traitours, that arne envious, 
‘To noien me be fo coragious ? 

Ah, Bialaceil! full well I fe 
That thei ‘hem fhape to deceve the, 
To make the buxum to ther lawe, . 
And with ther cordé the to drawe 
Where fo ’hem left, right at ther will; 
T drede thei have the brought there till: 
Withoatin comfort thought me flacth 3 
This game would bring meto my deth, 
For if that U your gode will lefe 
I mote be dedde, 1 maie not chefe, 
And if that thou foryet? me 
Mine herte thall nere in king ba, 
Nor ellifwhere findin folace : 
If1 be put out of your grace,” 
As it fhall nevir ben I hope, 
} ‘Than fhuldin I fall in wanhope. 

Alas, in wanhope! naie, parde, 
For I wvoll nere difpeirid be : 
H Hope me faile, than alle am] 
Ungracious and'unworthy ; 

U fj 
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In Hope ¥ woll comfortid be, 

For Love, whan he betanght her me, 
Sayid that Hope where fo I go 
Should aic be relefe to my wo. 

Bue what and fhe my balis bete, 
And be to me curteis and iwete? 
She isin nothing full certain; 

Lovirs fhe put in full grete pain, 
And makith ‘hem with wo to dele 
Her faite beheite decevith fele, 
For fhe woll behote fikirly 

And failin aftir attirly. 

Ah! that is a full noious thing, 
For mony’ a lovir in loving 
Hangeth upon her, and truftith faft, 
‘Whiche lefe ther travaile at the 

Of thingto comme fhe wote right nought, 
‘Therefore if it he wifely fought 
Her counfaile folie is to take 5 
Far many times whan fhe woll make 
‘ANell gode fyllogifme, 1 drede 
"That altirwarde there fhall in dede 
Folowe an ill conclufion : 

‘This put me in confufion, 

For many times] have it fene- 

‘That many have begilid bene 

For truft that thei have fet in Hope, 
Whiche fel] "hem aftirward a-flope, 





But nath’lefs yet gladly the wold 
‘Phat he that woll him with her hold 
Had all timis her purpofe clere 
‘Withoutin deceipt any where ; 

That the defirith fikirly; 

Whar I her blamed I did foly. 

But what availith her gode will 
‘Whan the ne maie ftaunche my ftound ill 2 
‘That helpith Jite that fhe maic doc, 
Out take behefte urito my wo, 

And hefté certain in no wife 
‘Without ifete is not to preife. 

When hefte and dede a fondir vary 
‘Thei doin a greté contrary + 
‘Thus am 1 poffid up and doune 
With dele, thought, and confufioune s 
OF yay difefe there is no nomber, 
Danngir and Shame me encomber, 
Drede alfo and Jelofe, 

And Wickid Tong, full of envie, 
Of whiche the tharpe and cruill ira 
Foll oft me put in grete martire ¢ 
‘Thei have my joie fuily let, 

Sith Bialacoil thei have bethet 
Fro me in prifon wickidly, 

Whom I love fo entierly, 

‘That it wollin my band be 

But I the fonir mai¢ hin fo. 

And yet moreovir, worft of all, 
There? is fet to kepe, foule her befall! - 
Arimplid vecke ferre ronne in age, 
Frouning and ycl’we’ in her vilage, 





Whiche in awaite lieth daic and night, 
"That none of him maie have a fight. 


Now mote my forowe enforced be 
Ful fothe it is that Love yafe me 
a hre wondir yeftis of his grace, 

Whiche I have lorne now i in, thie“place, 
Sithe thei ne maie withontm drede 
Helpin but lite whotakith hede, 

For here availith no Sweté Thought, 
And Sweté Speche helpith right nought, 
‘The thirde was callid Swete Loking, 
‘Phat now is lorne without teling. 

Yeftis were faire, but nat for ‘thy 
‘Thei helpin me but fimpilly 
But Bialacoil lofid be 
To gone at large and to be fre; 

For him my life Heth wl) in dout 
But if he come the rathir out. 

Alas! T trowe it woll nat ben, 
For how fhould I ere more him fene? 
He maie nat out, and that is wrong, 
Bicaule the touré is fo ftrong : 2 
How fhould he’ out, or by whofe proweffe, 
Out of fo ftronga fortirefle ? 

By me certain it n’ill be doe, 
God wotte Ihave no witte therto, 
But well I wote I was in rage 
Whan I to Love did my homage ; 
Who was the caufe (in fothfaftneffe) 
But her felf Damé Idilneffe, : 
Whiche me conveide through faire praiere 
To’ entir into that faire vergere? , 
She was to blame me to leve, 
‘Fhe whiche now doeth me ford greve t 
A fol'is worde is nought to trowe, 
Ne worthe an apple for to lowe} 
Men fhould him inibbe bittirlie 
At primé temps of his folie : 
I was a fole, and the me leved, | 
Through whom!am right nought qeleved: 
She accomplifhid all my will 
That now me grevith wondir ill, 





Refon me fayid, What fhould fall 

A fole my felf 1 maie well call, 

That Love afide { had not laied, 

And trowid that Dame Refon faied 5 
Refon had bothé fkill and right 

Whan fhe me blamed with al} her might 
‘To medle’ of Love, that hath me fhenty 
But certain now I woll repent. 


And fhould I repent ? naie, parde, 

A falfe traitour than fhould Ibe: — 

‘The devil’s efigins would me take 

Ff evir I Love wouid forfak 

Or Bialacoil i:lfly betraie. 

Should J at-mifchief hate him? ‘naie, 
etd 
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Sithe he now for his curtifie 

Is in prifon of Jeloufie; 

Curtifie certain did he nif 

So m@che it maie net yoldin be: 

Whh he the haie paflin me lete 

Ts le the Rofé faire and fwete 

Should “therefore conne him maugre ? 
Naie, certat™y, it thall nat be, 

For Love thall't~sinfouagode will, 
Herc of me ne through worde or will 
Offerce or complaint more or leffe 
Neithir of Hope nor Idlenefle ; 

For certis it were wrong that I 

Hatid hem for ther curtifie. 

There is not els but tuffre’ and thinke, 
And wakin whan I thould: winke, . 
Abide in hope till Love through chaunce 
Sende me foccour or allegaunce, 
Expectaunt aig till I maie méte 

To gettin mercie of that fwete. 

Whilom I thinke how Love to me 
Sayid that he would take at gre 
39 fervice if unpacience 
Yeautid me to doen offence ; 

He faied, In thanke I thal] it ‘take, 
And high maiftir cke they make, 
If Wickidneffe ne reve it the, 

But, fone, I trowe that fhall nat be. 
Thefe were his wordis by and by, 
It femed he lovid me truely. 

Now is there not but ferve him wele 
Yfthat J thinke his thanke to fele ; 
My gode, mine harme, }ithe whole in me, 
In Love maie no defaute ybe, 

For true Love ne failed nevir man 5 
Sothly the faute mote nedis than, 
As God forbide, be founde in me, 
And how it cometh I can not fe. 
Now let it gone as it maie go, 

Wher Love woll foccour me or flo, 
He maic do wholly on me his will; 
Lam fo fore ybounde him till 

From, his fervice [ maie not flene, 
For life and deth withoutin wene 

Js in bis hande; 1 maie nat chefe ; 
He maie me doe hothe winne and Iefe + 
And {ithe fo fore he docth me greve, 
Yet if my Iuft he would acheve, 

To Bialacoil godely ta be, 

Tyeve no force what fellon me; 
For though I dic, as I mote nede, 

I praie Love of his godelihede 

To Bialacoil doe gentilnefte, 

For whom I live in foche diftreffe 
That I mote dyin for penaznce : 
Bat firt withoutin repentaunce 

F will me confeffe in ode entent, 
And make in hafte my teflament, 
As lovirs doin that felen fmerte, 
‘Yo Bialacoil leve I mine herte 

All whole, withoutin depatting 
r doublenefic or repenting, 






Coment Raifon vient a Lamant, 
‘Thus as Tmadin my paffage 
Tn compleint and in cruili rage, 
And I n’ot where to find a leche 
‘| That couthe unto mine helping eche, 
Sodainly again comin deun 
Out of her toare I fawe' Refoun, 
Dilcrete and wife, and {uil piefaunt, 
And of her porte full avenaunt : . 
‘The right waie fhe toke. unto me,» 
Whiche Qode in grete perplexite, 
That was pothid in every fide, 
‘That I nif where I might abide, 
J Till the, demurely fadde of chere, 
Sayid to me as fhe came here; 
Mine owné frende, art thou agreved? 
How is this quare!l yet ackewed 
OF Lov'is fide? anon me tell 
“Haft thou not yet of Jove thy M1? 
Art thou nat werie’ of thy fervice: 
‘That the hath grevid in foche wife ? 
What joie hafte thou in thy loving i 
Is it a fwete or bittir thing? ¢ 
Canft thou yet chefin, Ict me fe, - 
What beft thy fuccour mightin be?” 
Thou fervift a fall noble Jorde, 
Thgt maketh the thrall for thy rewarde 
Whiche aie reneweth thy tourment, 
|| With folie fo he hath the blent : 
| Thou fell‘in mifchief thilké daie 
Whan thou diddift, the fothe to faie, 
To him obcifuunce and homage : 
Thou wroughtin nothing as the fage 
Whan thou became his fieg? man 5 
Thou diddift a grete folie than: 
Thou wifift nat what fell therto, 
With what Jorde thou haddift to doe: 
If that thou badditt him well knowe 
Thou haddift ought be brought fo lowe, 
For if that thou wifte what it were 
Thou n’olditt ferve hin halfe a yere, 
No, nat a weke nor halfe a daie, 
Ne yet an houre without delai¢ 2 
Ne nevir I lovid paramours, 
His lordhhip is fo {ull of theuirs 
Knowift him ought?2— 
Lamanut. Ye, Dame, parde— 
Raifoun. Naic, naie.—L'amaunt, Yes Jam 
Raifeun Wherefore, let 
L’amannt, Of that he fayid I-fhould be 
Glad to have foche a lorde as he, 
And maiftir of foche feignoric 
Raifaun, Knowitt hit no more tm 
Lianaunt, Naie, certig, I, , 
Save that he yafe me rulis there, 
And went his waie I ne wiit where, 
And T abede hourde in balaunce : 
Lo, there a noble cognifaunce ? 
Rauifor 
But I woll that thou knowe him now 
Ginning ond ende, fishin that thon 
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Art fo anguithous and fo mate, 
Disfigurid out of aftate, 

‘There maic no wreche have more of wo,. 
Ne catife non endurin fo ; 

It were to every itan fitting 

OF his lorde to have knowleging, 
For if thou knewe him out of cout 
“Lightly thon fhouldift feapin out 

Of thy prifon that marrith the. 

Lamaunt, 

Ye, Dame, fithin my lorde is he, 
And This man made with mine honde 
J wouldé right faine undirftonde 

To kuowin of what kinde'he be, 

¥f arly would enformé me. 

Raifoun. 

I would (fayid Refon) the lere, 
Sithe thou to lerne haft feche defire, 
And thewin the withoatin fable 

A thing that is not demonftrable, 
‘Thoh fhalt knowe withoutin feience 
. And withoutin experience 

"The thing that maic.not knowin be, 
Ne wift ne thewed in no degre, 
‘Thou maictt the fothe of it not witten 
Although in the it were ywritten 
‘Thou fhalt not knowin therof more 
‘While thou art rulid by his lore, 
But unto him that Love will flie 
‘The knotté maie unclotid be 
‘Whiche hath to the, as it is founde, 
So longe to knitte and not unbounde ; 
‘Now let well thine entencion 

‘Lo here of love the defcripcion, 


Love it isan hateful pefe, 
A fre’ acquitance without relefe, 
And through the fret full of falthede 
a\ fikerneffe all fet in drede; 
In herte is a difpering hope, 
vind full of hope jit is wanhope’s 
4\ wife wednefle,and void refon, 
A fwete perillin to droun, i 
ind hevié burthin light to beré, 
A wickid wawe awaic towere; * 
It is Charybdis perilous, 
Difagréable and gracious 3 F 
IP is difcordaunce that can acorde, 
And accordaunce unto difcorde ; 
Ut is conning without fcience, 
-ind wifedome without fapience, 
Witte withoutin diferecion, 
Havoire without pofleflion ; + 

. Te is like helg and whole fickeneffe, 
vA truft drounid and dronkinefle, 
And helth all full of maladie, 
ind charite full of envig, 
And angre full of aboundauace, 
And a full gredie fuifiunce, 
Delite right full of hevinefle, 
And drerinefs-full of gladneife, 

* Bittir fwetenefle and fwete errour, 
Right cvill favoured godg favour, 
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A iin that pardone hath withinne, 
Aad pardone fpottid wichout finne, 
A paine alfo it is joious, 

And felonie right pitgous, 

Alfo a plaie that felde is fable, 

| And fedfattne®s right mevable, 

A ftrength weikid to ftonde uprighte 
And a febleneffe full of pict, of 
Witte unavifid, faze fone, 

And joie full of tourmentric, 

A laughtir it is weping aic, 

| Reét that travailith night and daic, 
Alfo a fwetd hell it is, 

| And 2 forowful! paradis, 

A plefauni gaile and efie prifoun, 
And full of froftis fomir fefoun, 
Prime temps full of froftis white, 
And Maie devoide of all delite, 
With fere braunchis bloffoms ungrene, 
And newe fruié iilled with wintir tence; 
It isa Bowe maie not forbere, 
Ragges ribanid with gold to were, 
For all fo well woll Love be fette 
Undir raggis as riche rotchette, 

And cke as well by amorettes 

In mourning blacke as bright burnettesg 
For none is of fo mokill prife, 

Ne no man foundin is fo wife, 

Ne no man fo high of parage, 

Ne no man founde of witte fo fage, 
No man fo hardie ne fo wight, 

Ne no man of fo mokifl might, 

None fo fullfillid of bounte, , 
‘That he with love maic dauntid be; 
All the werldé holdith this waie, 
Love makith all to gone mifwaie 

But if it be thei of evill life, 

Whom Genius curfid, man and wife, 
That wrongly werke again Nature ; 
None foche I love, ne have no cure 
Of foche as Lov’is fervauntés ben, 
And woll nat by my counfaile fleen, 
For Ine preifin tbat loving 

Where through man at the laft endin, 
Shall call *hem wretchis full of wo, ¢ 
Love grevith "hem and fhendith fo; 
But if thou wolt well Love efchewe 
For to efcape out of his mewe, 

And make all whole the forowe flake, 
No hettir counfaile maieft thou take 
‘Than thinke to flein wel i-wis, 

Maie nought helpe els, for wit thou this, 
If thou flie it fhall flie the, 

Folowe’ it and folowen fhall it the. 








L'amaunt, 


Whan f had herid Refon fain, 

Whiche had yplit her fpeche in vain, 
Dame, (fayid I) 1 dare well faie 

OF this avaunt me well } maie, 

‘That from your {cole fo deviaunt 

Tam, that nere the more avannt 

Right nought Iam through your doodting 
T dulle undir your difcipline ; 
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¥wot no more than I wite ever, 

To’ me fo contrarie and fo fer. 

hing that ye me lere, 

I can it all by partivere; 

¢ foryeteth thereof right nought 5 
‘tin in nry thought, 

And depe goin it is fo tender, 

‘That all mine hee Lean it render, 

And rede it ovir communeiy, 

Bat co my felf lewdift am 1. 








But fithe ye love diferivin fo, 

And lacke and preife it bothe two, 
Definith it into this ktter, 

‘That I-mate thinke on it the better. 

¥or I herd nevir defined here, 

And wilfully I would it lere.— 

“Reifor. It Jove be ferchid well and fought, 
It isa fickeneife of the thought, _ - 
Annexid and knedde betwixt tweine, 

Ww male and female with o cheine, 

dbo frele bindeth, that thei n’ill twinne 
‘Wedir thereof thei lefe or winne : 

‘The rote {pringith through hote brenning 
Jn to difordinate defiring 

For to kiflin and to embrace, 

And at ther ludt them to folace; 

Of othir thing Love retchith nought, 
But fetteth ther herte and all ther though 
More for ther delectacioun . 
‘Than any procreacioun 

Of other frui@ by engendrure, 

Whiche love to Gad is nat plefure, 

For of ther bodie fruide to get + 

Thei yeve no force, thei are fo fet 

Upon delite to plaie in feres 

And fome have alfo this manere 

To fainin "hem for lové feke ; 

Soche love I prefe not at a Icke, 

For paramours thei do but faine, 

‘To lovin truely thei difdaine; 

Thei falfin ladies traitourfly, 

And fwerne "hem othis uttirly, 

With many’ alefing, many’ fable, 

And all thei findin difceivable, 

And whan thei han ther laft ygetteh 
‘The hote ernes thei all foryetten ; 
‘Women the harme byin full fore ;' 
But men this thinkin evirmore, 

‘The laffe harme is, fo mote I the, 
Difceive them than difceivid be, 
And namily where thei ne maie 
indin none othir mene ne waie, 
For I wote wellin fothfaftnefle, 
‘That who docth now his bufineffe 
With any woman for to dele 
For any tuft that he maie fele, 
But if it be for engendrure 
He doeth trefpaffe 1 you enfure,. 
For he thould fettin all his will 
To getten a likely thing him till, 
And to fuftain, if that he might, 
‘And kepin forth by hind’is right 





| His owne tikéneffe and femblable ; 
- | For bicaufe all’ is corrumpable, 
And failin fhouid fucceffioun, 
Ne were the generacioun, 
Our fed"is ftrene for to fave, 
Whan fadre’ or mothir aine In-grave 
‘Ther childrin fhulde whan they ben dede 
Full diligent ben in ther ftede 
‘To ufe that worke on foche a wife 
That one maie through an othir rife; > 
Therefore fet kinde thercin delite, 
For men therein fhould "hem delite, 
And of that dedé be not erke, 
But ofté fithis haunt that werke, 
For none world drawe thereof a draught 
Ne were delite whiche hath bim caught ;* 
This had fubtill Dame Nature, 
For none goeth right 1 the pnfure, 
Ne hath entten whole ne parfice, 
For ther defire is for delite, m 
The whiche fortenid crcfe, and eke, 
‘The plaie of love, for oft thei fcke 
And thrall *hem (elf, thei be fo nce, 
Unto the prince of every vice, : 
For of eche finne it is. the rote 
Unlefull lu, though it be fote, 
And vf all evill the racine, 
As Tullius can determine, 
Whiche in his time was full fage, 
In a boke whiche he made of age, 
Where that more he ypraifith Kide, 
‘Though he be crokid aud unwelde, 
And more of commendacioun 
Than youth in his diferipcioun ; ° 
For youth fet both* man and wife 
In all perill of foule and life, 
And perill is, but men have grace, 
The perill of youth for to pace 
Without any deth or diftreffe, 
It is fo full of wildéneffe, . 
So oft it doeth fhame and domage 
To him or unto his linage, 
It edith man now up now doun, 
In mokill diffolucioun, 
And maketh him love ill companie, 
And lede his life difrulilie, 
And halte him paied none eftate; 
Within himfelf is foche debate - 
He channgith purpofe and entent, 
And yalté into fome covent, 
| ‘To livin aftir ther emprife, ; 
And lefith fredome aud fraunchife 
‘That Nature in him had yfet, 
‘The whiche again he maie not get, 
: If there he make his manfion, 
For to abide profeffion ; 
Though for a time his herte abfent. 
E It maie not faile he fhall repent, 
And eke abidin thiike dale | * 
To leve’ his abite and gon his waie, 
| And lefeth his worfhip and his name, 
| And dare not come again for fhame, 
. But all his life he doeth fo mourne, 
i Bicoufe he dare not home regourne, 
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Fredome of kinde fo loft hath he 
‘That nevir maie recurid be, 

But that if God him grauntin grace 
That he maie, er he hennis pace, 
Contein undir obedicuce, 

‘Through the vertue of pacicnce 5 
For yonth fet man in all folie, 

Yn unthrift and in ribaudrie, ° 

1m lecheric and in outrage, 

So oft it chaungith of corage : 
-Youth ginnith,oft foche a bargain 
‘That maie not end withoutin pain : 
In grete perill is Youth-hede, 
Delite fo docth his bridill lede = 
Delite this hangith, drede the nought, 
Bothe mann’is bodie and his thought ; 
Onily through youth’is chambere, 
"That to doen ill is cuftomere, 

And of naught ellis takith hede 
But onely folkis for to lede 

Into difport and wildéneffe 

So froward is it from fadnefley: ; 
‘But elde ydrawith "hem therfro; 
‘Who wotce it vot, he maie well go, 
And mo of ’hem that now arne old, 
‘That whilom youth yhad in hold, 

' ‘Whiche yet remembre’ of tendir age 
How it "hem brought in many’ a rage, 
And many" a folie therin wrought, 
But now that elde hath ’hem through fonghe 
“Thei repent "hem of ther folie 
"Chat youth "hem put in jeopardie, 

An perill and in mokill woe, 
And made *hem oft amitfe to doe, 

.. And fewin evill companie 

And riot and advouterie.” 


But Eldé gan againe reftraine 
From fuché foly and refraine, 
‘And fet men by her ordinaunce 
In gode rule and in governaunce ; 
‘« But ill the fpendith her fervife, 
- For no man wol her fove ne preife; 
‘She is hatid, this wot I wele, 
Her acqueintaunce would no man fele, 
‘Ne han of Eldé companie, 
Men hate to be of her alice, 
For no man wold becomin olde, 
Ne die whan he is yonge and bolde ; 
And Elde mervailith right gretely 
‘Whan thei remembre *hem inwardly 
Of many’ a peritlous emprife 
‘Whiche that thei wrought in fondry wik, 
‘How evir thei rhight without blame 
Efcape awaie withoutin fhame, 
In youth without any domage, 
‘Without reprefe of ther linage, 
Leffe of membre, fheding of blode, 
Perill of deth, or loffe of gode. 
Wotift thou nat where Youth abit, 
‘That men fo preifin in ther wit 2 
‘With Delite the yhalte fojour, 
For both thei davellin in o tour ¢ 


As longe as Youthe is in fefon 

Thei dwellin in one manfion : 

Delite of Youth woll have fervice 

‘To do what fo he woll devife, - 

And youth is redy evirmore 

For to obey for fmerte or fore 

Unto Delite, and him ‘to yeve 

Wer fervice while that fhe maie livz. 
Where Elde abittq-Lowsle(ell 

Shortily, and no while ydwelle, 

For thidir behoveth the to-go, 

“¥£ Deth in youth? the not flo; 

‘Of this journey thou maitte not fuile. 

With her Labour and cke Travaile 

Lodgid ben, wivh Sorow and Wo, 

‘That nevir out of her court go, 

Paine and Diftreffe, Sickeneffe and Tre, 

And Melan’coly, that angry fire, 

Ben of her paleis fenatours, 

Groning and grutching her herbegeours 4 

The day and night her to tourment 

“With cruill Dech thei her prefent, 

And tellin her erliche and late 

That Death ftondeth armid at her gate ; 


| Than bring thei to her remembrayuce 


The foly dedes of ther enfaunce, 

Whiche ceufin her to mourne in wo 

That youth hath her begilid fo, 

Whiche fodainly awaie is hafted ; 

She weped the time that fhe hath wafted 

Complaining of the preteritte 

And the prefent, that nat gbitte, 

And of her oldé vanite, : 

‘Vhat but aforne her the maic f€ , 

In the future fome finale focoure 

.To leggin her of her doloure, 

To graunt her time of repentaunce, 

For her finnis to do penaunce, 

And at the faft fo her governe, 

To winne the joye that is eterne, 

Fro whiche go backwarde youth her made, 

In vanite to drowne and wade; 

For prefent time abidith nought, 

It is more fwifte than any thought; 

So litill while it doth endure 

That there is ne compte pe mefare, 
But haw that evir the game go, 

Who lift love joye and mirch allo 

Of love, be it he or the, 

Or hie or lowe, who fo it be, 

In frute thei fhouldin "hem delite, 

Ther parte thci maie not eis quite, 

To fave *hem felf in honeite; 

And yet full many one I fe 

Of women, fothly for to faine, 

“That defirin and wouldin faine 

The plaic of love, thei be fo wilde, 

And not coveite to go with childe ; 

And if with childe thei be perchauace, 

Thei wol it holde a grete mifchaunce ; 

But what fo evir wo thei fcle« 

‘Thei wel not plainin, but concele, 

But it be any fole or nice, 

In whomé that fhame hath no juftices 
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For to delite echone thei drawe 
That haunt this worke, both hie and lawe, 


Tf that arné worth right nought, 
T) 





t for money wol be ybought ; 
Suchf Jove I preifin in no wile 
Whan ‘sadis given for covetife; 
J preife ne vvoman, though fic’ is wode, 
‘That yeveth her felle for any gode, 
For litill hould a noai'yceile 
Of hee that wil her body felle, 
Be fhe a maide or be the wile, ¢ 
‘That quicke wol felle her by her life, 
How faire chere that ever the make, 
He is a wretche I undirtake 
‘That love fuche one, for fwete or foure, 
Though the him called her paramioure, 
And laugheth on him, and maketh him felt, 
For certainly no fuché beft 
To be lovid is nat worthy, 
Or berin the name of Drury ; , 
None fhould her plefe, but he wer wode,. 
‘That wol difpoile him of his gode - 
“yet nathélefle { wol not faie ~ 
‘Titat the for folace and for plaic’ 
Maie a jewil or othir thing 
Take of her lov’is fre yeving, 
But that the afke itin no wife 
For drede of fhame or covetife ; °- 
And fhe of hers maie him certaing’ 
Without fclaundir yevin againe, 
And joyne ther hertes togidir fo 
In love, and take and yeve allo : 
‘Trowe nat that I wollin *hem twinne 
Whan in ther love there is no finne; 
1 wol that thei togidir go, 
And done al that thei han ado, » 
As curtis fhould and debonaire, 
Andin ther love berin hem faire, 
Withoutin vice, both he and fhe, 
So that alwaie in honefte . 
Fro foly Love to kepe "hem clere, 
‘That brennith hertis with his fere, 
And that ther love in any wife 
Be devoide of all covetife. F 
Gode love fhould.engendrid he 
Of trewé hert, juite and fecre, © _ 
And not of fuche as fet ther thoughe 
To have their luft and-ellis nought, 
»So are’ thei caught in Lov’is lace 
‘Trewly for bodily folace ; 
Flethely delite is fo prefent 
With the, that fet al thine entent 
Withoutin more, what fhould I glofe? 
‘For to gettin and have the Rofe, 
Whiche makith the fo mate and wode 
‘That thou defireft none other gode ; 
But thou art not an inche the nerre, 
But evre’ abide in forroue’ and werre, 
‘As in thy face it is yfene 
It makith the botte pale and lene ; 
Thy might, thy vertue, gothe-avwaie, --. 
A fory gett in god: faie 
‘thou harborift than in thine inne, 
The god of Love whan thoy Jet inne; 





Wherfore I rede thou thette him oute,.” 
Or he thal greve the out of doute, | 
For to thy profite it wol turne, 
If he no more with the fojourne, 
In grete mifchefe and forow fonken 
Ben hertis shat of love arne dronken, 
As thou peraventure knowen fhalt 
Whan thou haft loft thy time ail, 
Acd fpent thy thought in idilneffe, 
In wafte, and woful luftinefle, 
YF thou maift live the time to fe- 
Of love for to delivered be 
‘Thy time thou thalt bewep? fore, 
‘The whiche nevir thou maitt réftore, 
For time yloft, as men may fe, ~ 
For nothing may recoyercd be : 
And if thou feape yet at the latte 
Fro Love that hath the fo fatte . 
Yknitte and boundin in his lace, 
Certaine Lholde it but a grace; 
For many one, as it is feine, 
Have lofte and fpent alfo in veine 
In his fervice without focour 
Body and foule, gode and trefotir, 
And witte and ftrength, and cke ticheffe, 
OF whiche thei had nevir redreffe, 

2 E L’amant, 
Thus taught and prechid hath Refon, 
But Love yfpilte hath her fermon, 
That was {fo impid in my thousht 
That her dogtrine I fet at nought, 
And yet ne faide the nevre’ a dele - 
That I ne underftode it wele 
Worde by worde the matir all; 
But unto Love I was fo thrall, 
Whiche callith ovir all his praic, 
He chafith fo my thoughtis aie, * 
And-holdeth min herrte.undir his felc 
As trufty and trewe as any flele, 
So that I no devocion 
Ne haddé in the wife fermon 
Of Dame Refon, ne of her rede 
I toke no fojour in mine hede, 
For allé yede out at one ere 
That in that othir the did lere; 
Fully on me fhe loft her lore s 
Her fpeche me grevid wondir fore: 








‘That unto her for iret faide,. 

For angir as I did abraide, 

Dame, and as it your will algate 
Phat I not love but that I hate 

All men, as ye me now do teche ? 
For if I do aftir your {peche, 

Sith that you feine love is not gode, 
Than muft I nedis fay with mode, 
YF Lit leve, in batrid aie 
Livin, and voidin love awaie 
Ferré from me a finfal wretche, 
Yhatid of allé that tetche, 

I may not go none othir gate, 

For either muft I love or hate, 
And if 1 hatin men of newe 
Moré than love it wol me rewe, 
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“As by your preching femith me, 
Yor Love nothing ne praifich the 
Ye yeve gode count: ile fikirly 
‘That prechith me.al day that I 
Ne fhould not Lov'is lore alowe; 
‘Me were a fole woulde you not trowe 5 
In fpeche alfo ye han me taught 
Anothir love that knowen is-taught, 
Whiche I have herde you not repreve : 
Yo love eche othir, by your leve, 
weuld dedinin it me, 
T wouldin gladly here, to fe 
Ac the left if I mowin lere 
Of foudsy lovis the mauere. 
Raifon, 
Certis, frende, a grete fole art thou, 
‘Whan that thou nothing wolt alow 
Whiche that I for thy profite faic ; 
Yet wol I faie the more in faie, 
For Lam redy at the lett 
"Yo accomplifhin thy requeft ; 
But f n'ot where it wolaveile ; 
In vaine perav’enture I trayaile. 
Lov. there is in fondrie wife, 
Right as f fhall the here dévife, 
For fome love leful is and gode, 
I mene not that whiche maketh the wode, 
And bringith the in many’ a fitte, 
And ravitheth fro the al thy. witte, 
Tt is fo marveilous and queint ; 
With fuche love be no more aqueint. 
Comment Raifon diffinift Aunfite. 
Love of frendthippe alfo there is 
Whichr makith no man don amis, 
OF will yknitte betwixin two, 
"That wo! not breke for wele ne wo, 
Whiche longe is likely to contune, 
Whan wil and godes ben in commune, 
Groundid by Godd’ie ordinaunce, 
All whole withoutin difcordaunce, 
With them yholding commauncé, 
Of al ther gode in charite, 
‘That there be none exceptioun 
‘Through chaunging of ententioun, 
"That eche belpe othir at ‘ther nede, 
And wifely hele both worde and dede, 
‘T'rewe of mening, devoide of flouthe, 
For wit is nought withoutin trouthe, 
So that the t' one dare all his thoughe 
Saine to his frende, and fparin nought, 
As tohim felfe, without dreding 
Ta be difcovered by wreying, 
For glad is that conjundtioun 
‘Whan there is none fufpetioun 
Betwixin "hem whome thei wold prove, 
"That trewe and parfite weren in love ; 
For no man may be amiable 
But if he be fo ferme and ftable 
“That Fortune chaunge him not ne blinde, 
But that his frende alway him finde 
Bothe pore and riche in one eftate, 
For if his frende through any gate 
‘Wol complaine of his poverte 
Fe thould not bide fo long til he 











_ OF his helping doth him require, 
; For gode dede done thorough prayire 


Is folde and bought to dere i-wis 


+ Yo hert that of grete valure is, 


For hert fulfilled of gentilnefe 
Can evil demene his diftreife ; 
And mgan that worthy is of name 
To afkin oftin hath grete fhame 

A gode man brent at a though: 
For fhame whan that he afkith ought ; 
He hath grete thought, and dredith aic 
For his difefe whan he hal praie 
His frende left that he warnid be 
‘Till he preve his fabilite ; 
But whan that he hath foundin one 
‘That trufty is and trewe as ftone, 
ind hath affayid-him at all, 
And founde him ftedfaft as a wall, 
And of his frendthippe be certaine, 
He thal him thewe bothe joie and paine, 
And all that he dare thinke or faie, 
Withoutin fhame, as he well maic, 
For how fhouid he afhamid be 
Of fache an one as I tolde the ? 
For whan he wot his fecret thought 
The third thall know therof right nough:, 
For twey in nombre’ is bet than thre 
In every counfaile and fecre z 
Repreve he dredith nevre’ a dele 
Who that befet his wordis wele, 
For every wife man out of drede 
Can kepe his tong till he fe uede, 

And folis can not holde ther tonges 
A fol’is belle is fone yronge: 
Yet fhall a trewe frende doin more 
‘To helpe his felowe of his fore, 
And focour him whan he hath nedu 
In all that he may done in dede, 
And gladdir that he him plefith 
Than his felowe that he efith : 
And if he do nat his requeft 
Me thal as mochil him molef: 
As hig felowe, bicaufe that hi: 
Maic not fulfill his volunte 
All fully as he hath required. 
If both the hertis Love hath fired 
Bothe joye and wo thei thal] departc, 
And take evinly eche his parte, 
Halfe his anoye he thal have aic, 
And comforte him what that he mie, 
And of his bliff. parte thal he, 
If love wollin departid be. 


And whilom of this unite 
Spake Tullius in 2 dite, 
Aman fhould makin this requeft 
Unto his frende that is honeft, 
And ke godely fhould it fulfill, 
But it the more were out of fkill, 
And otherwife not graunt therte, 
Except only in caufis two. 
Yi men his frende to deth would drive 
Let him be bey to’ fave his live, 
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Alfo if mea wollen him affaile, ~ 
DE his worfhip to make him faile, 
And lAidrin hire of his renown, i 
Le if ful entencioun 
His yir done in eche degre, 

“That hisfvend2 ne thamid be. 

In thefe two cafis with Hig might, 
‘faking no kepe to fill nor right, ° 
erre as love may iim é¥tufe, 
ought no man for to refufe, 
is love that Ihave told to the 

fs nothing contrarie to me; 

‘This wol I that thou folowe wele, 

And Ieve the t’othir every dele; 

‘This love to vertue al entendeth, 

‘Fhe Vothir folis blent and fhendeth. 

An othir love alfo there js 

‘That is contrary unto this, 

Which defire isYo conftrainid 

That it ne is but will fainid; 

Away fro trouth it doth fo varie 
___ ‘That to gode love it is contrarie, 

“tor it maymith in many wife 
SIKG hertis with covetife; 

Allin winning and in profite 

Suche love yfettith his delite : 

‘This love fo haungith in balaunce, 

‘That if it lefe his hope perchaunce 

Of lucre that he? is fet upon 

It wo} failin and quench anon, 

For no man maie be amorous, 

Ne in his living vertuous, 

But if he lovin more in mode 

Men for "hem felfe than for ther gode ; 

Por love that profite doth abide 

13 fall, and bidith not 06 tide : 

Soche love comith of Dame Fortune, 

‘That litil while woll contune, 

For it thall chaungin wondir fone, 

And take echips as doth the mone, 

Whan that the is from us ylee . 

‘Through exth, that betwixin is fet 

‘The fonne and her, as it may fall, 

Be it in partie or in all: 

‘The thadowe makith her bemes merke, 

And her hornis to fhewin derke 

‘Shat part where fhe hath loft her light 

Of Phebus fully and the fight, 

‘Till whan the fhadowe' is ovir patte . 

She’ is enlumined ageinas faite : 

‘Lhrough the brightnes of the fonne bemes, 

‘Phat yevith to’ her again her lemes : 

That love is right of fuch nature, 

* Now itis faire and now obfcure, 
Now bright, now clipfy of tmanere, 
‘And whilom dimme aud whilom clere, 
As fone as poverte ginnith take, 
With mantiland with wedis blake 
Hidith of love the light away, 

‘That into night it tournith day, 

ft may. not fein Richelle thine. 

‘Till that the blacke thadowis fine, 

¥or whan that Richeffe finith bright 

Love recovercth ayen his hight, 











And whan ic failith he -wol flit, 
And as fhe grevith fo grevith it. 
‘OF this love herith what I faic : 
The riche men are ylovid aie, 
And namely tho that fparande bene, 
‘That wol not wafhe ther hertis clene 
Of the filthe nor of. the vice 
OF gredy brenning avarice. 
-The riche man ful fond is inwis 
That wenith that he lovid iss” 
if that his hert it undirftode 
Ic is not he; it is his gode ¢ 
He may wel wetin in his thought: 
His gode is loved and he right nought; 
For if he be a nigarde cke 
Men wol not tet by hima Icke, 
But hatin him, this is the fothe. 
Lo what profite his catil dothe! 
Of cvery man that may him fe 
Ie gettcth him nought but enmite, 
But he amende him of that. vice, 
And know himflfe ke is not wife, 
Certis he thould aie frendly be 
‘To get him love, alfo bent fre, 
Or els he is not wife ne fage, 
No mote than is a gate ramage, 
That he not lovith his dede proveth, 
Whan he his richeffe fo well loveth 
That he wol hide it aie and fpare, 
His pord frendis fene forfare, 
To kepin aie his ill purpofe, 
Till that for drede his eyin clofe, 
And til a wickid deth him take 
Him had levir a fondre thake, 
And let al’ his limmes a fondre rive, 
‘Than leve his richeffe in-his live; 
He thinkcth to part it with no man; 
Certain no love is in him than, = * 
For how fhould love within him be 
Whan in his hert is no ite? 
‘That he trefpafich well t wate, 
For eche man knowith his eftate, 
For wel him ought to be reproved 
‘That lovith nought ne is not loved. 
But fithe we arne to Fortune comen, 
And hath our fermon of her nomen, «, 
A wondir will I tell the now, 
Thou herdift nere fuche one 1 trows 
I n’ot where thou me levin thail, 
Although fothfaftenéffe it be all, 
As it is writin, and is fothe, 











| That unto men more profite dothe 


‘The frowarde fortune dnd contraite 
Than doth the fote and debonaire; 
And if the thinke it is doutable, 

It is through argument provable, 
For Fortune debonaire and fofte 
‘Yéalfith and begilith afte, 

For liche a mothir fhe can cherifhe, 
And milkin as doth a norice, 

| And of her gode to him ydeles, 
And yeveth *hem parte of her jeweles, 
With grete richis and dignite, 

And "hem fhe hoteth ftabilite 
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in a flate that is nothing Mable, 

But chaungitig’ die. tnd fable, 
And fedith him with gh TF Veine, 
‘And warldely bliffe-nothing certeirie 4 
‘Whan the "hem fectith on fe 
"Thos wenin thei to be right’ 
And in fo ftable fate svithal 
‘That nevir thei wene, fat*té fall ; 

\And whan thei fete fo high to be 

‘Thei wene to have in certainte 

‘Of hertly frendis to grete nombre, 

"Fhat nothing might their ftate encombre ; 
Thei truft ‘hes fo on every fide, 
Wening with "hem, thet wont slide 


In eve il and” y 
Withoutin chilneé ae warlaunce 
Bothé of catil and of pode, 

And alfo for to fpende thet blode, - 
And al ther membris for to fpill, 
Onily to fulfill ther will : 

‘Thei maken it whole in many wife,’ 
‘And hotin ‘hem their full fervice,* 
How fore fo that jt do "hem fmerte 
Into ther very nakid therte ; : 
Herte and hande alfo whole thei.give, 
For al the time that thei may lite,” 
So that ‘with this ther Batiry © 

‘Thei makin folis glorific © 

Onely of ther wortls fficking, 

And han chere of #’Fejoyfing, 

‘And trow "hem as thé Ewangile; 
And it is al falthede and gile, 

As thei thal afterwardis fe ¢ 

‘Whan thei arne fal in poyette, 

And ben of gode and catil bare, 
‘Than should thei.fene who frendis ware, 
For of an hundrid certainly, ~ 

Nor of a thoufande full fearfly, 

Ne shall thei finde unnethis one 
‘Whan poverte is comen upon, 

For thus Fortune that J of tell, 
With men whan that her luft to dwell, 
Maketh ‘hem to lefe ther conifaunce, 
And norifheth *hem in ignoraunce. 

. But frowarde Fortune and perverfe, 
‘Whan high eftates fhe doth reverfe, 
And makith’hem to toumble doune 
Of her whele with a fodaine tourne, 
And from, ther richeffe dothe *hem fle, 
And plongith "henr in poverte, 

Asa ftepmothir envious, 

And laicth a plaiftir dolorous 

Unto ther hertis woundid egre, 
‘Whiche is not tempered with vinégre, 
But with poverte’ and indigence, 
For to fhewe by experience 

‘That fhe is Fertune verilie,- 

In whom no man ne fhould affie, 
Nor in her Yyeftis have fiaunce, 

She is fo ful of variaunce. 

‘Thus can fhe makin hie and lowe, 
‘Whan thei:from richeffe arne throwe, 
Fully to knowin without were 
Frende of affecte and frende of cherc, 











And whiche in'Tove weren trew and ftable, 

And whiche alfo werdit variable, 

Aftir Fortimé ther goddeffe, 

In poverte’, cither in richefle, 

For all that yeveth here ont of drede 

Unhappy yberith it in dede, 

For Infortuné Ictte not one 

Of frendis- whan Fortene ispare, 

I mene tho frendis that woll fe 

Anone as entrith poverte; 

And yet thei wol sot eve *hem fo, 

But in eche place where that thei go 

‘Thei callin *hem wretche, feorne,and blames 

And of ther mithappe "hem diffame, © 

And namely fuche ‘as in ticheffe 

Pretendith mofte of ftableneffe, 

Whan that they fawe "hem fet on lofte, 

And werin of hem fucoured ofte, _ 

And moft iholpe in aJ ther nede, 

But now thei take no niater hedey 

But feine in voice of flatiri¢ 

That now appereth ther folie 

Ovir al wher fo that thei fare, 

And finge, Go, farewel, Feldefare.” 
Allé fuche frendis 1 bethrewe, 

For of trewe frendis ther be to fewe, 

But fothfatt frendes, what fo botide, 


| In every fortune wollen ‘abide 5 


Thei han their hertes'in fuch nobleffe 

That thei n’il love for no richeffe, 

Nor for that Fortune may ’hem fende 

Thei wollen "hem focour and defende, 

And chaungin for fofte ne for fore; 

for who his frende loveth evirmore, 

Though men drawe fwerdis him to flo; 

Thei may not hewe ther love a two; 

But if in cafe that I -thall. fay, 

For pride and ire lefe it he may, 

And for reprove by nicete, 

And difcovering of privite 

With tongé wounding, as felon, 

Through Venemous detraccion. 
Frende in this cafe wol gon his way, 

For nothing greve him more ne may; 

And for nought ellis wol he fic 

If he love ip ftabifite +’ 

And certaine he is well begone 

Among a thovfande that findeth one, 

For there ne may be no richeffe, 

Ayenft frendfhip of worthineffe, 

For it ve may fo high attaine 

As may the valoure, fothe to faine, 

Of him that lovith trewe and well < 

Frendfhip is more than is catell, 

For frende in courte aie bettir is 

Than peny is in purfe’certis, 

And than is Fortune mifhaping, 

Whan upon men fhe is fabling 

Thorough mifturning of her chauace, 

And caftith’hem out of balaunée. 
She maketh through her adverfite 

Men ful and clerly for to fe 

Him that is frende in exiftence 

From him that is by apparence, 
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For infortune makith anone 
‘To know thy frendis fro thy fone 
By experince right as it is, 
The whiche is more to praile i-wis 
‘Than in muche richeffe and trefour,. 
For more depe profite and vatour 
Poverte’, and fuche adverfite 
Befurc, than docth profperite, 
For that one yeveth ‘cénifaunce, 
And Vothir gevith ignoraunée, 

And thus in poverte’ is in dede 
‘Vrouthé declartd fro falthede, 
For faint frendis it wol declare, 
And trewe alfo, what way they fare; 
For whan he was in his richeffe 
‘Thefe frendis ful of doubleneffe 
Offirid him in many wife 
Ther herte and body, and fervice, 


‘What would he then have you to “lave brought 


‘Yo knowin opinly ther thought, 

‘That he now hath fo clerely fene? 
‘The laffe begiled he fhould have bene 
And he bad than percevid it? 

But Richefle n’qjde not let him wit ; 
‘Wel hore avauntage doeth him than, 
Sithe that it makith him a wife man, 
‘The grete mifchefe that he perceveth 
"Than docth richefle, that him deceveth : 
Richeffe riche ne ymakith nought | 
Him that on trefour fet his thought, 
For richeffe ftonte in fuffifaunce, 
And nothing ftonte in haboundaunce, 
For fuffifaunce all only 

Makith menne to live richily. 


For he tha: hatit but mitchis tweine, 
Ne value in his whole demeine, 
Liveth more at efe, and more is riché, 
‘Than doith het whiche that is chighe, 
And in his barne hath, foth to faine, 
An hundrid mavis of whete graine, 
Though he be chapman or marchaunt, 
And have of golde many befaunt, 

For in the getting he’ "hath fuche wo, 
And inthe keping drede alfo, 

And fette «re more his befineffe 

For to encrefe and nat to lefle, 

For to augment and multiply ; 

And though on hepes-that lie him by, 
Yet nevir fhall make his richeffe 
Affeth unto his gredineffe; 

But the pore man that retchith nought 
Suve of his livelode in hig thought, 


Whiche that he getteth with his travaile,. 


He dredith nought that it thall faile, 
‘Though ke bave litle worldis.gode, 
Met* and. drinke, and efie fode.* 
Uren his travaile and living, 

And alfo fudifaune clothieg, 

Or if in fickeneife that he fall, 

Aad lothé mete and drinke withall, 
‘Though he have not his mete to buie, 
Me fhali bethinke him hy 





To put,him out of all-daungere, 

That he of mete hath no miferc, 

+ that he miaie with Betle cke 
‘foundin while that he is feke, 

Qe that men ffiall him bene in hatte _ 

To live till his fickneife bé paife 

Unto fome snatfondemé befide = 

He cafte nonghit what fii 

He thinkith nought’ that ewre’ hi 

Into any fickenefle yfall 





And though it fall, asit maié be, 
‘That all betime fparindhali he 
As mokill as fhallto’ him fuffice 
While he is ficke in any wife, 
He doith for that'he woll be 
Contentid with his poverte 
Withoutein nede of any man = 
So moche in Tittle have he can: 
He is apaide with his fortune, , 
And for he n’ill be importune 
Unto no wight ne onerous, 
Nor of ther godeffe covetous, _ 
Therfore he fpareth; st mai well benj. 
His pore eftate for yo fuftene, 
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Or if him lufte not-for to fpare, 

But fuffrith forthe as nat yet yrare, 
At lafte it happeneth, as it maie, 
Allright unto Bis hafté daic,, 

And take the worlde as it would be; 
For evir in herte thinkith he 

The fonir that en him yfic 

To paradife the fonir go- 

He thall, there for to tre, in bliffe _ 
Where that he fhall no godis miife +. 
Thidir he hopeth God fhalt him faids 
Aftir this wretchid liv‘is ende.. 
Pythagoras himfelf reherfes,, 

In a boke that The Goldin’ Verfes: 

Is cleped, for the nobilite 

Of the honorable dite, * 

Than whan thou gorft thy body fo 
Fre in the ayre. thou fhalt up go, 
And levin all humanite, 

And purely live in dicte. 
He is a fole -withoutin were 
That trowith have his countrey here. 

In yerth is not our countere, 
That maie thefe clerkis {eine aad fe 
In Boece of Confolacion 
Where it is makid mencion 
Of our contre plaine at the eye 
By teching of philofophi Figo 
Where leude Late lexitf'wit, 
Who fo that would tranflatin it. 

Tf he be fuche that can well live 
Aftir his renté maie him yeve,. 

And not defirith more to have 
Than maie fro poverte him fave. 

A wifeman faied, as we maie fene, 
de po man wretched but he it wene; 


320 
Be he aking, knight, or ribaude : 
Many’ a ribaude i merie” and baude 
"That fwinketh and berith daie und night 

“Many a burthin of grete might, 

The whiche doith him laffe offence 

For he that fuffrithin paciences . 

Thei laugh und daunce, thei trippe ard fing, 
And laie nought up for ther living, ~ 

But in the taverpe all difpendeth 

The winning whiche that God ’hem fendeth 5 
Than goeth: he fardils for to bere 

‘With as gode chere as he did ere : 

‘To fwinke and travaile’ he not fainith, 

For to robbin he difdainith, 

But right anon after his fwinke 

He goeth to taverne for to drinke. 

All thefe are riche in haboundaunce 

‘That can thus havin fuffifaunce 

‘Weil more than can an uferere, 

As God well knowith, without were, 

For ’an ufurere, fo Ged me fe, 

Shall nevir for richeffe riche be, 

But er more pore and indigent, 

Scarce, and gredy in his entent. 

For fothe it is, whom it difplefe, 
‘There maie no miarchaunt live at efe, 
His herte in foche a whete is fet 
‘That it quicke brennith for to get, 

Ne nevir thal] thongh he hath getten, 
‘Though he have golde in garnirs yeten, 
For to be nedy he dredeth fore, 
Wherefore to gettin more and more 

He fet his herte and his defire : 

So hote he brennith in the fire 

Of covetife, that maketh him wode 

To purchace othir mennis gode. 

He undirfongith a grete pain 

"That undertaketh to drinke up Sain, 
For the more that he drinkith aie 

The more he levith, fothe to faie. 
"Thus is the thruft of falfe getting, 
‘That lafte evir in coviting, 

And the anguithe and the diftreffe, 
With the firé of gredineffe 

She fightith with him aie and ftriveth, 
So that his herte a fondir riveth : 
Soche gredineffe him affailith 

"Lhat whan’ he mofte hath mofte he failith. 

Phificiens and advocates 

* Goin right by the fame yates ; 

‘Thei fell ther fcience for winning, 

And haunte ther crafte for grete getting s 
Ther winning is of foche fweteneffe 

That if a man fallin fickencfle 

‘Thei are full glad for ther encrece, 

. For by ther will withoutin lefe 
Evériche man fhouldin be feke; 
‘Though thei die thei fet not a eke; 
Aftir whan thei the golde have take 
Full }jttle care for him thei make : 
‘Thei would fowertie were ficke at ones, 
Yc, two hundrid, in flefhe and bones, 
And yet twe thoufande, as I geile, 

For to encrefin ther richefite 
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Thei woll not worchin in no wit 
Bat for lucre and covetife, 
For phyficke ginnith firft by (phi) 
The phificien alfo fothly ; 
And fithen it goeth fra fie to fic 
‘To truft on *hem it is folie, 
For thei wil in no manir gre 
Doin right nought for ch: 
Eke in the fame fedté are fet 
All tho that prechiin for to get 
Worfhips, and honour, and richeffe + 
Ther hertis arne in grete diftreile 
‘That folke livin not holily, 
But abovin all {pecially 
Soche as yprechin veinglorie, 
And towarde God have no mem’oric, 
But forthe as ipocritis trace, 
And to ther foulis deth purchace, * 
And outward fhewing holineffe, 
Though thei be full of curfidneife + 
Nat liche to the apoftlis twelve, 
Thei deceive othir and "hem felve : 
Beyilid is the gilir thin 
For preching of a curfid man : 
Though it to othir maie profite ‘ 
Himfeif it availeth not a mite, 
For oft gode predicacioun 
Cometh of evill entencioun 
‘To him nat availeth.his preching, 
All helpe he othir with his teching, 
For where thei gode example take 
‘There ig he with veinglorie hake. 
But let us leven thefe prechours, 
And fpeke of "hem that in their tours 
Hepe up ther golde and fait yfhet, 
And fore thereon ther hertis fet : 
Thei neither Jovin God ne drede;- 
Thei kepin more than it is nede, 
And in then baggis fore it binde 
Out of the funne and of the windc; 
‘Thei puttin up more than nede ware 
Whan thei fene povir foik forfare, 
For hungre die, and for cold quake; 
God can well vengeaunce thereof take ; 
The grete mifchivis "hem affaileth, 
And thus in gadring aie travaileth 5 
With mochil pain thei winne richeffe, 
And drede *hem holdith in diftreffe 
To kepin that thei gathir faft : 
With forowe thei leve it at laft, 
With forowe thei bothe die and live 
That unto richeffe ther hertes yeve. 
And in defaute of love it is, 
As it thewith full well i-wis, 
For if thefe gredy, fothe to faine, 
Lovidin and were loved’ againc, 
And gode Jove reignid ovir all, 
Soche wickidneffe ne fhould yfall, 
But he fhould yeve that mofte gode had 
To hem that weren in nede beftad, 
And live withoutin falfe ufure, 
For charite ful clene and pure 5 
If thei "hem yeve unto godeneffe; 
Defending hem from idilaciic, 
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In afl this worlds than povir none 

We fhouldin finde t trrowe not oné 
But chuungid is this worlde unftable; 
For love is ovir all vendable 

We fe that n0 man lovith now 

But for his winning and for prowe ¢ 
And love is thrallid in fervage 

Whan it is fold for avauntage; 

Yet women wol thet bodies fell : 
Soche fouivs goith to the devill of hell, 

Whan Love had tolde "hem his entent 

‘The baronage to counfaile went, 

In many fentencis thei fill, 

And diverfly thei faied ther will; 
But aftir difcorde thei accorded, 

And ther accorde to Love recorded : 
Sir, fuidin thei, we hen at one, 

Dy even accorde of everickone, 

Out take Richeffe all onily, 

‘That fworné hath full hauteitly’ 
That fhe che caftill n'ill affaile, 

Ne fimite 2 ftroke in this bateaile 
With darte ne mace, ne ipere, ne knife, 
¥cor man that {peketh or bereth life, 
Aifd blamith your emprife isis, 

4\nd from our hofte departid is, 

At lefte waie, as in this plite, 

So hath the this man in digaige ; 

For he faicth he ne love Aer never, 
And therefore the woll h: im ever; 
For he woll gathir no trefOre 

He hath her wrathe for evirmore ; 
Te’ agilte her nert in othir cafe, 

‘Lo here all wholly his trefpafe ! 

She faieth well that this othir dai¢ 
Me udked fer leve to gon the waie’ 
‘That is clepid to mothe yeving, 

And {puke full faire in his praying, 
But whan he praied her poote was'he, 
‘Vherefore fhe warned him the entre, 
Ne yet is he not thrivin fo 

‘That he hath gettin a penie or two 
‘That quictly’ is his owne in holde : 
‘Thus hath Richeffe us afl ytolde, 
And whan Richeffe us this recorded 
Withoutin her we ben acorded, 

And we finde in our accordaunce + 
‘Lhat Falfe Semblant and Abftinannce, 
~Wich all the folke of cher battaile, 
Shull at the hindir gate affuile 
‘That Wickid Tong hath in keping, 
With his Normans full of jangting, 
And with him Curtefie and Largeffe, 

‘That fhullin thewe ther hardinefle 
‘Vo the old wife that kept fo hard 
Faire Welcoming within her ward, 
‘Than fhall Delite and Well-Heling 
Yfendin Shame adoun to bring 

H ber hee erly and late, 
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hell the folke of ther leding, 

Yhat nevir wife what was flaying, 
Wor. +l. 


Fraunchife thall fight and eke Bite 

4 With Daungir ful of ctuilte, 

Phas is your hofte ofdainid wele ; 
 fhall the caftill every dele 

If everiche doc his entent, 

So that Venus yhe ptefent, 

Your mothir, full of vellélage, 

‘That can inougt of fethe tifage ; 

Withoutin her-maié sic wight fpedlé 

This werke neither for ‘worde ne dede, 

Therefore is gode ye for her fende, 

For through her maie this worke antéadé, 











Lordinges, my mothir the goddes, 

That is my ladie and maifires, 

Ne is nat all at my willing, 

Ne docth nat all my defiring; 

Yet can the fometinte doen labour 

Whan that her lufte in ny focour, 

As my nede is for to atcheve, 

But now I thinke her nat to grevet 

My mothit is fhe’, and of childhede 

I both worship her and eke drede, 

For who that drédeth'fire ne date - 

Shall it abie in bodié’ of nanie : 

And nath2leffe yet conn? we 

Sende aftir her if nede ybe, 4 

And were fhe nigh fhe commin wold; 

I trowe that nothing might her hold. 
My mothit is of grete proweffe, 

She hath tane many a fortreffe 

Uhat coft hath many’ a pound ef thie 

There {n’as not prefent iwis, 

And yet men faied it was my dédé : 

But I come nevir in that fede, 

Ne me ne liketh, fo mote I the, 

‘That foche tours ben ytake with thé’; 

For why? ine thinkith that in-ho wifé 

It maie be cleped but Marchdundife, 


Go buie a courfir blacké or white, 
And paie therefore, than art thou quite : 
‘The marchaunt owith the right nought 
Ne thou him whan thou haft it bought, 
J woll not felling clepe Yeving, 
For felling afketh no guerdoning ; 
Here ithe no thanke ne‘no mcerite, 
That one goth from that othre’ alf quite; 
But this felling is uot femblable ; 

For whan his horfe is in the Rable 
He mai it fell again parde, 
And winnen on it, foche hapj 
All maic the manne nat lefe i 
For at the left the fkinné is his; 

Or ellis, if it fo betide 
‘That he woll kepe his horfe to ride, 
Yet is he lorde aie of his horfe 3 
Bur thilé chafare is well worfs 
‘There Venus ¢rtremetith ought, * 
For who fo foche chaffare hath boughs 
He fhall not werchin fo wilely 
That be we thal tefe utcisly 
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Bothe his money and his chaffare ; 

But the feller of thilke ware 

‘The prife and profite havin fhall; 

‘Certaine the buier fhall lefe alt, 

For he ne can fo dere it buie 

To have lordthip and full maiftrie, 

Ne havin power to make letting 

Neither for yefte ne for preching, 

‘That of his chaffare maugre his 

An other fhall have as moche iwis, 

¥f he woll yeve as moche as he, 

Of what countrey fo that he be, 

Or for right nought, fo happe ymaie, 

If he can flattir her to’ sher paie, 
And ben than foche marchauntis wife ? 

No, but folis in*every wife : 

‘Whan thei buie foche thing wilfully 

‘Vhert thei lefe ther gode folily ; 

But nathéleffe this dare I faie, 

My mothir is not wont to puic, 

For the’ is neither fo fole ne nice 

‘To entremete her of foche vice; 

But truftith well he fhalt paie all 

‘That repente of his bargaine hail, 

‘Whan Poverte’ put him in diftreffe, 

All wesc he fcholir to Richefle, 

‘That is for me in grete yerning 

‘Whaa the affentcth to my willing. 


But by my mtothir Sain@ Venus, 
And by ber’ fathir Sacurnus, 
‘That her engendrid by his life, 
But nat upon his weddid wife, 
Yet woll 1 more unto you {were, 
‘To makin this thing the furere. 

. Now by that faithe and that beaute 
That I owe to’ all my brethrin fre, 
Of whiche ther n’is wight undir heven 
‘TYhet cant her fadir’s namis neven, 

6o divers and many there be 

‘That with my mothre’ have be prive, 

Yet woll 1 {were for fikirneffe 

‘The pole of hele to my witneffe, 

Now drink I not this yere clarre 

Kf that J lic or forfworne be, 

For of the goddes the ufage is 

That who fo him forfwerith amis 

Shall that-yere drinkin no clarre, 
Now have I fworne inough parde ; 

If I forfwere than am Ilorne; 

But I woll nevir be forfworne, 

Sithe Richeffe hath me failid here 

She’fhall abie that trefpas dere 

At Icfte waie but I her harme . 

With fwerde, or fparth, or with gifarme. 
For certis fithe fhe lovcth not me, 

Fro thilké time that the maic fe 

The caftill and the touré to fhake, 

In forie time fhe fhall awake ; 

£1 maic gripe a riché man 

¥ fall fo pulle him if I can, 

“Chat he fhall in a few ftoundis 

Lefe all his mark¢s and his poundis. 
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1 fall him make his pens out fling 
But that thei in his garnie {pring ; 
Our maidins fhall eke plucke him fo 


“| That him fhall nedin fethirs mo, 


And make him fell his londe to fpende 
But he the bet conne him defende, 


Pore men han made ther lorde of me; 

Although thei nat fo mightie be 

‘That thei maic fede me in delite 

I woll not Rave *hem in difpite : 

No gode man hateth "hem as I geffe, 

For chinche and feloun is Richeffe, 

‘That fo can chafe "hem and defpife, 

And hem defgule in fondrie wife : 

‘Thei loven full bette, fo God me fpede, 

Than doith the riche chinchy grede, 

And ben (in gode faith) more itable, 

And truir and more ferviable, 

And therefore it fuffifith me 

Ther gode hertis and ther beaute : 

Thei han on me fet all their thought, 

And therefore I forycte "hem nought. 
1 woll "hei bring in grete nobleffe, 

If that I were god of Richeffe, 

As I am god of Love fothely,. 

Soche ruthe upon int have Ty. 


Therefore 1 muft hi ott be 
That painith him to {@gvin me, 
For if he deied for lovelf this 


Than femith in me no love there is, 
Sir, fuied thei, fothe is every dele 

That ye reherce, and we wote wele 

Thilke othe to holde is refonable, 

For it is gode and covenable 

That ye on riche men han yfworne ; 

For, Sir, this wote we well beforne, 

Ifriche men doin you homage 

That is as folis doen outrage 5 

Bot ye thult not forfworne ybe,. 

Ne let therefore to drinke clarrie, 

Or piment-makid frefhe and newe : 

Ladies fhull "heim foche pepir brewe 

If that thei fall into their laas 

That thei for wo mowe faine Alas! 

Ladies fhullen ere fo curteis he 

‘That thei thall quite your othe all fre; 

Ne feketh nevir othir vicaire, 

For thei fhall fpeke with *hem fo faire 

That ye thal} holde you paied full wele, 

‘Though ye you medle nere a dele. 

Let. judies worchin with ther thinges, 

‘The fhall "hem tell fo fele tidinges, 

And move fo many requeftis, 

By flatteric, that not heneft is, 

And thereto yeve ’hem foche thankinges, 

What with kifling and with talkinges, 

That certis if thei trowid be 

Shall nevir leve *hem londe ne fe 

‘That it n’illas the moeble fare, 

Of whiche thei firft delivered are, 

Now maie you tell usall your will, 

And we your heftis fhall fulfill, 
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Bui Falfe Semblant dare not for drede 
Of you, Sir,medle” him of this dede, 
For he faith that ye ben his fo, 
He n’ot if ye woll worche him wo 3 
Wherefore we p yeu all, beau Sire, 
‘Tat ye foryeve him now your ire, 
And that he maie dwell as your man 
With abftinence his dere lomman ¢ 
"This ovr accorde and our will now. 
Parfei, faied Love, [ graunt it you 
Ywoll wellhelde him for my man; 
Now Ict him come: and he forthe ran. 
Falfe Semblant, (quod Love) in this wife 

+ Ttakethe here to my fervice, 
"Phat thou our frendis helpe alwaie, 
And jindre ’hem neither night ne daie,, 
But doe thy might *hem to releve, 
And che our en’mies that thou greve : 
‘Thine be this might; I graunt it the; 

ig of Harlotes fhalt thou be: 

‘We woll that thou have foche honour : 

Certaii thou art u falfe traitour, 

And cke a thicfs fithe thou were borne 

Ashoufande times thou art forfworne : 

Ber nathcleffe in our hering, 

"To put our folke out of doubting, 

I bidde the teche ’hem, woft thou how ? 

By fome genérall figné now, 

In what place thou fhalt foundin be 

Uf that men had miftir of the, 

And how men shall the belt efpie, 

For the to knowe is grete maiftre : 

‘Tell in what place is thine haunting, 
Sir, I-have fully divers wonning 

‘That I kepe not reherfid be, 

So that ye would refpitin me, 

For if that I tell you the fothe 

I maic have harme and fhame bothe? 

If that my felawes wiftin it 

‘My talis fhouldin me be quit, 

For certaine thei would haté me: 

If er | knewe ther cruclte, 

For thei would ore all hold ’hem ftill* 

Of trothe that is again ther will: 

Soche talis kepin thei not here; 

1 might eftfone buie it full dere 

Hf I faied of *hem any thing 

That difplefith to ther hering; 

For what word that *hem pricketh or biteth 

In that worde non of ’hem deliteth, 

All were it gofpell the’ Evangile, 

‘That would reprove ’hem of ther gile, 

For thei are cruill and hautain; 

And this thing wote I well certain, 

If I {peke ought to paire or loos 

Your courte {hall not fo well be cloos 

‘That thei ne fhall wite it at laft : 

Of gode men am I nought azaft, 

For thei woll take on ‘hem nothing 

‘Whan that thei knowe all my mening, 

But he that woll it on him take 

He woll himfelf fufpecious make 

‘That he his jife let covirtly 

In Gile and in Ypocrifie, 











That me’ engendrid and yave fotring, 
Thei made a full gode engendring, 
(Quod Love) for who fo fothly teil 
‘Yhei engendrid the divell of hell. 
But nedely, howfoere it he, 
(Quod Love) I will and chargé the 
To tell anon thy wonning placis 
Hering cche wight that in this place is, 
And what life thou livitt alfo, 
Hide it no lengir now; wherto? 
‘Thou moft difcovre’ all thy worching, 
How theu fervift, and of what thing, 
Though that thou fhouldeft for thy foth-faw 
Ben ail to-betin and to-drawe, 
And yet art thou not wont parde 
But natheleffe though thou betin be 
‘Thou fhalt not be the firft that fo 
Hath for fothfawe yfuffirid wo.- 
Sir, fithe that it maic kin, you, 
Though that I fhould be flain right now, 
I thall docn your commaundement, 
For thereto have I grete talent. 
Withoutin wordis mo, right than 
Falfe Semblant his fermon began, 
And faied "hem thus in audien 
Barons, take hede of my fentence. 
That wight that lit to have knowing 
Of Falfe Semblant, full of flact’ring, 
He muft in worldly folke bim feke, 
And certis in the cloiftirs eke 5 
I won no where but in ’hem twaie, 
But not like evin, fothe to faic: 
Shortly, I woll herberowe me 
There I hope bett to hulftrid be 
And certainly fikereft hiding 
Is undirneth humblift clothing, 
Religious folke ben full covert, 
Sceuler folke ben more appert; 
But natheleffe] wol! not blame 
Religious folke, ne "hem ditame, 
In what habite that er thei gos 
Religion hamble’ and true alfo 
Woll J not blamin ne difpife, 
But I ail) love it in ne wife; 
1 mene of falfe religious, 
That fout ben and malicious, - 
That wollin in an habite go 
And fettin not ther herte thereto,: 











ious folke ben all pitous, 


“Thou thalt not fene one diipitous$ 


Thei lovin no pride ne no firife, 
But humbly thei woll lede ther life, 
With whiche folke woll I nevir be, 
And if I dwell 1 fain? me 
I maie well their habite gos 
Bat me were ever my r-cke a two 
“Vhen let a purpofe that I take, A 
‘What covénaunt that er f make. 

I dwell with *hem that proude ybe, 
And full of wiles and fubtilte, 
‘That worfhip of thts worlde coveiten, 
And greté nede connin expleiten,’ 
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And goti and gadrin grete pitaunces, 

And purchafe "hem the acqueitaunces 

Of men that mightie life maie’leden, - 

And faine "hem pore, and "hem felf feden 

With gode morci}s delicious, - 

And drinkin gode wine precious, 

And preche us povert and diftreffc, 

And fifhin "hem felf grete richefle 

‘With wily nettis that thei caft : 

¥t woll come foule ont at the lait. 

_ Thei ben fro clene religion went > 

‘Thei make the worlde an argument 

‘That hath a foul conclufion : 

Thave a robe of religion, 

Than am Talfrelnous: 

‘This argument iv all roignouss. 

Ttis net worth.» crokid-brete 2 ~ 

Habite ne makith momke ‘te fréré,. 

But clene life and devocion 

Makith gode men of religion. 
Nathéleffe there car none anfivere, 

How high that er his hedde he there 

‘With rafour whettid nere fo kene, 

‘That gile in-braunchis cutte thartenc,- 

'Fhere can. no wight diftinct it fo 

‘That he dare thic a word therto. 

. But whac herb’row that ere I take, 
Or what femblaunt that’ er make, ~ 
I mene but gile, and folowe that, 

For right no more than Gibbe our cat 
‘hat awaiteth mice and rattes:t¢ killer) 

Ne entende but to Begilen = 
Ne no wight maie By my clothin 
‘Were with what folke iy my. dwelling, 
Ne by my wordis'yet parde, 

So fofe and fo plefaunt thei bes 
Beholdé the dedis that I doe, 

But thou be blinde thou. oughtift fo, 

For varie ther wordes fro ther dede 

“Fhei thinke on gite withoutin’drede, 

What manir clothing that thei were, 

©r what eftate that ere thei bere, 

Lerid or lende, lorde or ladie, 

Knight, fquier, burgeis, or bailic. 
Right thus while Falfe Semblant fermoneth 

Eft, fonis Love hin arefoneth, 

And brake his tale in his fpeking 

‘As thongh he had him toldé Iefing, 

And faid, What devill is that I here ? 

What folke haft thou us nempnid here ? 

‘Maie men findis religionn 

In worldly habitacioun ? 

Ye, Sirs it foloweth nat that theé 

Should lede a wickid life parfei, 

Ne not therefore ther foulis lefe 

"Phat "hem to worldly clothis chefey 

-For certisit were grete pite 5 

‘Men maic in fecuter clotlies f¢ 

Tioriftin holy religioun s 

a faine in felde and town, 

ya virgine glorious, 

1 full religious, 

Han died that commnin clothe aie beren, 
Yet fain@is nertheleffe thei weren : 
& P- 






T could reckin you many 2 ten, 
Ye, welnigh all thefe holy womert 
‘That men in churchisherry’ and fekey 
Bothe maidins and thefe wivis eke, 
‘That bare ful many’ 2 faire childe here, 
Werid alway clothis feculere, 
And in the fame clothes didin they 
‘That faintis weren and ben alway. 

The ix thoufande maidinis dere, 
‘That beren in heven ther ciergis clere, 
Of whiche men redein churche and fing, 
Were take in feculer clothing, 
‘Whan thei recevid martirdome, 
And wonnin heven unto ther home. 
Gode hert ymakith the gode thought, 
‘The clothing yeveth ne revith nought : 
The gode thought and the goede worching 
That maketh the religion flouring ; 
There lieth the gode religioun Fe 
Aftir the righte entencioun, 

Who fo ytoke a wethir’s fkinne, 
And wrapped a gredy woulfe therinn, 
For he fhould go with lambis white, 
Wenift thou not he would *hem bite ? 
Yes; nertheteffe as he were wode 
He would "hem wirry’, and drinke the bods 
And wel the rathir "hem difceve, .« 
For fithin thei coude nat perceve ~ 
His tregette and his cruilte 
Thei would him folow tho he lie. 


If there be wolvis of fuche hewe 
Amangis thefe apoftsis ncwe, 

‘Thou, holy churche, thou maifte be wailed; 
Sithe that thy cite is affailed 

Through knightis of thine owné table 
God wot thy lordthip is doutable : 
lfthei enforcin it to win 

‘That fhould defend it fro within 

Who micht defence ayenft "hem make? 
Withoutin ftroke it mote be take 

Of trepeget or mangonell, 

Without difplaying of penfells 

And if God n’i} done it focour, 

But let remain in this colour, 

‘Thou muft thy hettis lettin be ; 

‘Than is there nought but yeldé the, 
Or yeve "hem tribute doutilefs, 

‘And holde it of "hem to have pees 
But gretir harme betidith the 

That thei al! maiftir of it be + 

Wel con thei fcornin the withall, 

By day yftuffin thet the wall, 

‘And al the night thei minin there : 
Nay, thou plantin muft ellis where 
Thine impis if thou wolt frute have; 
Abide not there thyfelf to fave, 


But now pece ; here F turne againe 5 
I wol no more of this thing faine, 
Yf I may paffin me hereby, 


For | might makin you wery + 
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Bat Twol hetin you alway ace: 
‘Yo helpe your frendis what I may, 


So the wollin my company, ae 


For thei be fhent all uttirly ; 

But if fo fallin that I be 

Oftin with "hem and thei with me,- 
And cke my lemman mote-thei ferve, 
Or thei fhul not thy love deferve 
Forfoth | am a falfe traitour; 

God judged me for’a thefe trechour : 
Forfworne I am, but wel nigh none 
Wote of my gile tit it be done. 

Through me hath many’ one deth receved 

That my treget ner aperceved, 

And yet receveth, and thal receve, 
‘That my falfneffe thal nere perteve ; 
But who fo doth, if he wife be, 

Him is right gode beware of me; 

But fo flighe is the perceiving, 

‘That al to late comith knowing, 

For Proteus, that coude him chaunge, 
In every thappe homelpand ftraunge, 
Coude nevir fuche gile ne trefoune 

4s I, for I come nere in tounge 

‘There as I might yknowin be 

Though men me both might here and fee ; 
Ful wel I can my clothis chaunge, 

“ake one and make an othir dtraunge 5 
Now am I knight, now chaftélaine, 
Now prelate, and nowe chap laine, 
Now prieft, now clerke, and now foftere, 
Now am I maittir, now icholere, . 
Now monke, now chanon, now baily ; 
‘Whatevir miftir manne am I. 

Now am I prince, now am I page, 
And can by hert ev’ry language ; 
Somtimis am 1 hore and olde, y 
Now I am yong, and ftout, and bolde, 
Now am [ Robert, now Robin, 

Now Frere Minor, now Jacobin : 

And with me foloweth my loteby 

To done me folace and comp’any, 

That hight Dame Abitinence, and raigned 
in many a queint arraie fained; 

Right as it commeth to her liking 

1 fulfill all her defiring. . 

Somtime a woman’s clothe take I, 
Now am} a maide, now lady + 

Somtime I am religious, 

Now iike an ankir in an hous: 

Somtime am | a prioreffe, 

And now a nonne, and now abbeffe, 
And go thorough all regiounes 
Vicking all religiounes. 

But to what ordir that‘? am fworne 
Itake the ftrawe and bete the corne : 
‘To jolie folke 1 enhabite 
1 atke no more but ther habite. 

What wol ye more? in every wife 
Right as me lift Ime difgife, 

Wel can I bere me undir wede, 
Unlike is my worde to my dede. 

‘Thus make I into my trappes fail 
The folke through my priv'ilegis all 





. 


‘| Then have I privilegis large ° 





‘That ben in Chriftendome a live, 

I may affoile and I may fhrive, 
That no prelate may lettin me, 
All fofke whore evir thei found be : 
1 n’ot-no prelate maie don Io 
But it the Pope bg, and no mo, 


. That madin thilkeieftablihhinng + 
“Now is not this a:propre thing? 


But were hy flightis apercevea 


As I was wont, and woft.thou why? 
For I did “hem a tregetry; 

But therof yeve f" a litil tale, 

Ihave the filvir and the male. 

So have I prechid and ake thriven, 

So have I take, fohave 1 yeven, 
Through ther foly hufbonde and wifes 
That 5 lede right a joly life: 
‘Through fimpleffe of the prelacie 
Thei know nat all. my fregetttic. 


But for as moche as man'and wife 
Shuld fhew ther parith prieft ther life 
Onis a yere,as faith the boke, 

Er any wight his houfil toke, 


‘That maie of mpchjl thing difchar, 
For he may fayight thus garde: 

Sir Prieft, in thrift. 1 tel itthe, 
‘That he to whom that J am fhriven 
Hath me affoilid,.and me yeven 
Penaunce fothly forsslle my fin : 
Whiche that I founde me giltie in; 
Ne Ine’ have nevir entencion. | - 
To make double confeffion, 





4 Ne reherée efte my thrift to the ; 


O fhrifte is right enowgh to me; 
‘This ought the to fufiin wele, 
Ne be not rebell nene a dele, 
For certis though thou haddeft it fyvorne 
I wote no prieit ne prelate borne 
That maie to fhrift eft me conftraine, 
And if thei done I wol me piaine, 
For I wote where to plainin wele : 
‘Thou fhalt not ftreinin mea dele, 
Ne enforce me ne not me treuble 
To makin nry confeffion double : 
Ne I have none affection 
To’ have double abfolucion ; 
‘The firl is right inough to me; 
This lettre’ affouling quite I the + 
Tam uribounde 5 what mai thounde 
More of my finnes‘me te anbinde, 
For he that might hath in his honde 
‘Of all my finnis me unbounde? 
And if thou wolt me thus conftrajne, 
That me mote nedis on the plaine, 
‘There fhall no juge imperiall, 
Ne bithop ne officiall, 
Done judgément on me, for I 
Shal gone and plaine me opinly 

Hk 
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Anon to my fhriftfathir newe, 
Whiche that hight Frere: Wolfe untrewe, 
And he fhal chufin him for me, 
For I trowe he gn hampir the ; 
But Lord! he would be wrothe withail 
Y¥f men would him Frere Wolfe ycall, 
For he would have no pacience, 
But done all cruill vengiénce ; 
He would his might done at the left, 
‘Than -nothing {pare for Godd’is heft : 
And God fo wife be my focoyr 
But thou yeve me my Saviour 
At Eftir, whan it Jikith me, 
Withoutin prefing more on the, 
T wol forth and to bim rgane, 
And he thal houfil me anone, 
For Lam out of thy grutching ; 
Tkepe not dele with the nothing. 
Thus may he thrive him that forfaketh 
His parith prieft and to me taketh, 
‘And if the prici wol him refufe 
Tam fullredy him to’ atcufe, 
And him punifh and hampir fo 
That he his churche hal forgo. 
But who fo hath in his feling 
‘The confequence of fuche fhriving 
Shal fene that prieft maie nere have might 
‘To know the confcience aright 
Of him that is undir his cure; 
And this is ayenft poly’ feripture, 
‘That biddith every herde hong 
Have veryknowing: of his beft ; 
But povir folke, that gon by-ftrete, 
‘That have no golde ne fummis grete, 
‘Them would I let'to ther prelates 
Or Ict ther prieftis know ther ftates, 
For to me right nought yevin thei, 
And why it is, for thei ne-may. 
Thei ben fo bare I take no kepe, © 
But | woll havin the fat thepe ; 
Let parifh prieftis have, the len 
Tyeve not of ther harme a ben 
And if that prelatis gtutche it, 
‘That oughtin wroth be in ther wit 
‘To lefin ther fat beltis fo, 
J thal yeve "hem a ftroke or two, 
So that thei thal leGin with force 
Ye, both ther mitre and ther croce. 
Thus jape I’ hem, and have do longe, 
My privilegis ben fo ftrong. 
~Falfe Semblant would have ftintid here, 
But, Love ne made him no fuche chere, - 
‘That he was wery of his fawe, 
But for to make hin: glad and fawe 
He faid, Tell on more {pecially 
How that thou fervift untruly 
Tel forth, and fhame the nere a dele. 
For as thine habit fhewith wele, 
Thon ferveft an holy herémite. 
Sothe is but I’ am but an ipocrite. 
Thou goeft and prechift poverte. 
Ye, Sir, but Richeffe ath pofte, 
Fhon prechift abfinence alfo. | 
"Sit, Lwoll fillen, fo mote Igo, 
5 2 





? 


My patiliche of gode mete and:gode wine, 
As fhould a maiftir of divine, 
For. how that I me povir faine 


4 Yet al-povir folke I difdaine, 





T love bettir the acqueintaunce 

‘Ten timis of the King of Fraunce 
‘Than of a pore man of milde mode 
Though that his foule be all fo gode, 
For whan Ife beggirs quaking, 

Nakid on mixins all ftinkingy 

For hungre crie and cke for care, 

{ entrement not of ther fare ; 

Thei ben fo pore and ful of pine, 

‘Thei might not ones yéeve me a dine, 
For thei have nothing but ther life ; 
What feould be yeve that litketh bis knife 8 
It is but foly to’ entremete 

To {eke in houndc’is neft fat mete : 
Let bere him to the {pittle’ anone, 
But for me comfort get tii none 
Buta full riche ficke ufurere 

Would I vifitin and drawe nere ; 

Him would I comforte and rehete, 
For I hope of his golde to gete ; 

And if that wickid Deth him have, 

I woll go with him in his grave : 
And if there any reprove me 

Why that I let the povir be, 

Wott thou how I know how to’ afcape ? 
I fay and fwerin him full rape 

That riché men han more tetchis 

Of finne than han thefe pore wretchis, 
And han of counfaile more miftere, 
And therfore I would drawe *hem nere 3 
But as gret hart, it maie fo be, 

Hath foule in right grete poverte, 

As foule in grete richeffe forfothe, 

Al be it that thei hurtin hothe, 

For richeffe and mendicitecs 

Bene clepid two extremitecs, 

The mene is clepid Suffifaunce, 

There lieth of vertue the’ abondaunce, 

For Salomon, ful wel 1 wote, 

In his wife Parablis us wrote, 

As it is knowen of many’ a wight, 
Ta his thirtieth chapitir right, 

God thou me kepe for thy pofté 
Fro richeffe and mendicite, 

For if a riché man him dreffe 

To thinkin to moche on richeffe 
His hert on that fo ferre is fette 
‘That he’ his Creatour doth foryette, 
And him that beggith woll aie greve ; 
How fhould I by his worde him leve 
Unneth that he n’is a micher 
Foriworne, or els Godd’is lier 2 
‘Thus fayith Salomon’ is fawes. 

Ne we find writtin in no lawes, 
And namely in our Chriftin laie, 
Who fo faith ye I dare fay naie, 

‘That Chrift ne his apoftils dere 
While that thei walkid in erth here, 
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‘Were nevir fene herbrid begging, 
€or they n’olde beggin for nothing. 
And right thus were men wont to teche, 
And in this wife wouldin it preche 
"Fhe maiftirs of divinite 
Somtime in Paris the cite, 


And if men would there gaine appofe 
The nakid texte and let the glofe, 
It mightin fone affoilid be, 
For men may wel the fothe yfe, 

_ Phatpardie thei might alle a thing 
Plainly forth withoutin begging, 
For they weren Godd'is herdis dere, 
Aud cure of foulis haddin here, 
‘Thei ne wolde nothing begge ther fode, 
For aftir Chrfft was done on rede 
With ther propir hondis thei wrought, 
And with traveile, and ellis nought, 
‘Thei wonnin al their fuftinaunce, 
And lividin forth in ther penaunce, 
nd the reménaunt yaf awaie 
‘Fo othir pore folkis alwaie, 

‘Thei neithir bildin toure ne hall, 
But thei in houfis fmal with alle. 

A mighty man, that can and maie, 
Should with his honde and body’ alwaie, 
‘Winne him his fode in labouring, 

Yf he ne’ have rent or fuche a thing: 
Although he be religious, 

And God to-fervin curious, 

‘Thas mote he done or do trefpas, 
But if it be in certaine caas, 

That I can telle if‘miftirbe 

Right wel whan that the time I fe. + 

Scke the boke of Sainéte Auguftine, 
Be it in papir or perchemene, ‘ 
"There as he writte of thefe worchinges, 
Thou fhalt fene that none excufinges 
A perfite man ne fhould yfeke 
By wordis ne by dedis eke, 

Although he be religious 

And God to fervin cautious, 

That he ne thal fo mote I go, 
With propir hondes and body’ alfo 
Yyet his fode in laboring, : 
Yfhe ne’ have properte of thing, 
Yet should he del all his fubftaunce, 
And with his fwinke have fuftinaunce, 
If he be parfite in bounte; 

‘Thus han the bokis toldé me : 

For he that wol gone idilly, 

And ufith it aie befily 

‘To hauntin othir menn’is table, 
He isa trechour full of fable, 

Ne he ne maie by gode refon 
Excule him hy his orifon, 

For men behovith im fome gife 
Ben fomtime out of God’s fervife, 
To gon and purchafin ther nede. 

Men mote etin, that is no drede, 
And flepe, and eke do othir thing, 
And fo long may thei leve praying. 
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So may they eke ther praiere blinne 
While that thei werke ther mete to winne; 
Seint Auftin wol therto accorde 
In thilké boke that I recorde, 

Juftinian eke, that made lawes, 
Hath thus-forbodin by olde fawes, 

No nan, up paine for to be ded, 
Mighty’ of body, to begge his bred 
Yf he may fwinke itefor to gete; 
Men fhould him rathir maime or bete, 
Or done of him aperte juftice, « 
‘Than fuffrin him in fuche malice, ~ _ 

Thei done not wel, fo mote Iga, 
Whiche that takin fuche almeffe fo, 
But if thei have fome privilege 
‘That of the paine "hem woll alege. 

But how that is can I not fe 
But if the prince difcevid be; 

Ne I ne wene not fikisly 
That thei maie have it rightfully. 

But yet I wol not determine 
Of princis powir ne defife, 

Ne by my worde compre’hende iwis, 

Yf it fo ferre may ftretche in this ;’ 

I wol nat entremete a dele 

But I trowe that the -boke faith wele, 
ho that taketh almeflis that be. 

Dewe to folke that men may yfe 

Lame and feble, wery and bare, 

Povir, or in fuche manir care, 

‘That con winnin *hem nevir mo, 

For thei havin no power therto, 

-He etith his owné dampning, 

But if he lie that made al thing ; 

And ifye fuche a truaunt finde, 

Chuaftife him wel if ye be kinde; 

But thet would hatin you parcaas 

if that ye fillin in ther laas. 

"fhei would eftfonis.do'you feathe, 

If that thei mightin, late or rathe, 

For thei be not. ful pacient 

That han the worlde. thus foule yblent:: 
And weiith wel that God ybad 

The gode man fell al that he had 

And folowe’ him, and to’ pore it yeve : 
He would not therfore that he live 
To fervin him in mendience, 

For it was nevir his fentence, 

But he bad werke whan that nede is, 
And folowe him in gode dedis, ~~“ 

Saint’ Poule, that loved al holy church, 
He bade th’ apoftils fot to warch, 
And winne ther livelode.in that wife, 
And *hem defendid.truandife, 


| find fayid, Werkith with your honden; 
4 Thus fhould the thing be underftonden. 


He wolde iwis have bid "hem begging, 
Ne fellin gofpell ne-preching, 
Left thei berafte with ther afking 
Folke of ther cattle or of ther thing, 
‘For in this world is many’ a man 
‘That yeveth his gode, for he ne can 
Werne it for fhame, or ellis he 


Would of the’ afkir delivered be, 
won 
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And for he him encombrith fo 

He yeveth lim gxdc to Jet him got 
But it can him nothing profite ; 
‘hei lefe the yefte and the merite. 

The gode folke that St. Poule to preched 
Profrid him ofte, whan he *hem teched, 
Some of ther gode in charite, 

But therofright nothing toke he, 
But of his hondis would he gette 
Clothis to wrine him, and his mete. 


oh me than how a man may liven 
hat al his gode to pare hath 
And wol but onely bidde hia 
And her with handes labouk his nedes, 
‘May he do fo? Ye, Sir. And howe? 
Sir, I woll gladly'tellin you. 
Saint Auftin faith, A man may be “ 
In houfis that han properte, 
‘As Templers and Hofpitélers, 
And as thefe Chanons Regulers, 
Or thefe White Monkis, or thele Blake, 
T wol no mo enfamplis make, 
_And take thereof his fufteining, 
For therin lyjth ng begging, 
But othirwayis not iwys, 
Vet Auftin gabbich not of this; 
And yet ful many’ a monke laboureth 
That God in holy churche honoureth, 
‘Bor whan ther {winking is agon 
‘Thei redg and fing in church anone. 
And for there hath bea grete difcorde 
As many’ « wight may bere rgcordy, 
Upon the’ eftate of mendicience, 
1 wol fhortely in your prefence 
‘Tcl how a man maie begge dt nede, 
‘That hath not wherwitt Bim to fede, 
Maugre his felowis janglinges, 
Pur fothfaftnes wol none hidinges, 
+ And yet percafe I may obey, 
What { to you forhly thus fey. 











Lo, here the cafe efpeciall : 

If a man be {6 beftiall : 

That he of no crafte hath feience, 

And nought defirith ignorence, 

Than may he go a begging yerne 

Till he fome othir grafte can lerne, ~ 

‘through whiche withoutin truanding 
. He may in trouthe have his living + 

Or if he may done no labour 

For elde, or fickenefle, or langour, 

Or for his tendir age alfo, 

‘Than may he yet a begging go: 

Or if he have peravinture 

‘Through ofage of his aoriture 

Livid ovir deliciopily, 

‘Than oughtin gode folke cominly 

Han of his mifchefe fome pite, 

And foffrin him alfo that he 

May gon about and begye his bred 

‘That he be not for hongir ded: 


Or if he have of crafte conning, 
And ftrength alfo and defiring 
For to worchin, as he had what, 
But he finde neithir this ne that, 
than may he beggin til that he 
Have gettin his neceffite : 

Or if his winning be fo lite 
That his labour will not quite 
Sufficiauntly al his living, 





| Yet may he go his brede begging, 


Fro dore to dore he may go trace 

‘Till he the remnaunt may purchafe 3 
Or if a man would undistake 

Any emprife for to ymake 

In the refcous of our lay, 

And it defendin as he may, 

Be it with armis or Jettrure, 

Or othir convenable cure, 

If it be fo that he pore be, 


‘} Vhan may he beggin til that he 


Maic findin in trauth for to fwinke, 
And get him clothis, mete, and drinke, 
Swinke he with his hondes corporel, 
And not with hondes efpixitucl. 





In all thig cafe, and in femblables, 
If that there ben mo refonables, 
He maie begge as I tell you here, 
And ellis not in no manere, 
As William Saint Amour would preche, 
And oftin would difpute and teche 
Of this matir al opin! 
At Paris fully’ and folemply ; 
And alt fo God my foukt biefe 
Ashe had iu this ftedfaftneffe 
The’ acorde of the’ Univertite, 
And of the peple’, as femith me, 

No gode man ought it to refufe, 
Ne ought him thereof to excufe, 
Be wrothe or blithe, who fo thou be, 
For | wol fpeke and tell it the 
All fhould Tf die and be put. doun, 
As was Saint Poule, in derke prifeun, 
Or be exilid in this caaa 
With wrong, as Maiftir William was, 
That my mothir Hypocrifie 
Banifhed for her gret envie. 

My mothir ficmed him Saint Amour : 
This noble man did fuche labour 
Yo iufteine er the loialtc, 
That he to muche agilré me : 
He made g boke and let it write, 
Wherin his life he did all dite, - 
And would that eche renied begging, 
And livin by my traveiling, 
If I ne’ had rent ne othir gode; 
What! wenith he that I were wode ? 
For labour might me nevir plefe, 
T have more will to ben at ef, 
And have well levir, fothe to faie, 
Before the peple pattre’ and praie, 
And wrie me in my foxerie 
Undir a cope of papelardie 
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{Quod Love) What divel is this J here?.° 


What werdis teliit thou me here? 
What, Sir, Why Felfeneffe that apert is, 










‘Than dredift thou net Ged? No, certis 5 
Fordelde in grete thing thal he fpede 

In this world that God wol ydrede, -, 
For fulke that "hem to vertu yeyen, 


Aud truily on ther owne liven, 

Aud “bein in godeneffe aie-contente, 
Ou hens is liul thrifte ifente : 

Suche folke ydrinkin grete mifele ; 
‘TLat life ne may me neyir plefe. 

“Bur owhat golde han uferers, 

And flilvir cke, in ther garners! 
‘Tuilagiers, and thefe moniours, 
Bailifle’, bedils, provoftes, contours, 
‘Thefe livin well nigh by ravine; 
The imale peple, hem mote encline, 
And thei as wolvis wol *hem eten; 
Upen the povir folke-thei geten’ 

Ful muche of that thei ipende or fepe; 
N’is none of ’hem that thei n’il ftrepe, 
And wrine "hem felvin well at full : 
Wishoutin fealding thei "hem pull: 
The itrong the feble ovirgothe, 

But I that were my fimple clothe 
Robbe bothe the rokbid and robbours,” 
aind gileghe gilid and gilours; 

By my treget I gathre’ and threfte 
‘he grete trefour into my chefte, 
‘That lieth with me fo fatte ybounde; 

‘Thus myn high paleis do I founde, 

And by my delitis ¥ fulfill 

With wine at feltis at my will, 

And tablis full of extremees: 

Twol no life but efe and pecs, 

And winnin golde te fgende alfo, 
For whan the grete bafige is ago 

ft comith full right with my"japea, | « 
Make I not wel tomble mine ap 

‘Yo winnen is alwaie mine entent’ 
My purchace’ is bettir than my, rdlt; 
For though that I fhould betin be 
Oviral ] entremet me: 

Withoutin me maie no wight dure 5 
I walkin foulis for to cure : 

Of all the world the cure have I 

In brede and eke in jength ; boldly 

1 wei bothe preche and eke counfailen : 
With hondis wol 1 not travailen, 

Yor of the Pope I have the bull; 

Ine holde not my wittis dull : 

{ wol not flintin in my live 
emperouris for-to fhrive, 

ngis, dukes, and lordis grete, 

But povir folke al quite [ lete ; 

} love no fuche fbriving parde 

But it for othir caufe y be : 

Urecke not of thefe povir men ; 

‘Ther eftate is not worthe an hen, 

Wher findelt thow’ a fwinkir of labour 

Have me to be his copfeffoure ? 

But empreflis und duchefiis, 

Thele quenis and cke countefis, 
















Thefe abbeflis and cke bigins, 

And thefe grete ladies palafins, 

Thefe joly knightis and bailives, 

efe nonnis and thefe burgeis wives, 

‘That riche yben and eke piefing, 

And thefe maidinis welfaring, 

Where fo thei clad or nakid be, 
Uncounfailed goeth there nosie fro mes 
And for ther foulis favite - 

At lorde and lady’, and ther-imeine, 
Tafke; whan thei *hem'to me fhrive, 
The propertie of al ther live, 

And muke "hem trowe, bath mofte and left 
Ther parith prieft is but a belt - 
Ayens me and my company, 

That fhrewis ben as gret as, 

Fro whiche | wol not hide in holde 
No privite that me is tolde, 

That I by worde or figne iwis 

Ne‘wol make "hem know what it is, 
And thei wollen alfo tellin me 

Thei hele fro me no privite ; Z ay 
And for to make’ you them perceiven 
‘That ufin folke thus to deceives, ’ 

} wol you faine withoutin drede 

What men maie in the Gofpell rede 
Of,Bain& Mathewe the gofpellere, 
‘That faicth as 1 thall you faic here. 


y 


Upon the chairé of Mofes 
Thus it is glofid doutilefs, 
(That is, The Oldé Teftament, 
For thereby is the chairé macpt) 
Sittin Scribis and Pharifen, 2: 
That is to faine, the curfid men, 
Whiche that we Ipocritis call ; 
Decth that thei preche I rede youall 5 
But docth not as thei doen a dele 
‘That ben not weric to faie welc, 
But thei doe well no will have thei, 
And thei would binde on folke alwaic, 
‘That ben to be begilid able, 
Burdons that ben importable ; 
On folkis thouldirs thinges thei couchen, 
That thei n‘ilf with ther fingirs touchen 
And why woll thei not touch it? why £ 
For them ne lifte nat fikirly, AG 
For the fadde burdons that zuen taken 
Ymakin folkis fhouldirs aken: 

And if thei doe ought that he 
That is for folke it fhouldin fe ; 
Ther burdons largir makin thei, 
And makin ther hemmes wide alwaie, 
And lovin fetis at the table 
The firft and the mofe honourable; 
And for to han the firft chairis 
In finagogges té *hem fuli dere is, 
And willen that folke them loute and grete 
Whan that thei paflin through the ftrete, 
-And wollen be.cleped Maiftir alfo; 
But thei ne fhould not willin fo, 
The Gofpell’ is there ayerft I geffe, 
‘That thewith wejl ther wickidnefic,. 
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An othir cuftome nfin we; 

‘Of "hem that woll ayentt us be 

We hate him dedly everychone, 

And we woll werrey him as one; 
Him that one hatith hate we all, 
And conjecte how to doen him fall; 

And if we fene him winne honour, 

Richeffe or preife, through his valour, 
Provende or rent, or dignite, 

Full fafteiwis compaflin we 

By what laddre’ he is clombin fo; 

And for to make him doune,to go 

With traifon we woll him defame, 

And docn him lefin his gode name. 

‘Fhus from his laddit ‘we him take, 

And thus his frendis foes we makc, 

But worde ne.wetin hall he none 

“Till at his frendis ben his fone; 

For if we did it opinly 

We mightin have blame redily, 

¥or had he wilte of our malice 

He had him kept but he were nice. 

An othir’ is this, chat if fo fall 

"Fhat there be one emong us ail 

‘That doeth a gode tourne, out of drede 
We faine it is our aldir dede, 

Ye, fikirly though he it fained; 

Or that him lifte or that him dained 

Aman through him avauncid be, 

Thereof all partinetes be we, 

And tellin folke where fo we go 
‘That man through us is {prongin fo. 
And for to have of men praifing 
‘We purchace through our flattering 

Of riché men of potte 

Lettirs to witneffle our bounte, 

So that man weneth that maie us fe 
That allé vertue in us be. 

‘And alwaie povir we us fain, 
But how fo that we begge or plain 
We ben the folke without lefing, 
‘That all thing Lave without baving. 

Thus be dradde of the peple’ iwis, 
And gladly my purpofe is this : 

Idelin with no wight but he 
Have golde and trefour grete plente ; 
‘Ther acquaintaunce well lovin I: 
‘This moche is my defire thortly ; 

T entremete me of brocages, 

J makin pece and mariages, 

Tam gladly executour, : 
and many times a procnratour, 
1am fometime a meflagere, 
‘That fallith not to my miftere. 

Aud many timis I make enqueft, 
For me that office is nat honeft; 
‘To dele with othir mennis thing 
‘That is to me a grete liking; 

And if that ye have ought to doe 
In place that I repairin to, 

¥ hhall it fpedin through my witte 
As fone as ye have told me it : 
So that ye fervin me to paic 


My fervice thal be yours alwaic. 





But who fo wol chaftife me 
Anone my love ylofte hath he, 
For ¥ love no man in no gife 
That woll me reprove or chaftife, 
But I woll all folke undirtake, . 
And of no wight no teching take; 
For I that othir folke chaftie - 
Woll not be taught fro my folic. 


¥ ne love none hermitage more; 
AI defertis and holtis hore. 
And grete wodis evérichone 
T let *hem to the Baptift John ; 
{ queth him quite, and him releffe, 
Of Egypt all the wildicneffe : 
To ferre were all’my manfiouns 
Fro allé citces and gode touns. ~ 

My paleis and mine houfe make ¥ 
There men maie renne in opinly 
And faie that I the worlde forfake; 
But all amidde I builde and make 
My houfe, and fwimme and plaie therein 
Bette than a fifhe doth with his finne. 


Of Antichrift'is men am I 

Of whiche that Chrift faieth opinly 
‘Thei have habite of holineffc, 

And livin foche wickidneffe. 

Al’ outward lambin femin we, 
Full of godenedffe and of pite, 

And inwarde we withoutin fable 
Ben gredy wolvisravifahle. 

We enviroun bothe Ionde and fe; 
With all the worlde werryin we : 
We woll ordain of allé wre: 

Of folkis gode and ther living. 

If there be gaitill‘or cite 
Within that @ bougerons be, 
Although thafthei of Millaine were, 
For therof thei blamid there ; 
Or if a wight out of mefure 
Would lene ther gold and take vfure, 
For that he is fo covetous, 

Or if he he to lechirous, 

Or thefe that hauntin fimonie, 

Or provoft full of trechiric, 

Or prelate living jolilie, 

Or prieft that halt his quein him by, 
Or olde whoris hoftilers, 

Or othir baudes or berdillers, 

Or ellis blamed of any vice, 

Of whiche men fhouldin dben juftice ; 
By all the faindtis that we preie, 
But thei defende them with lampreie, 

With luce, with elis, with famons, 
‘With tendir gees and with capons, 

With tartis or with cheffis fat, 
With deinte flaunis brode and flat, 
‘With caleweis or with pullaile, 
With coninges or with fine vitaile, 
That we undir our clothis wide 
Ymakin through our golet glide, 
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Sr but he woll doe come in hatte, 
Rac veniton ybake in paite, me 
Whethir fo that he loure or groine 
He fhall have of a corde a loigne, 





With whiche men fhall him binde and lede 


‘To brennc him for his finfull dede, 


‘That men fhuli here him crie and.rore 


-\ mil'is waie ahout and more, . 
Or cle he fhall in prifon die 

‘Bur if he woll his frendthip buie, 
Or finertin that that he-hath doe 
Moxe \han his gilt amountith to. 


But arid he couthe thorough his fleight 


Doe mukin up a toure of height, 


Nought rought I wher of ftone or tree, 


Or yerth or turvis, though it be, 
Though it were of no vounde ftone 
Ywrought with {quare and saptilone, 
So that the toure were ftuffi 

With allé richis temporell ; 


And than that he would him updreffe 


Enginis bothe more and leffe, 
‘Yo gafte at us by every fide, 
‘To derin his gode namé wide. 

Soche fleightis I fhullin you yeven, 
Barolles of wine by fixe or feven, 
Or golde in fackis grete plente, 
He fhould though fone delivered be ; 
And if he have no fuche pitences 
det him ftudie’ in equipolences, 
And lerin lies and fullaces, 
If that he would deferve our graces, 
Or we thall bere him foche: witneffe 
OF finne and of his wretchidneffe, 
And doen his lofe fo widé renne, 


‘That all quicke we thouldin him brenne, 


Or ellis yeve hem foche penaunce. 
‘That is well worfe than the pitaunce, 
For thou fhalt nevir for nothing 
Con knowen aright by ther clothing 
The traitours full of trechérie 
But thou ther werkis can efpie. 
And ne had the godé keping be 
Whilom of the’ Univerfite, 
‘That kepeth the kei of Chriftendome, 
‘We’ had ben tourmentid all and fome, 
Scche ben the ftinking Prophetis ; 


N’is none of *heni that gode prophete is, 


For thei through wickid entencion, 
‘The yere of the’ incarnacion 

A thoufande and two hundrid yere 
Five-and-fifte, ferther ne nere, 
Sroughtin a boke with forie’grace, 
To yeven enfample ih common place, 
That fayid thus, though it were fable, 
This the Gofpell pardurable 

That fro the Holie Ghoft is fent : 
‘Well were it worthy to be ybrente ” 
Entitlid was in foche manere 

‘This boke of whiche I tell here, 
There n’as no wight in al Paris 
Beforne our Ladie at parvis 

‘That thei ne might the boké by; 
The fentence plefed "hem well truely. 


ell 


To’ the copie if him talent toke 
OF the Evangelift'is boke, 
‘There might he fe by grete traifoun 
Pull many’ a falfe comparifoun. 
_As moche as thorough his grete might, 
Be it of hete be it of light; - 
‘The fonne yfurmountith the mone, 
‘That troublir is,3@nd chaungith fone, 
And the notte kerneill déthe the fhell, 
} fkorne nat that I you it tell, 
Right fo withoutin any gile 
Surmountith this noble’ Evangile 
The worde of any’ evangulife : 
And to ther title thei toke Chrift, 
And many foche comparifoun, 
Of whiche I make no mencioun, 
Mightin men in that boké finde, 
Who fo coud of "hem havin minde. 
The’ Uni’verfite, that was a flepe, 
Gan for to braied, and takin kepe, 
‘And at the noife the hedde up cat, 
Ne nevir fithen flept it fai, 2 
But up it ftert, and armistoke |. ; 
Ayentt this falfe horrible boke, 
All redy battaile for to make, 
And to the judge the boke thei take. 
But thei that broughtin the’boke there 
Hent it anone awaie for fere $ 
Thei n’éld fhewe it no more a dele, 
But than it kept, and kepin wele, 
Till foche a time that thei maie fe. 
‘That thei fo ftrong ywoxin be 
That no wight maic *hem well withftonde, 
For by that boke thei durft not ftonde : 
Awaie thei gonne it for to bere, , 
For thei ne durftin not anfwere 
By expoficion ne glofe 
To that shat clerkis woll oppofe « 
Ayenft the curfidneffe iwis 
‘That in that boke ywrittin is. 
Now wotte I nat ne can nat fe 
‘What manir ende that there fhail be 
Of all this whiche that thei yhide, 
But yet algate thei shall abide 
Till that thei maie it bette defende; 
This trowe 1 beft woll be ther ende. 
This Antichrift abidin we. 
‘For we ben all of his meine, 
And what man that woll not be fo 
Right fone he fhall his life forgo : 
We woll a peple’ on him arcife, .* 
And through our gile doin him ceife, 
And him on therpé {peris rive, $ 
Or othir waies bring him fro live, 
But if that he woll-folowe’ iwis 
That in our boke ywrittin is, 








‘Thus moche woll ear boke fignific, 

‘That while Peter had maiftrie 

Maie nevir John shewe well his might, 
Now have I you declarid right 

‘The mening of the barke and rinde 

That makith the.entencions blinde 
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‘But now at erft T'svoll begin 
To expoune you the pithe within, 
And the feculers comprehende 
‘That Chrift’is lawe wallin defende, 
And fhould it kepen and maintener 
Ayenift them that al] fuftenen, 
“And falfly to the peple techen 
“That John betokencth "hem tp prechen 
‘That there n’is lawe covenable 
But thilke Gofpel! pardurable 
"That fro the Holy Ghof was fent 
To tournin folke that ben mifwent. 
‘The ftrength of John thei undirftonde 
‘The grace in whiche thei faie thet onde, 
‘That doeth the finfull folke convert, 
And ‘hem to Jefu Chriik severt « 
Full many’ an othre’ herriblete 
Mowin men in that boké fe, 
‘That ben commaundid doutilefs 
Ayentt the lawe of Rome expreffe, 
And.all with Antichrift thei holden, 
As men maie in the boke beholden. 
And than commaundin thei to fleen 
AI! tho that with Peter yben ; 
But thei fhall nevir have that might, 
And God to forme, for ftrief to fight, 
"That thei ne fhalt ynough yfinde 
That Peter's lawe thall have in mini 
And evir holde and fo maintene, 
‘That at the laft it hall be {ene 
‘That thei fhall all comin therto 
For aught that thei can -{peke or do. 
And thilké lawe ne thall not ftonde 
‘That thei by John have undirftonde, 
But maugre them it fhall adeyn, 
And ben brought to confufion, 
But J woll {tint of this matere, 
For it is wondir Idng to here ; 
But had that ilké boke cndured 
Of bettre’ eftate I were enfured, 
And frendis have I yet parde 
‘That han me fet in grete degre. 


‘Of all this worlde is emperour 
Gile my fathir, the fadfe trechour, 
Aind empereffe my mothir is, 
‘Maugre the Holie Ghofte iwis. 
‘Our mightie lintage and our rout 
Reignith in every reigne about, 
And well’ is worthy we mini’fters he, 
For all this worlde governe we, 
And can the folke fo well deceve 
‘That none our gilis can perceive, 
And thongh thei doen thei dare.not-fuie ; 
‘The fothe dare no wight bewraie. 
But he in Chriftis wrathe him ledeth 


"That more than Chrift my brethrin dredeth ; 


He n’is no full gode champion 
"That dredeth foche fimilacion, 
Nor that.for pain woll refufin 
‘Us to cofrecte and accufin 

He woll not entremete by right, 
Ne havin God in his eyen fight, 


And therefore God hall him punice : 
But me ne rekith of no vice 

Sithen men us loven communablie, 

‘} And holdin us for fo worthie, 

‘That we maie folke repreve echone, 
And we ill have reprefe of none t 
Whom fhouldin folke worthipin fo 

> But us that ftintin nevir mo 

‘} To, patrin while that folke maie” us fe 
Thepgh it not fo behinde ‘hem be? 









And where is there more wode folie - 
‘Than to ehhauncin chivalrie, 
And lovin noble men and gaie, 
That jolie clothis weren alwate ? 
If thei be foche folke as thei femen, 
So clene as men clathis demen, 
‘And that ther wditdes folowe ther dede, 
| Ic is grete pite cut of drede | 
For thei wol] be none hypocritis ; 
Of "hem me thinkith greté fpite i 
‘| ican not love "hem on no fide: 
But beggirs with thele hodis wide, 
With fleigh and pal facis Jene, 
And-with graie clothis nat full clene, 
But frettid fall of tatar C8, 
And high thewis khoppid with dagges, 
‘That frouncin like a qualé pipe, 
Or botis riveling as agipe ; 
To foche folke, as 1 you devife, 
4 Should princis and thefe lordis wife 
‘Take all ther landis and ther thinges, 
Bothe warre apd pece in govirninges, 
To foche folke thould a prince him yeve 
That would his'tife in honour live, 
And if thei be nat as the ferme, 
‘That fervin thus the worlde to queme, 
| There would I dwéllin to deceive 
The folke, for thei fhall nat perceve. 
But I ne fpeke in no foche wife 
‘That men fhopld humble’ habite difpife; 
So that no ptide there undir be 
No man fhould hage, as'thinkith me, 
The povir man im foche clothing ; 
But God ne prefith Aim nothing 
Thatsfaicth be hath she worlde forfake, 
And hath to worldly‘glory ’him take, 
And woll of foche delicis ufe ; 
Who maie that beggir well excufe ? 
That papelarde that him yeldith fo, 
And woll to worldly efe ygo, 5 
And faieth that he the worlde hath loft, 
And gredily it gripith eft, 
He is the hounde, thame is to fain, 
That to his cafting goeth again. 








But unto you dare I not tie, 

But might { felin or efpie 

That ye perceived it nothing 

Ye thouldia have a {tarke lefing : 
Right in your honde thus to beginns, 
1 ne wolde it Ict for no fipre. 
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The god lough at the wondir tho, 
And every wight gah laugh: alfo, 

And fayid, Lo, here a man right! 
For to be truftie to* every wight ! 


Filfe Semblant, (quod Love) faie to ai, 
Sith 1 thus have avauncid the, => 
‘That in my court is thy devellinig, 
And of Ribaudes thalt be imy king, 
Wok thou well holdin my forwardes? 
Ye, Sir, quod he, from: hews forwardes 
Hydinr your fathir here beforne 
Servaunt fo true fithe be was bortie, 
‘That is ayenift all nature, 
Sir, pet you in that avinture, 
For though ye borowes take of me 
The fikerer thall ye nevir be 
For hoftagis ne fixirneffe 
Or chartris for to bere witneffe + 
I take your {elf to recorde here 
‘That inen ne maie in no manete 
‘Tcrin the wolfe out ef hig hide 
"Fill He be flain bothe backe and fide, 
‘Though men him bete dnd all defile : 
What! wene ye that } woll Degile ? 
For I am clothid mekily, 
There undre’ is all my trechiry ; 
Mine herte shaungith nevir the mo 
For none habité in which Fgo: 
‘Though f have chere of fimplerieffe, 
Jam not werre of threudneffe : 
My lemman, ftrainid Abitenaunce, 
Hath miftir of my purveiatnte, 
She had full long ago be-dedde 
N’ere for my counfaile and my redde + 
Let her alone, and you and me. 
And Love anfwerid, Ftruft the - 
Without borowe, for Twoll none, 
Aad Fale Semblant the thefe anone 
Right in that ike fame place, 
“Phat had of trefon elf His face 
Right blicke within and white without, 
‘Thanking bim gan on his knees lout. 
“Phan was ther nought but every man 
Now to affaute that failin chit; 
(Quod Love} and'thut fill hardily : 
“han avmid thei heth cominly 
Of foche armour as to “Hert fell, 
Whan thei were armid fiers ahd Fell, 
‘Thei went *hem forthe all ih a Foat 
And fet the caftill all about; 
‘Koei will not awaie for.no dred 
Fillit fo be that thei ben détte; 
Or till thei have the cafitt tape, 
And four batrellis gan the ttiake; 
-And partid *hema in foure anone, 
And toke-there waie, and fortht the? gene 
‘The foure gatis for to affaile,  - 
Of whiche the kepirs woll not faile, 
For thei ben neithit ficke ne dede, 
Bur hardie folke, and ftrong in dade, 
Now woll I faire the countenance 
OF Falfe Semblant and Abfinauiice, 








ry 
But ft thot helde ther iad 


Or ellis walkin forthe difpited ; 

But at the laite the¥ dewifed: 

That thei would Bride i fopinage, 
Asit were in a, i} intage, yt 
Like gode and bole foe é 

And aren ined 
Token a robe of cameHue - E 
And gan he gratche asa. B iste 

A forge coverchiéf of cee 
She wrappid all shout her ede 
But fhe forgate not her pfaltere, 

A paire of. bedis eke the bere 
Upon a Jace alhof white threde, 
On whiche that fie Ree bedis bede; 
But the ne bought: tent nevre’ dele, 
For thei were given her, 1 wote wele, 
God wote of a fuli hole frere; 
That faied he was het feBie dere, 
To whom the had dftigsp wert 
Than any frere of His tovete; - 

And he vifitid-her alfo, 

And many’ a fermone faied her to; 
He n’olde let for no tan on live 
‘That he ne would her oftin fhrive, 
And with fo grete dévocion 
 Thei_madin her confeffion 

‘Phat thei had oftin fot the notes’ . 
Two heddis med peor’ to 

Of faire Mape levifed her the 
But pale of fare’ formetiine wis the’ 
‘That falf@ traiteutetfe witrewa 











. Was like that falowa Horde of ewe 


‘That in the’ Apocalypix is Pewed; 

That fignifieth tbo felts beftitewed 

That ben all full of +t - 

And pale thorough liypo: : 

For on that horfe née hoi is 

But onely deddé aad ‘pale iwis > 

Of foche a colour etilangotired 

Was Abftinence iwie tolottred'y 

Of her eftate fhe he? repented 

Right ay her vi; gt réprefinted, 
She had 2 burdoune allof theft 

} That Gilt hed yeve her of his 

And a fkrippé of faint diftreffe, 

‘That full was of elengenetfe, 

And forthe the walkid fobirlie, 

And Falfe Semblant faint, Pt voir de, . 

And as it were for foctie 

Doin on the cope of 2 frere; 

With chere fimple arid. fait 

His loking was nee. 

Ne proude, but ake: cs int ite. 
About his ip ictesborett le, 

And fquyirly forthe gawhe yon, 

And for to reit tistics ee 

He had of tiefth 4 poretrr 5 

As he were febie? his Wale he went, 
But in his feve he gan to thring 

A rafour Sharpe and well biting, 


. 
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‘That was yforgid in a forge 

Whiche that men clepin Coupé Gorge. 
So long forth ther-waie thei nomin 

Till thei to Wickid Tong comin, 

‘That at his gate ywas fitting, 

And fawe foike in the waie pafling. 
The pilgrimis fawe he fat by 

‘That berin *hem full mekily, 

4nd humbly thei with him, ymette ; 

Damc Abftinence firk him ygrette, 

And fithe him Falfe Semblant falved, 

And he “hem, but he not remeved, 

For he ne drede him not a dele, 

For whan he fawe ther facis wele 

Alwaie in herté him thought fo 

He fhould knowin "hem bothe two, 

For welt he knewe Dame Abftinaunce, 

But he knewe not Conftreinaunce ; 

He knewe nat that the was conftrained, 

Né of her thev’is life yfained, 

But wende fhe come of will all fre, 

But the come in othir degree, 

And if of gode will fhe began 

‘That will ywas failid her than, 


And Falfe Semblant had he faine alfe, 
But he knewe nat that he was falfe; 
Yet falfe was he, but his falfnefle 

Ne coud he nat efpie nor geffe, 

For Semblant was fo flie ywrought 
‘That falfeneffe he ne efpied nought ; 
But haddeft thou knowin him beforne 
Thou woldift on a boke have fworné, 
‘Whan thou him fawe in thilke araic, 
‘That he that whilom was fo gaie, 
And of the daunce Jolie Robin, 

‘Was tho become a Jacobin : 

But fothly what fo men him call 
Frere prechouris ben gode men all; 
‘Ther odir wickidly thei beren. 

Soche minftrellis if, that thei weren. 

So ben Auguftins and Cordileres, 
And Carmis, and eke fackid freres, 
And all the freris fhode and bare, 
‘Though fome of *hem ben grete and fquare, 
Full holy men ap.} *hem deme ; 7 
Everiche of hem would gode man feme ; 
But foalt thou nevir of apparence 
Sein conclude gade confequence 
In any argument iwis, 
¥ exiftens all failid is; 

For men maie finde alwaie fopheme 
The confequence to enveneme, 
‘Who fe hath had the fubtilte 
‘The double fentence for to fe. 

Whan the pilgrimis comin were 
To Wickid Tong that dwellid there, 
‘Kher harnies nigh *hem was algate ; 

By Wickid Tong adoune thei fate, 
‘That badde "hem nere him for to come, 
And of tidingis tell him fome, 

And faied "hem, What cafe makith you 
“Fo comin into this place now 2” 


Sir, fayid Strainid Abftinaunce, 
We for to dryin our penaunce 
With hertis pitons and devout 
Are commen as pilgrimes gon about;- 
Well nigh on fote alwaie we go; 
Full doughtie ben our helis two, 
And thus bothe we ben yient 
Throughout the worlde that is mifwent 
To yéve enfample’ and preche alfo ; 
To fifhin finfull men we go, 
For othir fifhing ne fifthe we: 
And, leve Sir, for that charite, 
As we be wont, erbo’rowe we crave; 
Your life to amenne Chrift it fave, 
And fo it fhould. you not difplefe 
We wouldin, if it were your efe, 
A fhort fermon unto you fain. 
And Wickid Tong anfwered again, 
The houfe (quod he} foche as-ye fe 
Shall nat be warnid you for me + 
Saie what you lift and I woll here. 
Graunt mercie! tho fweté Sir dere, 
Quod aldirfirft Dame Abftinence, 
And thus began fhe her fentence : 
Sir, the firft vertue for certaine, 
The gretift and mof fovéraine 
‘That maie be founde in any man 
For having or for wit he can 
‘That is his tong for to refrain ;. 
Therto ought every wight him pain, 
For it is bettit ftill to be - 
Than for to fpekjn"harme parde, 
And he that harkeneth it gladly 
He is no gode man fikirly. 
And, Sir, abovin all othir finne 
In that art thou moft giltie inne ; 
Thoy fpake a jape not long-a go, 
And, Sir, that was right evill doc. 
Of a yong man that here repaired, 
And nevir yet this place apaired, 
Thou faideft he awaitid nothing 
But to difceve Faire Welcoming : 
Ye faidin nothing fothe of that, 
But, Sir, ye lie, I tell you plat : 
He cometh no more ne goeth parde ; 
1 trowe ye fhal him nevir fe ; 
Faire Welcoming in prifon is 
That ofte hath plaicd with you er this 
‘The fairift gamis that he coude 
Withoutin filth, or ftil or Joude ; 
Now dare he not himfelfe folace; 
Ye han alfo the man do chace, 
That he dare neither come ne go : 
‘Whar mevith you to hate him fo 
But propirly your wickid thought, 
‘That many a falfe iefing hath thouglz, 
‘That mevith your foule cloquence, 
‘That janglith evre’ in audience, 
And on the fojke arifith blame, 
And doeth "hem difhonour and fame 
For thing that maie have no preving 
But likelineffe and contriving-? 
Por I dare faine that Refon demeth 
It is not al fete thing that femith 
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And it is finne for to controve 
Any thing that is to reprove ; 
"this wote ye wele, and Sir, therefore 
Ve arne to blame mochil the more; 
And nachéleffe he reckith lite 
He yéveth not now thereof a mite, 
Lor if he thoughtin harme, parfaie 
He would ycome and gone all daic s 
He ne coude not himfelf abftene; 
Now cometh he not, and that is fene, 
Sor he ne taketh of it No cure, 
But if it be through avinture, 
And Jaffe than othir folke algate, 
fid though here watchift at the gate 
With fpere in thine areft alwaie, 
‘There mafe mufarde all the longe daic; 
"Thou wakit night and daie for thought ; 
Iwis thy traveile is for nought, 
And Jeloufie withoutin faile 
Shall nevir quite the thy traveile ; 
And fkathe is that Faire Welcoming, 
Withoutin any trefpaffing, 
Shal wrongfully in prifon be, 
‘There wepith and languifhith he ; 
And though thou nevir yet iwis 
Agiltit man no more but this 
"Take not a grefe, it were worthy 
‘Yo put the out of this baily, 
And attirwarde in prifon lie, 
And fettrid the till that thou die; 
For thou shalt for this fine dwelle 
Right in the devil’s arfe of helle 
But if that thou repenté the, 
Maifaic thou lieft falfely (quod he.) 
What, welcome with mifchauncé nowt 
Have I therefore herberid you 
To faie me fhame and eke reprove, 
With forie happe to your behove ? 
And I to day your herbegere ? 
Go herbir you els where than here 
‘That han a lier callid me, 
Two tregetours arte thou and he, 
‘Lhat in mine hous do me this fhame, 
And for my fothefawe ye me blame. 
1s this the fermon that ye me make ? 
To ull the divils [me take, 
Or cllis God thou me confounde, 
Bur er men diddin this caftill founde 
it paflith not ten daics or twelve 
Bat it was tolde right to my felve, 
a\ud as thei faide right fo tolde I; 
fe kifte the Rof: privily ; 
‘Thus faide I now, and have faid yore 
IT n'ot where he did any more ; 
Why fhould men faie me fuche a thing 
Hi that it had yben gabbing ? 
Right fo faide 1, and woll faie yet, 
Teeowe L lyid not of it ; 
And with my bemis I woll blowe 
‘To alle neighbours arowe 
How he hath bothe comin and gotte, 
‘Tho {pake Palfe Semblant right anone, 
Allis nat gofpell out of doute 
‘Thar men faine in the tounc aboute : 





Lay no defe ere to my ipeking, 
} fwere you, Sir, it is gabbing 
Itrow ye wote well certainly 
‘That no man lovith him tendirly 
That faith him harme, if he wote it, 
All be he ner fo Pore of wit; 
And fothe is alfo fikirly, 
This know ye, Sir, as well as L 
That lovirs gladly wol vifiten 
The placis there ther loaya habiten : 
This man you loveth and eke honoureth, 
‘This man to fervin you laboureth, é. 
And clepith you his frende fo dere, 
And this man makith you gode chere, 
And every where that he you meteth 
He you faleweth and he you greteth; 
He prefith not fo ofte that ye 
Gughte of" his coming encombrid be; 
‘There prefin othir folke on you 
Ful oftir than he doith now; 
And if his hert him ftrainid fo 
Unto the Rofé forto go, ~ 
Ye thould him fene fo oftin tiede : 
‘That ye thould take him with the dede; 
He conde his comming not forbere, 
Though ye him thrillid with a fpere; 
Te n'er> not than as it is now; 
But treftith well, ¥ fwere it you, 
That it is clene out of his thought, 
Sir, certis he ne thinkith it nought, 
No more ne doth Faire Welcoming, 
‘That fore abyith al this thing. 
And if thei were of one affent, 
Fall fone ywere the Rofe ybent, 
Tho the malgre your’s would ybe, 
And, Sir, of o thing herkeneth me; 
Sithe ye this man that loveth you 
Han faide fuch harme and fhamé now, 
Wittith well ifhe geffid it 
Ye maie well demin in your wit 
He ne wolde nothing love you fo, 
Ne callin you his frende alfo, 
But night and daie he wollin wake 
The caftillto diftroie and take, 
‘YE it were fothe as ye devife ; 
Or fome man in fome manir wife 
Might it warnin him every dele, 
Or by himfelfe percevin wele, 
For fithe he might not come and gone, 
Ais he was whilom wonte to done, 
He might it fone wite and fe, 
But now all othirwife wote he. 
Than have we, Sir, all uttirly 
Defervid hell, and jolily 
The deth of helle doutileffe, 
That thrallin folke fo giltileffe. 
Falfe Semblant fo provith this thing 
That he ne can none anfwering, 
And feeth alwaie foche apparaunce 
That nigh he felia repentaunce, 
And faid him ; Sir, it maie well be; 
Semblant, a gode man femin ye, 
And Abttinence, ful wife ye feme: 
Of o talent vov bathe I don. . 
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‘What counfaile wok to me yeven? 74 ‘Than hath thy prieft parothiall, 
Right here anon thou thalt be thriven, Though he thy frende be fpeciall. 
_ And fay thy finne withoutin more; i have avantage in o wife, 
Of this fhalt thou repent the fore, That your prelates ben not fo wife 
For fam prieft, and have pote Ne halfe fo lettrid asam 1; 
“To fhrive folk of moft dignite I am licenfid boldily 
‘That ben as wide as world maie dure; In divinite for to rede, 
Of ai this world I have the cure, And to confeffion dt of drede 
’ And that had nevir yet perfoun Y¥f that ye wol you now eonfeffe, 
Ne vicarie’ of no manir toun, And leve your finnis more and leffe, 
And God it wot I havé of rh¢ Without abode knele doune anon 


A thoufande timis mose pite ) And you fhal have abfotucion, 
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IN FIVE BOKES. 











BOKE L 


Tue double forow of Troilus to tele, 
‘That was the King Priamus fonne of Troy, 
In Loving how his aventuris felle 

From wo to wele, and aftir out of joy, 

My purpofe is er that I parté froly, 

‘Thou Thefiphone ! thou helpe me t’endite 
‘Uhis woful verfe, that wepin as ¥ write. 

‘To the | clepe, thou goddeffe of tourment, 
‘Thou cruil wight, forowing ay in paine ! 
Uulp me, that am the wofull inftrament 
hat helpith lovirs as 1 can complain: y 
Vor wel ficit, the fothé for to faine, 

A woful wight to have a drery fere, 
And to a forowfull tale a fory chere, 

For I, that gad of Lov’is fervauntes ferve, 
Nw dare to love for mine unlikelineffe, 
Prayin for fpede, al fhould I therfore fterve, 
So ferre am 1 fro his helpe in derkeneffe; 
But natheleffe if this may done gladneffe 
‘Yo any lovir, and his caufe aveile, 

Have he the thanke and mine be the traveile, 








In this boke is thewed the fervent love of Troilus to 

c, whom he enjoyed for a time, and her grete un- 

0 him againe in giving her fell to Diomedes, who 

nd did fo catt her otf that the came ta grete mifery. 

in whiche difcourte Chaucer liberally weteth of the divine 
nce. Urry, ‘ 









But ye lovirs that bathin in gladnefte, 
YVfany drope of pite in you he,’ 
Remembritn you-of paflid hevinefle j 
‘That ye have felte, and on the’ adverfite 
Of othir folke, and thinkith how that ye 
Han felte that Lovd durft you to difplefe 
Or ye han won him with to gret an efe, 

And prayith for *hem that ben in the cace 
Of Troilus, as ye may aftir here 
That Love *hem bring in hevin to folace ; 
And eke for me prayith to God fo dere, 
‘That I have might to thew in fome manere 


} Suche paine and wo as Lov’is folke endure 


In Troilus anfely avinture.” ; 


And biddith eke for them that ben difpeire 


‘| In love, that nevir will recovered be, 


And eke for them that falfcly ben apeired 
Through wickid tongis, be it he or the, 

And biddith God for his benignite . 
So graumt ‘hem fone out of this world to pace 
That ben difpairid out of Lov’is grace. 

And biddith cke for them that ben at efe 
That God ‘hem graunt in love perfeveraunce, 
And fende "hem grace ther lovis for to plefe, 
That it to love be worship and plefaunces 
For fo hope I my felfe beft to avaunce 
To pray for them that Lov’is fervauntes be, 
And write ther Wo, and live in charite ; 

hen 
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* - And for to have of them compaffioup, 
AAs though I were ther owné brothir dere. 
Now herkenith with a god entértioun, - 
For now-wol I go ftreight to my matere, 
4n whiche ye may the.double forowes here 
Of Troilus in loving of Crefeide, 

And Row fhe forfoke him er that the deide. 


It is wel wilt how that the Grekis ftrong 
in‘armis with a thoufand fhippis went 
"Vo Troié wardis, and the cite long 
Befi¢gedin, nigh ten yerescye thei ftent, 
And how in divers wife dnd one entent, 
‘ThE ravithing to wreke of Queine Heleine, 
By Paris don, thei wroughtip all their peing. 
“Now felt it fo that, in the toune there was 
‘Dwelling a lord of gret authorite, 
xA gret divine, that clepid was Calcas, 
“That in, that {cience fo’ experte was that he 
“Knew wel that Troié fhould deftroyid be, 
"By anfwere of his god, that hight was thus 
#Dan Phebus, or Apollo Delphicus. 
*~ So whan this Calcas knew: by caleuling, 
NAnd cke by the’ anfwere of this god Apollo, 
FThat Grekis fhonidin fuche a peple bring“ - 
Thorow the whiche that Troy muft pe fordo, 
He cafte anone out of thé tome 'to go, . 
For wel he wilt, by forte shat Troié fholde 
Dittrayid he, ye, wontd who fo or n’old! 
* ,, Whetfica for so departin foftily: 
Toke parpgie ful'this wight, forknowing, wife, 
“And td the Grekis hoft ful privily ° ne 
He {tale gnone, and thei in curteis wife 
Didin to him both worthip and fervice, 
Yn traft that he hath conning "hem to rede 
~ In every peril which that was to drede. 
Grete rumour rofe what it was firft efpicd 
In al the"toune, and opinly was fpoken 
‘That Calcas traitour fled was, and alied 
“Lo them of Grece ; and cafte was to'be wroken 
On him that falfly hath his faith to broken, * 
And faid that he and al his kinne atones 
‘Were worthy to be brent both fell and bones. 
Now had this Caleis lefte in thie mifchanace, 
Unknowing of this falfe and wicked dede, * 
A doughtir whiche that Was in.grete penaunce, 
«And of her life the was full fore in drege,’ 
Aind ne wilt nevir what béeft was to rede; 
wAnd as a widowe was fhe and alone, 
And nift to whom fhe might ymake her mone. 
Crefeide ywas this ladi¢s name aright ; 
As to my dome in al Troy’is cite 
Moft farriit lady, pafing every wight ; 
So angelile fhone her natife beaute 
‘That like a thing immortal feniid fhe, 
‘And therwith was the {0 parfite a creture 
As fhe had be made in {corning of Nature. 
This lady, whiche that al day herde at cre 
Her fathir's thame, his falthed, and traifoun, 
Ful nigh out of her wit for forow” and fere, 
In widowe’s habit large of fainite broun, - 
Before Meétor on knees fhe fill adoun, 
Mis mevcy bgp, her feltin excufing 
‘With pitousvoice, and Lendirly weping, 








Boks 5 
Now was this Hedtor pitous of naturc, 
And faw that the was forowful begoue, 
And that fhe was fo faire a ercture, 
Of his godeneffe he gladid her anone, 
And faidé, Let your fathir’s traifon-gone 
Forth with'miichanace, and ye your felf in joye 
Dwellith with us whilis you lift in Troyc, 
And al the honour men may do you have, 
As ferforth as though your fathir dwelt here, 
Ye fhul have, and your body thul men'fave, 
As fer as 1 may ought enquire and here. < 
And the him thankid with ful humble chere, . 
And oftir wolde and it had-been his will, ©. 
And toke her leve, went home, and helde her fill. 
And in her.houfe the’ abode with uch meine - 
Ag til her honour nede was for to holde; 
And while fhe was dwelling in that cite 
She kepte her eftate, and ‘of yong and olde 
Ful wel beloved, and wel men of ‘her tolde; 
But whethir that the childrin had or none 
I rede ‘it nat, therfore J let it gone. 
‘The thingis fellin as thei donc of werre 
Betwixin ‘hem of Troie and Grekis ofte, 
For fome day boughtin thet of Troie it derre, 
And eft the Grekis foundin nothing foft 
The folk of Troie : and thus fortune aloft 
And undir efte gan "hem to whelmin bothe, 
Aftir her courfe, aie while that thei wer wrothe. 
But how this toune came to diftruccion 
Ne falkith not to purpofe me to tel; 
For why? it werealong digreflion | 
Fro my matir, and you to long to dwel; 
But the Troyan jeftis, all as thei fel 
In Omer, or in Dares, ar in Dite, 
Who fo that can may rede "hem as thei write. 
But though the Grekis them of Troie in fhettcn 
And ther cite bedegid al aboute, . 
‘Ther olde ufagis n’oldin thei not letten, 
As to honouren ther goddis ful devoute, 
Bat aldirmaft in honogr oyt of doute 
Thei had a relicke hight Palladion, 
‘That was ther tru aboyin everichon, 
And fo befel, whan comin was the time 
Of Apprilis, whan clothid is the mede 
With newe grene, of lufty Ver the prime, 
And with fwete imellibg flouris white and rede 
In fondrie wife thewid, as J you rede, 
‘The folké of ‘Troie ther obfervances olde, 
Palladion ’is felt, went far ts holdc, 
Unto the temple in all ther beft wife 
In general went every manir wight 
‘To herkin of Palladion’s fervice, 


. And namily many a Jufty knight, 


“And many’ a lady frefhi and maidin bright 
Ful well befeyn the moft meyné and left 
Both for the fefon and for the hie fet. 

Among thefe othir folke was Crefvida, 
In widdowe’s habite blake ; but natheles 
Right as our firft lettir is now an A, 

In beaute firft fo ftode the makéles ; 

Her godelydoking gladdid all the pres; 
N’as nevir feue thing to he praifed fo derre 
Nor undir cloudé biake fo bright + Rerre’ 


Boke 2. 


As was Crefeide, thei faidin everichone 
That her beheldin in her blake wedes . 
And yet the ftode ful lowe and ftil-alone,. 
Behinde all othir folke, in littl brede, 

Aud nie the dore, aye undir tham'is drede, - 
Simple of atire, aud debonaire of chere, 
With full affrid Joking and manere, 

Dan Troilus, ashe was wort to gide 
His yonge knightis, Jedde *hern up and doune 
In thilke large temple on every fide, 
Béholding aie the ladies of the toune 

low here now there, for no devocioune 
Had he to none to revin him his relt, 

But gan to praife and lackin whom he left, 

And in his walk fal fatte he an to waiten 
If knight or {quyir of his company 
(an for to fike, or let his eyin baiten 
©o any woman that he could efpie, 

‘Then he would finiie, and hold ‘it. folie, 
And fay him thus; O Lord! the flepith fofte, 
For Jove of the, whan thou tnenift ful ofte, 

Thave herde tel Pardieux of your living, 
Ye lovirs, and of your leude obfervaunce, 
a\nd whiche a labour folke have in winning 
Oflove, and in the keping whiche doutaunce, 
And whan your pray is loft wo and Penance, 
O very folis! blinde and nice be ye, 

‘Ther is not one can ware by othir be. 


And with that worde he gan catt up his browe 


~Afcaunce, lo tis this not wifely ifpoken ? 
At whiche the god of Love gan lokin rowe 


Right for difpite, and fhope him tobe wroken 3 


He kidde anon his bowe was not ro broken, 
For fodainly he hitte him at the full, 
And yet as proude a Pécocke can be pul. 

O blindé worlde! blinde entenciount 
Flow oftin fallith al th* effete contraire 
Of furquedrie and foule prefumpcion ? 


For caught is Pproude and caught is debonaire ; 


This Troilus is clombin on the faire, 
And litil wenith that he mote difcende ; 
But al day failith thing that folis wende. 

As proude Bayard beginnith for to tkippe 
Out ot the way (fo Prickith him his corne) 
‘Till hea lathe have of the longé whippe, 


Than thinkith he though I praunce ail beforne 


Firft in the traife, full fatte and newe ihorne, 
YetamI but an horfe, and hors "is lawe 
T mult endure, and with my feris drawe: - 
So fared it by this fiers and proud knight; 
Though hea worthy king’is fonné were, 
And weuid that nothing had had fuxoh might 
Ayenit his wil that thould his hert? ftere, 
Yet with a Joke hishert ¥woxe on fire, 
‘That he that now was moft in pride above 
Wore fodainly mofte fubje& unto love, 
Forthy cnfample takith of this man 
Ve wile, proude, and worthy folkis all, 
‘Yo fkornin Love, whiche that fo fone can 
The fredome of your hertis to him thrak; 
For evir was and evir fhall befal 
‘hat Love is he that al thingis may binde, 
For ro man muie fordo the law of kinde 
$ 


TROILUS AND CRESEIDy. 33 





‘That this be fothe hath previd and doth “yet 
For this (trowe 1) ye knowin al and fome, 
Men redin nat that folke han gretir wit 
Than theithat han ben mot with love inome, 
And frengitt folke ben therwith ovircome, 
The worthyift and gretilt of degre; 5 
This wag and is, and yet man fhal it fe, 

And truiliche it fitte well to be fo, 

For aldirwifitt-han thetwith ben ‘pleled, 

And thei that han ben: itmette in-wo 
With love han. ben comfdrtid tog and-efed, 
And oft it hath the cruifl hérte spofed,’ 
And worthy folke made wotthyir of rai 
And caufith mo to dredin vice and thame,” 

Now iith it may nat godely be withftonde, 
And isa thing fo vertnous in kinde, 

Ne gradgith naught to Love for to ben bonde, 

Sithe as him felvin lift he may you binde ; 

‘The yerde is bette that bowin wel and winde 

Than that that breft ; and therfore. 1 you rede 

Folowith him that fo well ean you lede, 
But fer to tellin forth. in iad - 
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Ofhim thinke T my tale forth to holde, 
Bathe of his joye and of his caris colde, 
And all his werke as touching this matere, 
For 1 it gan, I wol therto refere, , 

Within the temple wente him forth playing 
This Troilus with every wight about, 

On this lady and now on that loking, . 
Wherefo fhe were of Coune ox of without ; 
And upon cafe befil that through 4 rout 

is eye ypercid, and fo depe it went 
Til on Crefeide it fmote, and there # fem, 

And fodainly-for Wondir wert aftoned,. ” 
And gan her bet beholde in thrifty wife ; 
Omercy,God!thoughthepwherehaf thou wonned, 
‘That arte fo faire and godely to devife ? 7 
‘Therwith his hert began to threde and rife, 
and fofte he fighid, Jef men might him here, 
And caught ayen his formir Playing chere, 

She n’as nat with the lefte of her fature, 

But al her Jimmis fo wel anfwering 

Werin to weomanhode, that creature 

Was nevir Jaffe mannithe in feming, 

And cke the puré wife of her menin; 

She thewid wel, that men might incher geile 
Honour, eftyte, and womanly nobleffe, "> | 

‘Tho Troilus right wondir ‘wel withall 
Gan for to like her menin and her-chere, « 
Whiche fomdele deignous was; for the Jee fay. * 
Her loke a lite a fide, in fuche Manere 
Afcauncis, what may } nat ftondin here > 
And aftir that her loking gan the light. 
That aever thought him fene fo goede a fight 


‘Than was he glade his hornis in to thrinke; 
Unnethis witt he how to loke or winke, 
¥ ij 
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Lo! he that lete him felvin fo conning, 
And feornid "hem that lov's painis drien, 

‘Was ful unware that Love had his dwelling 
‘Within the {ubtil ftremig of her eyen, 

"That fodainly him thought that he felte dien 
Right. with her loke the fpirite in his herte; 
Bleilid be Love, that thus can folke converte! 

She'thus in bluke loking to Troilus 

Ovir-al thing he Rodd for'to bcholde, 

But his delire, ne wherefore he Rode thus, 

He neithir chére made ne worde thereof tolde, 
But from aferre, his manir for to holde, 

On othir thing famtime his loke he caft, 

And efte on her, while that the fervice laft, 

And altir this, not fully alf awhaped, 

~ Out of the temple cfiliche he wente, 
Repentivg him that evir he had japed 

. OF Lov'is folke, felt fully che difcente 
Of Icorhe fil on him fclf; but what he mente. 
Lefte it were wilte.on any manir fide 
His wo he gan difimulin and hide. 

Whan he was fro this temple thus departed 
He ftreight anone unto his palais turneth; + 
Right with her Icke therough fhottin and darted, 
Al frainith hein lute that he fojourneth, - 

- “And all his chere and {peche alfo’ he abnormet. 
Ard aic of Lov’is fervauntes every while, 
Himfelfe to wric, at "hem he gan to fmile, 

And fayd; Ah, Lord { fo ye live all in luft, 
Ye lovirs, for the conningift of you, 

“That fervith moft ententifeliche and bett, 
Him tite as oftin harme therof_as prowe 5 
Your hire is quite ayen, ye, God wote howe, 
Not wel for wele, but tkorne for gode fervife 5 
In faithe-your ordiy is tuled in gode wife. 

In no certaine ben your oBfervaunces, 

But it ina few fely poinsis be, | 

Ne nothing aiketh fo gret attendaunces 

‘As doth your,Jaie, and that knowin al ye; 

But that is not the worl, as mote I the, 

But talde 1 which were the worft point, I leve, 

Al faide I fothe, ‘ye woldin at me greve. 

* But.take thi: ; that ye lovirs ofte efchiewe, 
Or ellisdone of.gode etencian, a 
Fol ofte thy lady wol it miffeconftrewe, 

And deme it harme in-her epinign, 

And yet if the for othir enchefon 

Be wroth, then thalt thou have a groin anone + 
Lorde ! wel is him that may bene of you one! 

But for al this, whan that he f{eeth his time, 
He hild his pecs, non othir bote him gained, 
For Love began, his fethirs fo to lime, 

‘That wel unneth unto his folke he fained 
‘Thar othir bely nedis him diftrained : 

So wo was him that. what to done he n't, 
But bad his folke to gone where as*hem lift. 

And whan that he in chambre was sone 
He dounc upon his bedd’is fete him fette, 
And firft he gan to fike and efte to grene, 
And thought aie an, her fo. withoutin lette, 
"Phat as he fatte and weke' his [pirite mette 
"That he her faugh and temple’, and all the wife 
Right of her Joke, and gan it newe ave, 
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Thus gan he make a mirrour of his minde, 
In whiche he faugh all wholly her figure, 
‘And that he wel coude in hishert yfiade - 

It was to hima right godeavintrte _ 
‘Yo love fuche one, and ifhe did his cure 
To fervin her yet might he fat in grace, 
Or cls for one of her fervauntes pace 

Imagining that ne travaile nor grame 
Ne might for fo godely an ene be lorng, 

‘As fhe ne him for his defire no fhame, 
Al were it wife, but in prife and upborne 
Of all: loyirs, wel more than beforne. 
gumentid Ke in his ginning, 

Ful unavifid of his wo comming. 

Thus toke he purpofe Lov'is crafte to fewe, 
And thought that he would workin privily,” 
Firft for to hide all his deGre in’ mewe, 

From every wight ‘borne all uttirly, 

But he might ought recovered ben therby, 
Remembring him that Love to wide tblowe 
Yelt bittir frute, although fucete fede be force. 

And ore al this fal mokil more he thought 
What for to fpeke and what to holdin inne, 
‘And what téartin her to love he fought, 
And on a fonge anone right to beginne, 

And gan loude on his forowe for to winnes 
For with gode hope he gan fully affente 
Crefeida for to love, and nought repente, 

And of his forge not onely his fentence, 

(As write mine andor, callid Lolius) 

But plainely, fave our tong’is difference, 

I dare wef fxy in al that Troilus 

Saied in his fonge, lo | every word right thus 

‘As I thal faine; and who fo lift it here 

Lo! next this verfe he may it findin here. 
The finge of Troilus out of Petrarche. 

Ifno love is, o God, what fele I fot 
And if love is, what thing and whiche is he? 
If love be gode from whence comith my wo? 
If it be wicke a wondir thinkith me, 

Whan every turment and adverfite 
‘That cometh of him may'to me favery thinke, 
For aye more thurft I the more that I drinke. 

And if that at mine owneé luft I brenne, 
From whence comith my wailing and my pleint. 
If harme agre me wherto-plaine I thenne ? 

I wot nere why unwery that I feinte. 

O quické deth ! o fweté harme fo queinte ! 
How may | fe in me foche quantite 

But if chat I confente thst it fo be? 

“And if that I confente 1 wrongfully 
Complaine iwis. ‘Thus poffid to and fro, 

As fterelefs wight is in a bote, am J, 
Amidde the fe atwixin windis two 

That in contrarie fondin evirmo. 

Alas! what is this wondir maladie? 

For hete of colde, for colde of hete, ¥ die. 

And to the god of Love thus fayid he 
With pitous ‘oice ;O Lorde! now your'isis 
My fpirite, whiche that oughtin your’is be; 
You thonke I, Lord, shat has me brought to this; 
But whethir goddefle or -wonran iwis g 
She be I n’ot whiche, that ye do me ferve, 
| But as her man lwo! zig live and iterv 











Behe 7, TROILUS gyp CRESEIDE, Bi 34 


Ye flondin in her eyin mightily, _, And faied he by a fovir fared amis: 
As in a place unto your vertue digne, But how it was certain I cannot fay, 
Wherfore o Lord ! if my ferviceor I If that-bis ladie underftode nat this, 
May likin vou, fo bethe me to Or fainid her. the w’ift, one of the tweies 
For mine Chute royal here ¥ Fefigue .. Bat well rede I that by.no manir weie 
Tato her hende, and with ful humble shere Ne find ie asif the on him a ht, i 
Become ber man, as tomy lady de Or of his paing, what fo’ evir.he thought, 
,. Endetb thefuag. But thin pleleithie Crating foche we 
in him ne deigned to fparin blode royall That. he was wet sis y 3 for aie his dredé 
‘The fire of love, wherefro may God me bleffe! {| Was this, that fhe Somnbawight had lovid fo 
ae him forbare in no degre fer all ‘That ner of him the han tukittbede, 
ATis virtue or hisexcellent prowefle, For whiche him thought be felt his bert’ blede 5 
But_helde him as his thrall lowe in diftreffe, Ne of his wo ne durft he nought-be; 
aind brende him fo in fondrie wife aie newe, To tellin her for all this worlde to ¢ ' 
‘That fixty times 2 day he lofie his hewe. Bit whan he had a {pace left from hi eae; 
So muchill daic fro daic his own? thought Thus to himfelf full oft he gan to plains | ir 
For lutte to her gan quickin and encrefe, He faicd, O fole! now art thou in the frare 
‘Phat cveriche othir charge he fette at nought : That whilom japedift at lov'is pain; z 
Forthy ful oftin, his hote fire to cefe, Now art thoy hent, now Saw thin owné chain-e 
To fene her godely Joke he gan to prefe, ‘Vhou wert aie woned eche lovir reprehende. ‘' 
For therby to hen efid wel he wende, Of thing fro which thou cant nat the defende, 
Andaic the nere he was the more he brende; What woll now every lovir fine of the: 
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Vor aic the nere the fire the hottir is, If thiebe wif 3 but-er BEE ee 
his (trowe I) Rnowith al this company ; Langhin in fcorne, and fain, Lot theré goth hes” 
But were he ferre or nere 1 darg faie this, That is the man of fo grete fipience,’ 


That helde us lovirs lefte in Teveretice: > 
Now thanked be God he maie gon.on the daunce - 
Of *hem that Love liftc icbly to avaunce: 
But o thou woful Troilus! God would. 
(Sithe thou maf lovin through thy deftine} 
‘That thou befet wer of foche one that thould 
Know alll thy wo, all lackid ‘her pite! ~ 
But all fo colde in love towardisthe 
Thy ladie is a8 froft in wintir mone, 
And thon fordon as faowe in five .ig,fone.” 
God would I went arivid ip ne par 
OF deth, to which miy.forowe: swell meé lede 1° 


Ah, Lorde! to me it-were a pret comfort,” 
‘Than were I quite ‘of lnnguidisag ie drede,- 
For by my hidde forowe iblowe in brede 
T thall bgapid ben a thoufande time 
More thin that fole.of whofe foly men rime. 
But oow helpeGod, aiid yemy fwete, for whony 
1 plaine ; icought ye nevir wight fo faft : 
O mmercie, my dere herte ! and helpe me from 
The deth, for I while that my life maie lait 
More than my life wall love you to my laft; 
Aud with fome frendly loke gladith me, Iwetet, 
Though nevir nothing more yemebehete. = * 
Thefe wordis and‘ full many’ an othir mo 
He fpake, and callid evir in his pkinte. 
Her name, to tellin unto her his wo, 
‘Till nigh that he in falte teris was dreinte: + 
- All was for nought ;. the herd nat his compleintes 
And whan that be betheught on that folic 
| A thoufand falde-his wo gan muliplie, 
Bewaili bis chambir thus alone 
A fiends athe at eallid was Pandare, 
Came onis in taware, and herd him grone, 
And faw his fread in foche diftreffe and cares 
_} Alas! (quod bé) who caulith all this fare? 
} O mercie God! what unhap maie this mene ? 
Han now thus fone the Grekis made you enc? 
Y ij 


By night or daie, for wifedome or folie, 
isherte, whiche that is his breit'is- eye, 
ie on her, that fairir was to fene 
‘Than evir was Helein or Polyxene, 
ike of the daie there pallid nat an houre 
But to himfelf a thoufande times he faide, 
Ged godely, to whom I ferve and fuboure 
As heit I can, now would to Ged, Crefeide, 
Ye wouldin om me ruc er that I diede ; 
My dere herte, alas ! mize hele, and my hewe, 
And life, is lofle but ye wollon me rewe, 
‘All othiv dredis werin. from him fledde 
Bothe of th’ afliege and his falvacion, 
Ne’ in his defire non othir fancy bredde 
But argumentes co this conclufion, 
That the on him would han compaffion, 
aind he to ben her man while he maie dire ; 
Le e his life, and from his deth his cure. 
The tharpe fhouris fell of armis preve 
Phat Hedtor or his othir brethrin didden 
ade him oncly therefore onis meve, 
And yet washe, wher fo men went or ridden, 
¥ound one the bett, and lengift time abiden 
‘There peril was, and cke did tuche trayail 
In armis that to thinke it was mervaile, 
But for none hate he to the Grekis had, 
Ne alfo for the refcous of the toun, 
Ne made him thus in armis for to mad, 
But onely lo! for.this conclufion, 
‘Vo likin her the bet for his renoun ¢ 
Fro daie to daic'in armis fo he ipedde 
‘Ther ail the Grekis as the deth him dredde. 
And fro this forthe the reft him love his flepe, 
And made his mete his-foe, and eke his farow 
Gan multiplic, that who fo toke kepe 
It the wid in his hewe both even’ end morow 
Therfore a tithe be gen him to borowe 
OF othir fickeneife, leil men of him wende 
‘That the hottchire of cruill love him brende; 
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*. Or haft thou fome remorce of confcience ? 
And art now fall in fome devocioun, 
And wailift for thy finne and thine offence, 
And haft for ferde ycought contricioun ? 
God fave jhem that befiegid han our toun, 
‘That fo ean Ieic our jolite on preffe, * 
And bring our luftie folke to holineffe } 
‘Thefe wordis faied he for the nonis all, 
‘That with fuche thinghe might him angry makes, 
And with his angre doen his forowe ‘al 
As for 2 time, and his corage awaken ; 
But weil wift he, as ferre as tongis {peken, 
‘There n’as a man of gretir hardinefle 
‘Phan he, ne more defirid worthineffe, 
What cas (quod Troilus) or what avinture 
Hath gidid the go fene me languifhing, 
‘That am refufe of evéry creture? 
But for the love of God, at nay praying, 
Go hence awaie, for certis my dying 
‘Woll the difefe, and 1 mote nedis deie, 
‘Therfore go waic; there n’is no more to feie, 
But if thou wene § be thus ficke for drede, 
Jt is nat fo, and therefore fcotne me nought; 
‘There is an othir thing I take of hede 
‘We) more than ought the Grekis han yet wrought, 
‘Which caufe is of my deth for forow and thought, 
But though that I now tell it the ne beite 
Be thon nat wrothe ; I hide it for the bee. P 
This Pandare, that nigh malt for wo and rewth 
Ful oftin faied, Alas! what maie this be ? 
Now frende, (quod he) if evir love or trouth 
Hath ben er this betwizin the and me 
Ne do thou nevir foche a cruilte 
‘To hidin fro thy frende fo grete a care; 
‘Wott thou not well that it am I Pandare ? 
3 woll partake with the ofall thy paine ; 
Ifit fo be § doe the no comfort, 
As it is frend’is right, fo the for to faine, 
‘To enterpartin wo as glad dttpors 
¥ have.and fhall; for true or falfe report, 
In wrong and right, iloved the all my live; 
Hide not thy wo from me, but tell it blive, 
Than gan this forowfull Troilus to fike, 
And faied him thus; Gud heve it be my beft 
‘To tellin the, for fithe it maie the like 
‘Yet woll I tell it the though my herte breft, 
and well wote I thou maieft do me no reft, 
But left thou deme that I truft nat to the : 
Now herkin frende, for thus it ftant with me. 
Love, ayenft the whiche who fo defendith 
Him felvin mofte him aldirleft availeth, 
‘With difpeire fo forely me offerdith 7 _ 
‘That ftreight unto the deth mine here yfaileth, 
*Fherto defire fo brenningly me’ affaileth 
“That to ben flain it were a gretir joie 
To me than king of Grece to be and Troie, 
Suffifith this, my fully frende Pandare, 
‘That I have faied, for now woteft thou my wo, 
And for the love of God my coldé care 
So hide it well, 1 tolde it ner to mo, 
For harmis mightin folowen mo than two 
¥f it were wift ; but be thon in gladnefle, 
And let me fterve unknowe of my diftreife. 
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How haft thou thus unkindely and long 
Hid this fro me, thou fole ? (quod Pandarus) 
Paraventure thou maieft for foche one long 
That mine avife anone maie helpin tis. 

‘This were a wondir thing, (quod Troilus) 
Thou couldift ner in love thy felfin wiffe, 
How devil} maieft thou bringin me to bliffe ? 

Ye, Troilus, now herkin, (quod Pandare.) 

Though F be nice, it happith oftitt fo, 

That one that of axis docth full ilt fare 

By gode counfaile can kepe his frend therfro; 
I have my {elf yfeine a blinde man go 

There as he fell which that could lokin wide: 
A fole maie che a wife man oftingide. 

A whetftone is.no kerving inftrument; 
But yet it makith fharpe kerving tolis; 

And if thou woft that I have aught mifwent 
Efchue thou that, for foche thingto {chole is, 
Thus oftin wife men ben warin by folis : 

If thou fo do thy wit is well bewared; 

By bis contrary’ is every thing declared. 

Fot how might evir fwetnefle have be know 
To him that nevir taftid bittirneffe ? 

No man né wos what gladneffe is F trowe 

‘That nevir was in forowe or fome diftreffe 5 

Eke white by black, by fhame eke worthincs ; 

Eche fet by othir more for othir femeth, 

As men maie fene, and fo the wife it demeth. 
ithe thus of two contraries is 0 lore, 

I that in love fo oftin have affayed_ 

Grevauncis ought to connin well the more 

Counfailin the of that thou art difmaied, 

And eke the ne ought not ben ill apaicd, 

Though I defirin with the for to bere 

Thine hevie charge ; it fhall the laffe the dere’ 

I wote well that it farid thus by me 
As to my brothir Paris an heirdefle 
Whiche that yclepid was Oenone 
Wrote in a complaint of her hevineffe; 

Ye faw the lettir that fhe wrote I geffe. 
Naie, nevir yet iwis (quod Troilus.) 
Now (quod Pandare) herkinith, it was thus. 

Phebus, that firft found art of medicine, 
(Quod the) and coud in every wight’is care 
Remedy” and rede by herbis he knew finc, 
Yet to himfelf his conning was full bare, 

For tove ha¢ him fo boundin ina fnare, 
All for the ra es of the King Admete, 
That all his craft ne coud his forowe bete. 

Right fo fare}; unhappily for me 
I love onc beft, and that me fmertith fore, 
And yet paravinture J can rede the 
And nat ory felf; repreve thou me no more, 
{ have no caufe I wote well for to fore 
As doeth an hauke that liftith for to plaic, 
But to thine helpe yet fomwhat can I faie. 

And of o thing right fikir maieft thou be, 
That certain for to dyin in the pain 
‘That I fhall nevir mo diftovir the; 

Ne by my trouth I kepe nat to reftrain 
The fro thy love, although it were Helein, 
That is thy brothir’s wifc, if I it witt, 

Be what the be, and love her as the lift, 


Bint: 

Therefore as frendfulliche in mie allure, 
And tell me platte what is thine enchefon 
And finall caufe of wo that ye endure, 

For dyabtith nothing mine entencion 

N’as rae to you of repreheafion . 
"To tpeke as now, for no wight maic bireve 

A man to love till that him tit to leve, : 

And therefore wetith wel that both ben vicis, 

Mitruftin all or ellis alt beleve ; . 

Buc well Ewote the mene of it no vice is, 

“Byyor to truftin fome wight is a preve 

Of routh, and forthy would I fain remeve ¥ 
hy wrong conceipt, and do the fome wight trait 
Thy wo to tell, and tell me if the luft. 

The wife faieth, Wo is him that is alone, 
For and he fall he hath none helpe to Tile 5, 
And fithe thou haf a felowe tell thy mone, 
For this ne is ought certain the next wile 
To winnin Jove, as techin us the wile, 

‘fo waile and Wepe as Niobe the quene, 
Whofe teris yet in marble ben ifene, 

Hct be thy, weping and thy drerineffc, 
And let us Leffin, wo with othir {peche, 
So Maie thy wofull time femin the lefie s 
Delitith nought in wo thy wo to igche, 
As doen thee folis that ther forowes cche 
With forowe whan thei han mifavinture, 
‘And luttin nought to fechin othir cure, 

Men faine, To wretche is confalacion 
Tn bare an cthir felowe in bis pines 
"Vhat ought welt to ber our Opinion, ; 
For we bothe thou and Sof love do plain ; 

So full of forowe am J, fothe to faine, 
‘That certainly as now no more hard grace 

viv figon me; for why? there is no fpace, 

Y¥f Gud wol thou art nought agaft of me 
Leh ft would of th lady the begile ; 

“Thou wot thy fell whom that Tlove parde, 

As | beit can, gon fithin longé while, 

sind fithe thou wot I do it for no wile, 

am ke that thou truftith moft, 

Vel me formwhat, fens al my wo thou wofte, 
Yet Troilus for al this no worde faide, 

Bat loug he laie as Sill as he ded were, 

And aftir this with fiking he abraide, 

And to Pandarng voice he lent his ert, 

And up his cien cat he ; and than in fete 

Was Pandarus lefte that ina frenfeye 

He should yfal, or ellis foné deye ; 2. % 
And faid, Awake, full wonderliche and tharpe 


What flombrift thou asin a lethargy ? 















‘That herith foun,-whan men the ftringis ply, 
* But in his ming of that no melodie 
Maie finkin him, to gladin, for that he 
So dali is in his bettialite ? 
And with this Pandare of his wordis ftent, 
But Troilus to him no thing anfwerde; 


For it is fuid, Mun makin ffte a yerde 
With which the makir is bimfilfe ibetin 
Xu feadrie soapir, as thefe wife men treten. 
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‘z,,And naméliche in hig counfaile telling 
That touchith love, that ought to ben fecre, 
For of hii rc i¢ woll inough out fpring, 
Bat if that it the bet governid be ; 


_| Eke fomtime it is crafte to feme to fic 


And fayd, My frénde, Although that QUI 1 lie 

fram not defe,; ro: i ; 

For ! haye herde thy wordig andthy lore, 

But faftir me my fortune to bewailen,- 

For thy proverbis may nought me availen ¢? 
Nor othir cure ne canit thow none for me¢,: 

Eke I n’il not ben curid ; I woll dic + 

What knowin 1 of the Quene Niobe ? 

Let be thine olde enfamplis, F the prey. 

No, frende, (qupd Pandarus) therfore 1 fey 

Suche is delize of folis to bewepe 

Ther wo, but to fekin bote thei ne kepe. 
Now know I that there refon in the failethg 

But tellith, me, if 1 wife what the Were, 

For whome that the al mifyineuré aileth 

Durfte thou truft that Ltoldeit inher ere 

Thy wo, fith thou dart Not thy felfe for fere, 





Why no, Farde, Sir, {quod this ‘Froiles.) 

And why? For that thou thouldift nevir fpede. 

Wott thou that well gYe, that is out of drede, 

(Quod Troilus) for alf thaver ye conne 

She wol tono fuche wretche as I be wonpe. 
(Quod Pandarus) Alas} what may this be 

That thon difpairid art thus caufileffe ?, 

What! liveth nas thy lady? Benedicite} 

How woft thou fo that thoy art gracileffe 2 

Suche evil. is not, alwaie hotgleffe : 


That hightin Vulturis, as bokis tell; 

But I may not endurin that thon dwell 

In fo untkilful an opinion : 

‘That of thy wo n’is Rocuracion; | 
Bur onis n’ilt thou for thy cowarde:herta, 

And for thine ire and folith wilfaineffe, 

For wantruft tellin of thy forowe? fmerte, 

Ne to thine owne helpe do befineffe 


atones, 
his bones, 
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And love a woman that fhe wote it nought, 
And the wol quite it that thon fhalt not fele, 
Unknow unkift, and loft that is unfought. 
What! mgny a man hath love ful dere abought 
‘Twenty wintir that his lady ne wiftey 

‘That never yct his ladie’s mouthe he kite. 

What! fhould he thérfore fallin in difpaire, 
©r be recrcaunte for his owneé tene, 

Or flain himfelf, all be his ladie faire ? 
Naie, naie; biter in ome be freth and grene, 
"To ferve and love ay his dere hert’is quene, 
And thinke itis a guerdone her to ferve 

A thoufande foldé more than he can deferve. 

And of that wordé toke hede ‘l'roilus, 

And thought anone what folie he was in, 
And how that fothe him fayid Pandarus, 
‘That for to flaen himdelf might he not win, 
But bothe to doen unmanhode and a firme, 
And of his deth his Indie nought-to wite, 
For of his wo God wot the knewe full lite. 

And with that thought he gan fak fore to ftke, 

And faied, Alas t what is me beft to doe ? 
‘To whom Pandare anfwerid, If the like 
The bet is that thou tell me all thy wo, 
And have my trouth but if thou find it fo 
Ube thy bote or that it ben full long 

To pecis doe me drawe and fithin hong. 

Ye, {o faieft thou, (quod Troijus) alas ! 
But God wot it is naught, the rathir fo 
Full harde it were to helpin in this cas, 
For well finde I that Fortune is my fo, 

Ne ali the men that ridin cotgor go . 
Maic of her craill whele the harme withftond, 
For as her litt the plaicth with fre and bond. 

(Quod Pandarus) Thar blamift thou Fortune 
For thou art wroth ye now at erft Fife; 

‘Wott thou not wel that Fortune is commune 
‘To every manir wight in fome degre ? 

And yct thou haft this comfort, lo! parde, 
‘That as her joyis motin ovirgone 

So mote her {orowes paflin evetichone. 

For if her whele ftint any thing to'toarne 
‘Than ceffith fhe Fortune anone to be; 

‘Now fith her whele by no waie maie fojourn 
‘What woft thou of her mutabilite ? : 
Right as thy felf haf the woll done by the, 
Or thet fhe be nought ferre fro thine helping, 
Paravinture thou haft caufe fog to fing. 

And therfore woft thou what I the befeche ? 
Let be thy wo and tourning to the grounde, 
For who fo ifte have heling of his leche 
‘To him bihovith firft unwrie his wounde ; 
‘To Cerberus in heltaie be U bound, 

‘Were it eke for my fuftir all thy forowe, 
By mry gode will fhe fhould be thie to morowe. 

Loke up I faie, and tell me what fhe is 
Anone, that I maie gone about thy nede. 
Know fher aught? for my love tell me this, 
‘Than would ¥ hope the rathir for to {pede, 
‘Tho gan the veine of Troilus to blede, 

Fer he was hit, and woxe all redde for fhame. 


Aha ! (quod Pandare) here beginnith game. 
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And with that worde he gan him for to fhake, 
And faied him thus;Thefe,thou fhalther name teil z 
But tho gan fely Troilus for to quake, 

As though men fhould han had Him into hel, 
And faied, Alas ! of aH my wo the weil 

Than is my fweté foe callid Crefeide; 

And well nigh with that word for fere he decide. 

And whan that Pandare herd her namé neven, 
Lorde t he was glad, and fayid, Frend fo dere, 
Now fare a right, for Jov’isname in heven 
Love hath befet the well : be of gode chere, 
For of goede name, and wiledom, and manere, 
She hath inough, and eke of gentillneffe : 

If the be faire thou wolt thy felf I geffe, 

Ne nevir fcie Fa mote bounteous 
OF her eftate, ne gladdir, ne of fpeche 
A frendlier, ne none more gracious 
For to dec well, ne laffe had nede to feche 
What for to doen, and all this bet to eche 
In honour to as igrre as fhe may ftretche : 

A king’is herte femith by her’s a wretchc. 

And forthy loke of gode comforte thou he, 
For certainly the firfté pointe is this 
Of noble corage, and wele ordaine the 
Aman to have gece with himfelfe iwis ; 

So oughtift thou, for nought but gode it is 
To Jovin wel and in a worthy place ; 
The ought not to clepin it happe but grace. 

And alfothinke, and therwith gladdin the, 
‘Fhat fith thy Jady vertuoas is all, 

So foloweth it that there is fome pite 
Amongis all thefe othir in gencrall, 

And for thei fe that thou in fpeciall 
Requirift nought that is ayen her name, 

For Vertue ftretchith not himfelfe to fhame. 

But wel is me that evir } was borne 
That thou befet art in fo gode a place, 

For by my trouth in love I durft have fworne 
‘The fhould aevir have tidde fo faire a grace ; 
And wWoft you why ? for thou were wont to chace 
At Love in fcorne,and for difpite him cal} 

Saint Idiote, lord of thefe folis all, 

How oftin haft thav madin thy nice japes? 
And faied that Lov’is fervauntes everichone 
Of nicete ben very godd’is apes, 

And fome of them would monche ther mete alone 
Ligging a bedde, and make "hem for to grone, 
And {cine thou fuidif{ hada blaunche fevere, 
And praidift God thei fhould nevir kevere: 

And fome of “hem toke on *hem for the cold 
More than inough ; fo faidift thou full oft, 
And fome han fainid oftin time, and tolde 
How that thei wakin whan thei flepin foft, 
And thu3 thei would have fet *hem {elf aloft, 
And natheleffe were undir at the lafte: 
"Thus fuidift thou, and japidilt full fafte. 

Yet faidift thou that for the moré part 
Thefe lovirs wouldin fpeke in general, 

And thoughtin that it was a fikir art 
For failing fur to” affayin ovir all: 
Now muie I jape of the if that 1 thall ; 
But nathelcfe although that T fhould dic 
‘Thou art none of the 1 dare well feie. 
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Now bete thy breft, and Rie to god of Love, . 
Thy grace, o Lord! fer now I mie re ined 
If 1 miffpake, for now my felf Lie; 
“hus fate with all thine hery in gude entens,, 
(Quod Troilus) Ah, Lorde tt nie confent, 
And praic to the my japie thou foryeve,: 
Aud I no more will jape while hat Hiwe, . 


Thou faiet well, (quod Pandare) and now Fhope 


‘That thou the godd’ia wrath haft-al ppefed ; 
And fithin thou hat weptin many’ a drope, 
AndYaid fuch thing wherwith thy god is plefed, 
Nov would God nevir but that thou were efed, 

-” And thinke well the of whom reft all thy wo 
Hereaftir maie thy comfort ben alfo, 

For thilke ground that berith the wedis wicke 
Bereth eke thefe wholfome herbis as full oft, 
And nexte to the foule nettle rough and thicke 
‘The rofe ywexith fote, and Smothe, and foft, 
And next the vatey is the hill aloft, 

And next the derke night is the glad thorowe, 
And alfo joie is next the fine of forowe. * 

Now loke that welkattempre be thy bridell, 

And for the beft aie fuffre to the tide, 

Or ellis all our labour is on idelf : 
He sahil roel that wifely can abide. 

Be diligent and truc, and aie well hide : 
Be luftie, tre: perfever in fervife, 

And all is well if thou werke in this wife ¢ 

But he that partid is in every place 
sno where whole, as writin clerkis wife ; 
‘What wondir is if foche one have no grace? 
Eke woft thou how it fareth of fome fervife? 
us Slant a tre or pete fondrie wife, 

And on the morowe pull it up as blive, 
No wondir is thongh it maie nevir thrive. 

And fith the god of Love hath the betewed 
In place digne unto thy worthineffe, 

Stonde faft, for to a gode port haft thou rowed, 
And of thy {clf for any hevineffe t 

Hope alwaie well; for but if drerine (fe 

Or ovirhaft doe our bothe labour thende 

T hope of this to makin a gode ende. 

And woft thou why ? Tam the laffe afered 
Of this matter with my nece for to trete, 

For this have fherd faie of wife and lered, 
‘Was nevir man or woman yet beyete 
“Chat was unapt to fufite lov’is hete « 
Celeftiall, or ellis love of kinde; 

Forthy fome grace I hope ii her to finde, 

And for to fpeke of her in fpeciall, 

Hier beaute to bethinkin and her youthe, 
It fit her nought to ben celeftiall 
«As yet, though that her bothé lift and kouthe; 
‘And truily it fit her well right nouthe 
A worthie knight to lovin and chesice, 
And but the doe I holde it for a vice. 

Wherfore Iam and woll be aie redy 
To painin me to do you this fervice, 

For bothe of you to plefin; this hope I 
Hereaftirwardis, for ye ben bothe wife, 
And connin counfaile kepe in foche a wife 
“that no man hall the wifir of it be; 
And fe we maie ben gladdid allé thre. 
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And by my trouth Ihave right now of the. ~ 
A: gode sonceit in my wit as I gelle. 
RAnd what it is1 woll now that thou fe; 
~Fthink that fithin Love of his godeneife 
-{ Rath the convertid out of wickidneffe 
fait ben. the befté pot J leve # 
1 OF all bis foie, sad aqofte his foin Breve, a 
Enfarnp| eomphy, formowe.thefe greté cler 
That esris akdhieiofte-ayen-alt lawe, * 
And ben cofiveitig 















afte vale there, 
Pt Teens thes wickid werkes 
Through grace of God, that left 
Than Sine thei folk that han. a 
And ftrengift faithid ben ¥ wadie@onde, 
And con an errour aldivbeft-withitonde; _. 
Whan Troilus had herde Pandare aflented 
‘To ben his helpe in loving of Crefeide 
He wext of wo, as who faith unturmentedy 
But hottir wext hislove; and than hd faide 
With fobre cherey as though his herte yplaide, 
Now blisfull Venus! helpe et that I fterve. 
Of the, Pandare, I now fome thanke deferver 
But, dere frende, how thal my wo be leife 3 
Till this be done? and, gadoaaye, tell mre thipy. 
How wolt ine of eat Pah, 
Left the be wroth? this drede I oll wis, - 
Or wol not hérin al how that it is: : 
Al this drede I, and eke for the manere 
Of the her eme fhe n’if no fuche thing here. 
(Quod Pandarus) Thou hafta ful grete care 
Left that the chorle may fal oat ef the mone. 
Why, Lorde! } hate of the the nice fare; 
Why entremete of that thou haft to done ?. 
For Godd’is love I bidé the a bone ; 
So let me’ alone, and it thal be thy beft. 
Why, frende, (quod he)than doneright gs the eft =, 
But herke, Pandare, o worde, far I ne. ‘wWoalde ° 
That thou in sme wendift fo grete folie. 
‘Fhat tomy lady} defiris dholde 
‘That touchith hasme or aby vilanie, 
For dredileile megyere levir to dic. - 
‘Than fhe of me aughg ellis underRode 
But that might-plownin ints gode. 
Tho lough Pandare, and anon anfwerde, 
And I thy borow’? fie! no wight doth but fos 
T ne raught not although fhe lode and herde 
How that thot faieft : but farewel, ¥ wol go: 
Adien ; be glad ¢ God fpede us bothé two 1» 
Yeve me this labour and this bufineffe : 
And of my fpede be thine al the.fwetnes.” | 
‘Tho Troilus on. knees gan dowse to-fall. 
(And Pandare in his armis hente ‘him ite 
And faide, Nowe fie upon the Grekisallt 
Yet parde God thal help at the Int, 
And dredileffe if chat my- life may aft, ‘ 
And God toforne, Jo! fome of *hemn thal fmerte; 
And yet me athinketh that this avaunt m’afterte, * 
And now; Pandsre, Ean no mor? fay, 
But thou wife; thou wo thoa maiit: thou art al; 
My life, my deth, hole in thine honde I lay, 
Helpe me (quod he.) Yes, by my trouth I thal, 
God yelde the, frende, and this in fpecial, 
(Quod Troilus that thou me recommaunde 
‘To her that may me to the deth commaunde, 
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“This Pandarus tho, defirons to ferve 

His ful frend2, tho faide in this manere ; - 

Farwel; and thinke 1 wol thy thanke deferve, 


Have here my ttouth, and that thou thalt well here: 


And went his way thinking on this matere, 


And how he beit might her befeche of. grace, | 


And find a lefure therto ansta place. | 
For every wight 
‘He rennith nat the, to : 
*, With rakil honde; but he wol bide a found; 
d fende his ‘hert’is line out fro within, 
‘hus aldirfirft his purpofe for to winne, 
As this Pandarus in his hert’is thought 
Did cait his werke full wifely er he ‘wrought. 
But Troilus lay tho no lengir doun, 
But up anon gat upon his ftede baie, 
And in the felde he playid the lioun; 






‘Wo was that Greke that with. him met that daie 


4ead in the tounc his manir tho forthe ale 


1 
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So godely was, and gat him {in grate, 
‘That eche him loved that lokidin his face. . 
Fot he becamin the moft frendly wight, 

‘The geptili&, and eke the mofté fre, . 


‘| The truflyit, and one the bef? knight, 


‘That in histime was of ellis might be : 

Ded were his japis and his cruilte, 

Ded his high porte and alll his manir flraunge, 

And eche of bem gan for a vertue chaunge, 
_ Now let us ftint of Troilus. ftounde, 

That ferith like a man that hurt is fore, 

And is fomdele of aking of his wounde 

Yleffid wel, but helid no dele more, 

And as an efy pacient. thelore . 

Abite of him that goth ahout his cure, 

And thus he deivith fotth his avisivore. 
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Oor of thefe blacké wawis let us faile, 
O winde, o winde! the wedir ginnith clere, 
For inthe fe the bote hath futhe travaile 
Of my conning that unneth I it ftere : 
‘This fe clepe I the tempeftous matere 
Of depe difpaire that Troilus was ins 
But now of hope the kalendis . 
O lady mine, that callid art Cliot 
‘Thou be my dpede fro this forthe, and my Mafe, 
‘To rimé wel this Boke til I have dos 
M¢e hedith here none othir art to whe; 
For why? to every lovir I me’ excnfe 
That of no fentiment I this endite, 
But out of Latin in my tonge it write. 
Wherfore I n’il have neithir thanke ne blame 
OF allthis Worke, but praie you mekily 
Difblamith me if any worde be lame, 
For as mine auctour fayid fo fay I; 
Eke though I fpete of love unfelingly 
‘No wondir is, for it riothinge of newe is: 
A blinde man can not judgin wel in Bewis. 
I know eke that in forme of fpeche is chaunge 
‘Within a thoufande yere, and wordis tho 
‘That haddin prife now wondir nice and ftraunge 
Usthinkith ‘hem, and yet thei fpake'*hems fo, 
And fpedde as wel in love as men now.do; 


Eke for to winnin love is fondry ages 

In fondry londis fondey hen ufigers™ 
And forthy if it in 

That here be any lovir ange : 

‘That herkencth, as the tory wot devifc, 

How Troilus came to his ladie’s grice, 

And thinkith fo nolde 1 not teve 

Or wondrith on his fpechie or his , 

I n’ot, but it is to me ne Ww ing : 
For every wight whiche that to Rome ywen 

Halt nat o pathe ne alway o manere; 

Eke in fome londe'were al the game ythent 

¥f that men farde itt love as men don bere, 

Asthus, in opin doyng or in chere, 

In vifiting, in fornte, ot faid our faves; Bod 

Kor thus men faine, Bche comtre bath bir lop: 
Eke fcareely ben there in this thre 

‘That have in love faid like and. a al,” 

For to this purpofe this maie likin the, 

Ris tosh got nk eee 

fome men grave in fone 
As it betide :. but fiche I have = 
Mine authour thal Efglow ae I keane, 
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Tix’ May, that mothir is of monethié glade; 

‘That the frefhe flouris all, blew, white, and rede, 

Ben quicke ayen that wintir-ded had made, 

And full of baume is fleting every mede, p 

‘Whan that Phebus doth his bright bennis {pred 

Right in the white Bole, right fo it betidde, 

As | fhal finge; on May'is day the thridde; 
‘That Pandarus, for all his wife fpeche, : 

Felte eke his parte of ‘Lov’is Mottis kene; 

‘That coude he ner fo well of loving-preche 

It made his hewe al daie.ful oftin grene ; 

So hope it that him fill that day a tene 

In love for whiche in wo to bedde he went; 

And made er it were day full many’ a went. 
The fwalow Progne with a forowful lay, 

‘Whar morow come, gan make her waituenting 

‘Why the forfhapin was; and ever lay 

Pandare abed halfe in a flombering, 

‘Til fhe fo nigh him madé her wWaimenting,’ 

How Tereus gat forth her fultir take, 

‘That with the noife of her he gan awake, 

_ And to:call, and drefiin him up to rife, 

Remembriag him hia arande was to done 

From Troilus, and eke his grete emprife; 

And caft, and knew in gode plite was the mone 

‘To done voiage, and toke his way full fone 

Unto his nec’is paleis there betide : 

Now Janus, god.of Entre, thou him gide ! 
‘Whan he was.come unto his nec’is place, 

Where is my lady, to her folke (quod he ?) 

And thei him.tolde, ‘and he forthe in gan pace, 

And founde two othir ladies fit and the 

Within a pavid parlour, and thei thre 

Herdin amaidin "hem redin the gefte 

Of the fiege of Thebis whilis *hem lefte. 
Madame, quod Pandare, God you faye and fe, 

With al your boke and al the companie ! 

Eighe },uncle mine, welcome iwis, (quod fhe) 

And up the rofe, and by the honde in hie 

She toke him faft, and fayid, This night thrye, 

To gode mote it yturne, of you I mette ; 

And with that word ‘fhe doun on bench him fet. 
Ye, nece, ye fhullin farin wel the bet, 

If God wol, al this yere, (quod Pandarus) 

But Cam fory that [have you let 


To herkin of your boke ye praifin thus: 

For Godd’is love what faith it? tell it us + 

Ja it of love? fome gode ye may me lere. 

Unele, (quod fhe) your maiftreffe is nat here. 
With that thei gonnin laugh, and tho fhe feidey 

This romauncé is of Thebis that we rede, - 

And we have hétd how that King Lanis deide 

Through Ovdipits his funne, and all the dede; 

And here we fintia at thefe letters rede 

How the bithop, as the boke car ytell, 

Amphiorax, fill through the grounde to hell. 
(Quod Pandarus) All this know I my felve, 

And al th’ affiege of ‘Thebis and the care, 

For hetof ben there makid bokis twelve : 

But let be this, and tell me,how ye fare : 

Do’ way yeur harbe, and thew your facé bare; 

Do’ way your boke? rife up and let us daunce, 

And let us done to May fome obfervaunce. 
Eighe ! God forbid ! (quad fhe) What! be ye" 

mad 


Is that a widowe’s life, fo God you fave ? 
Parde you makin me right fore adrad ; 

Ye bene fo wilde it fenxith as ye rave: 

It fat-anie wel béttir aie in a cave 

To bide, and rede on holy faintis lives : 

Let maidins gon to daunce and yongé wives. 

As evir thrive t {quad this Pandarus) 
¥et coulde Etél a ching to don you play. 

Now unclé dere (quod the) tellith it us 

For Godd’is love : is than th’ affiege aweie ? « 
Tam of Grekis ferde fo that I deie. 

Nay, nay, (quod he) as evir mote J thrive 

It is a thing wel bettir than fuche five. 

Ye, holy God ! (quod fhe) what thing is that # 
What! bettir than fuche five? Eighe! nay iwise 
For al this world.ne cag'I redin what 
It fhould yben : fome jape I trowe it is 5, 

And but your felvin tell us what it is 
My wit is for to’ arede it al to lene: 
As helpe me God I-n’ot what that ye mene. 

And I your orow ; ne ner fhal (quod he) 
This thing be tolde to you, as mote 1 thrive. 
And why fo, uncle mine, why fo? (quod fhe.) 
By God (quod he) that wol 1 tel as blive, 

For proudir woman is there noue on live, 
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And ye it wifte, in al the toune of Troie : 
Ine jape nat, fo evir have I joie. 

Tho gan fhe to wondrin mere than before 
A thoufande folde, and doune her eyin cay | 
For neyir fithe the time that fhe ‘was bare 
‘To knowin thing defirid fhe fo fait... 
And with a fike the faid him atthe daft; 
Now, uncle mine, I n’il you not, difplete, 
Nor akin that that may de you diffe. 

" So aftir this with many wordis glade 

And irendly talis, and with mery chere, * 

Of this and that thei fpeke, and gonnon wade 

In many an unkouth, glad, and depe, matere, 
» As frendis done whan thei ben met ifere, 

Til the gan afkin him how Heétor ferde, 

That was the tountis wall and. Grekis yerde. 

Ful.wel, | thanke it God, faide Pandarus, 
Save in his arme he hath a litle wounde; 
And eke his freth? brothir Troilus, 

‘Yo the wile worthy Heétor the fecounde, 
in whom that every vertue lifte habounds, 
As alle trouthe and allé genelneffe, 


'Wiledome, honour, fredpme, and worthineffe. ” 
In gode faith, eme, (quod the) that likith me 


‘Thei Farin wels God fave *hem bothé two! 

For trewliche } holde it a grete deinte | 

A king’is fonne in armis wel to do, 

And be of gode condicions therto, | 

For grete powir and nioral vertue here 

1s felde ifene in-one perfone ‘ifere, . 
In gode faith that isfothe, (quod Pandarus) 

But by my trouth the king ‘hath fonnis twey, 

‘hat ts to mene Hector and ‘Troilus, 

certainly though that I-frould -y 

‘Thei ben as voide' of -vicis, dare 1 fey, 





As any men that livinsuadirifontte ; 


‘Ther might is wide iknowwnd: what thei conne. 


OF Hector neftith néthing for tq tals” 
In all this world theren’is 9 bettir knight 
‘Than he, that is of worthinefle the wel, 
And he wel more of ‘vertue hath than might, 


‘This knowith many? a wife and worthy knight: 


And the ‘fame prife of Troilus I fey : 
Goud helpe me to I knowe net fuche twey. 

Parde (quod fhe) of Heétor that is fothe, 
And of Troitus the fame thing trowe 1, 
or dreditefie men tellith that he dotht 
In armis day by day fo worthily, 

Aud herith him here at home gently 
To evéry wight, that al prife hath he 
OF them that me were levift praifid be. 

Ye fay right fothe jwis, (quod Pandarus) 
Por yefterday who fo had with him ben 
Mightin have wondrid-upon ‘Froilus, - 

For nevir yet fo thicke.a fwarme of been 
Ne flewe as Grekis from him gannin fleen, 
And through the felde in every wight’ ere 
‘Ehere was no crie but Troilus is there! 

Now here now there he huntid them fo fatt 
‘There n’as but Grékis blode and Troilus ; | 
Now him he-huit, and him at doan he caft 3 
Aye where:he went it was arrayid thus + 
He was ther deth, and thelde and life ‘for Us, 
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And that ye wetiarwek your: feite.& 
: origi 





"| Take it for gode that thal fay: 


| Ther-tabe is ll- far: 





ns 

‘That as that day ther durft him none withftonds 

While that he helde his blody fwerde in bonde, 
‘Therte he is the frendilyift -man 


“| OF egret eftate that er I fawe my live, 


And where him litte the beit felowfhip can. 


-f To fuche aebim thinkith able to thrive. 


And with rhe: 3 tha Pandarus as blive 
te; ‘arid Said T wol gon hen. 
Nay, blame: hayztl, tegne-uncle, (quod the) then, 
hat eljith you to be. ‘chug wery fone, 
And namiliche of women. welyedo? 
Naie, fittith doune ; parde d:titve to done .. 
With you to fpeke-of wifdeme er $e go;.- 
And every wight that was about "hent- tho 
‘That herdéthat gan ferre awaie to ftonde. . 
While thei two had al that "hem Jifte on honde, 
Whan that her tale al brought was to an ende 
Of her eftate and of her governaunce, : 
(Quod. Pandarus) Now time ia that I wende, .. 
But yet] fay Arifith, let us daunce oe 
And cafte your widowe’s habite to mifchannce,; 
What lifte:yon thus your felfe to disfigar 
Sithe you is tidde fo glad an aviature? 
qed 


But wel: thts For: lage i 
No, this thing aikith Jefir tho quod b % 
And cke it me would full muche saat iwis 
If I ittolde and ye it toke amis: 
Yet,were it.bette my tonge’to holdin iit 
‘Than fay a fothe that were ayenft your wil, 
For, necé myne, ‘by the goddefle Minerve, 
And Jupiter, that makith the thonde’ring, 
Aud by the blifefzl. Venus that 1 ferve, 
xe ben the.woman in. thixworld living, 
Vithoutin parameurs, to niy wetit > 
‘That t beftilove, and. ‘thi pm pe 












Your frendthip kave 1 {outa ‘opin: 
Lam to np man:behaldin tyetvly... ¥ 
So muche as.you, -wad-bave te litil quit ; 
And-with the grace Mf. Qddvemforth say wit, 
As in: my. gilte bathal year Nez iofiende 
‘And if Thavege thie} wal amenie, 

. But for the Jove sof God. I you befeche, 
As ye be he that Lave moft and trifte, é 
Let be to me your fremid manit fpeche, .. 
And-faje to me your nece what fo you. lik, 
And with that worde her. uyicle’ anon ‘ber fifty: 
And fayid, Gladly,. my. leve sce fp.degigt 

bree, 


















With that the gan her. eyiit 
And Pandarus to coughe began: 
And fayid, Nece,-alwayy Jo, 
How fo it be thatfome: 
With fubtil art: 
Yet faral thet: 






And fithe the-end is every tal'is ftrength, 
And this matir‘is { behovily, : 
What fheuld } paint or drawin it-on length . 
‘To you that ben my frende fo faithfully ? : 
And with thut werde he gan right inwardly, 
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Beholdin her, and lokin in -her face, 
And faide, On fuche a mirrour muche gode grace! 
Than thought-he thus, if I my tale endite 
Ought harde or make a proceffe any while, 
She that no favour have therin-but lite, 
And trowe I would her in my. wil begile, 
For tendir wittis wenin al be wile 
‘Wher as thei con nat plainliche undirftond ; 
Forthy her wit to founin wol I fonde ; 
And lokid on-hir in a befy wife, 
And the was ware that he behelde her fo: 
Ah, Lorde! (quod the) { fafte ye me avife, 
Sawe ye me ner er now? what, fay ye no? 
‘Yes, yes, (quod he) and bet wel er I go; 
But by my trouth I thoughtin nowe if ye 
Be fortunate, for now men thall it fe. 
For every wight fome godely avinture 
Somtime is thape, if he it can receive, 
But if that he n’il take of it no cure 
‘When that it cometh, but wilfully it weive, 
Lo, neither cafe nor Fortune him deceive, 
But right his owné flouth and wretchidneffle 5 
And fuche a wight is for to blame I geffe. 
Gode avinture, o bellé nece! have ye 
Full lightly foundin, and ye conne it takes 
And for the love of God and eke of me 
Cutche it anone, left avinture yflake : 
What fhould } lengir procefie of it make ? 
Yeve me your hond, for in this world is none, 
If that you lift, a wight fo well begon, 
Aud fithe I fpeke of gode entencioun, 
As I to’you have tolde wel here beforne, 
And love as wel your honour and renoun. 
As any creture in the worlde iborne, 
By al the othis that I have you {worne 
And ye be wrothe therfore, or wenc J lie, 
’ Ne fhal I never fene you efte with eic. 
Beth nat agafte, ne quakith nat; wherto? 
Ne chaungith nat for feré fo your hewe, 
For hardily the worft of this is do; 
And though my tale asnow be to you newe, 
Yet trnft alwaie ye fhal me findin trewe ; 
And wete it thing that me thought unfitting 
‘To you ne would I no fuch talis bring. 
Nowe, my gode eme, for Godd’is love I pray 
(Quod fhe) come of and tel me what it is, 
Yor bothe I am agaft what ye wol fay, 
And eke me longith it to wit iwig, 
- For whethir it be wel or be amis 
Say on; let me not in this fere ydwel. 
So wol I done : now herkenith I fhal tel. 
Now necé. mine, the king’is owne dere fonne, 
‘The gode, the wife, the worthy, freth and fre, 
‘Whiche alway for to done wel is his wonne, 
‘The noble Troilus, fo lovith the 
‘That but ye helpe it wol his bane ybe, 
Lo! here is al: what fhouldin I more fey? 
jDoth what you lift to make him live or dey. 
But if ye let him dye I wol ftervin, 
Hive here my trouthé, nece, En'il not lien, 
Al thould I with this knife my throte kervin : 
‘With that the teris burit out of his eyen, 
And Gide, If that ye donc us both to dien 
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Thus giltilefic, than have ye fihhid faire ; 
What mendeth it you though that we both apaire? 
Alas! he whiche that is my lorde fo dere 
‘That trewe man, that noble gentle knight, 
That naught defirith but your frendly there, 
1 fe him dyin, there he goth upright, 
And haftith him with al his fullé might 
For to ben flaine, if his fortune affente : 
Alas that God you fuche a beaute fente! 
If it be fo that ye fo cruil be 
‘That®f his deth you liftith nought to retch, 
That is fo trewe and worthy as we fe, 
No more than of 2 japir or a wretch, 
Hf yebe fuche, your beaute may nat ftretch 
‘To make amendes of fo cruill a dede : 


| Avisdment is gode befare the nede. 


‘Wo worthe the faire gemme that is vertuleffe! 
‘Wo worthe that herbe alfo that dothe no bote! 
Wo worth the beaute that is rodith<leffe ! 

Wo worth that wight that trede eche undir fote ! 
And ye that ben of beaute croppe and rote, 

If therwithal in you ne be no routhe, 

‘Than is it harme ye livin, by my trouthe. _ 

And alfo thinke wel that this is no gaude, . 
For me were Sevir thou, and I, and he, 

‘Were hongid than that 1 fhould ben his baude, 
As high as meg might on us al ife : 

Tam thine eme ; the fhame were unto me 

As wel as the if that! fhould affent 

‘Through mine abet that he thine honour fhent. 

Now sndirftonde, for! you nought require 
To binde you to him thorough no beheft 
Save one, that ye makin him bettir chere 
‘Than ye han don er this and more fefte, 

So that his life be favid at the lee 
‘This al and fome is plainly our entente : 
God helpe me fo I nevir othir mente. 

Lo! this requeft is nought but fil iwis, 

Ne doute of refon parde is there none : 

I fet the worft that ye dredin ; this is, 

Men would wondir to fene him come and gone 3 
‘Ther ayenift anfwere { thus anone, 

That every wight, but he be fole of kinde, 

‘Wol deme it love of frendfhip in his minde. 

What! who wol demin though he fe a man 
To temple gon that he th’ imagis eteth ? 

Thinke cke howe wel and wifely that he can 
Governe himfelfe that he nothing foryetcth, 
That wher he cometh he pris and thonk him 
And eke therto he fhal come here fo felde (geteth ; 
What force were it though all the toun behelde ? 

Suche love of frendes reignith in al this toun : 
And wric you in that mantil evirmo ; : 
And God fo. wis be my falvacioun 
AsI have faide your beft is to do fo. 

But, gode nece, alway for to {tint his wo 
So let-your daungir fagrid ben alite. 
That of his deth ye be not al to wite. 

Ceefeidé, which that herde him in this wife, 
‘Thought I thal fele what he menith iwis. 

Now eme, (quod the) what wouldin ye devife? 
What is youre rede that I fhould don of this? 
‘That is wel faid, quod he: certaine beft is 
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Chat ye him lowe aler for his loving, And for the harme eke that might fallin more, 


as love for love is fkilful guerdoning. She gan to rewe, and dredde her wendir fore 
Thinke eke how clde waltith evéry hour. 


And thus the thought; unkappis fallin thicke 
Jn cche of you a part of your beaute, a 


Al day for love,, and in fuche mz a8 
-And therfore er that age doth the devour 


As men ben cruill in *hem {elfe and wicke 5 
Go love, for olde there woll no wight love the. { And if this man fle here hemélfe, alas! 
rt this proverbe a lore’ unto you be, 


In syy prefence, it n’il be no fulas :° 
‘Lo late iware, quod Beaute, whan it paft, . What men’ would of. it deme I can nat fay; 
dnd elde ydauntith daungir at the lafie. It nedith mefull flighly for to play, 

‘The king’is fole is wont to crie aloude, And with a fosowful fighe the faide thrie, 
‘Whan that he thinketh a woman hereth her hie, } Ah, Lorde! me is betidde sfory chaunce, 
So longé mote ye livin, and all Proude, For mine citate lieth in a jeopardie, 

‘Mil crow'is fete growin urdir your cie, And cke mine em’is life lieth in balaunce 
And fende you than a mirrour in to prie But nathélefle with Godd'is govirnaunce 
Yn which that ye may fe your face a niorrowe : { tha} fo done miue honour shal I kepe, 
Nece, I pid ham within you no more forowe. 


And cke his lite, and tintin for to wepe. 
With this he ftinte, and caft adoune the hed, Of barmis tivo the Leff: is for to chifes 
And fhe began to breft and wepe anone, Yet had I levir makin him gode chere 
«And faide, Alasefor wo! why n’cre I ded? 


In honour than mine em’is lite to lefe 
For of this world the faith is al agone: Ye faine ye nothing ellis me Fequere. 
Alas! what fhuldin ftraunge unto me done 


No, wis, (quod he) mine owne nece. fo dere! 
When he that for my befté frende wende Now wel, (quod fhe) and J wol-don my paine 3 
Redith me love who fhulde it me defende ? 


1 thal mine herte ayen my. inft conftraing,,-. .. 
Ahs! I would have truftid doutiles But that I n’il nat holdin him honde, 
‘That if that 1 through my difavinture Ne love a man, that can Tnayght ne may, 
Had lovid eithir him or Achilles, Ayenft my wil, but ellis wol I foude, 
Hector, or any othir manir creture, Miné honour fave, plefe him fro day to day; 
Yen'old have had no mercy ne mefure 


Therto n'olde I not onis have faide nay 
On me, but alwaie had me in repreve : But that I dredde as in my fantafie ; 
‘This falfe worlde, alas! who may it leve ? But Coffe caufe and aie coffith maladie. 
‘What ! is this al the joy and al the fet? 


But here 1 make’a proteftacion 
Js this your rede? is this my blifsful cas? That in this procefla if ye depir go 
Is this the very mede of your beheft ? 


That certainly for no faivacion 
Is this al paintid proceffe {aid (alas !) OF you, though that ye ftervin bothe two, 
Right for this fine? 0 lady mine Pallas, 


Thopgh al the worlde on Q dav be my fo, « 
‘Thou in this dredeful cafe for me purvey, Ne thal | ner on him havé othir ronthe, 
For fo aftonied am I that ¥ dey, é I graunt it wel (quod Pandare) by my trouthe.. 
With that fhe gan ful forowfully to fike : But maie 1 truftin well to you-(quod he) 
Ah! may it be no bet? (Quod Pandarus) That of this thing that ye han hight mc here 
By God I fhall no more come here this weke, ¥¢woll it holdin truely unto mo? ° 
And God to-forne, that am miftruftid thug; ¥e, doubtilefs, quod the, myne uncle dere ! 
1 fe wel now ye fettin lite of us Ne that I fhall have caufe inthis matere 
Or of our deth, alas! I, woful wretche,° (Quod he) to plain or aftir you to préche ? 
Might he yet live of me were nought fo retche. | Why no, pare; what nedith moré fpeche ? 
© cruil god of Deth, difpitous Marte { ’ Tho fellin thei im othir talis glade, 
O Furies thre of hel! on you I crie, Till at the loft, OQ gode eme ! (quod fhe tho} 
So Jet me ner out of this houfe departe For love of God, whiche that us bathe ymade, 
YF that I ment or harme or vilanie ; 


Tell me how firf ye wiftin of his wo; 
But fithe I'fe my lorde mote nedis die, 


Wot non of it but ye? He fayid. No. E 
And I with hip, here Ime fhrive, and fey, Can he well fpeke of love, (quad thé): I preie? 
‘That wickidly ye done us hothe to dey. > 


Tell me, for I the bet thall me-purveie, 
But fithe it Jikith you that I be ded, . Tho Pandarus a litil gar to fmile, 
By Neptunus, that god is of the Se, * And fayid, By my trouth 1 shall now tell; 
*Fro this forthe ‘thal ? nevir etin bred This othir-daie, nat gon full longé while, 
‘Til that I mine own hert’is blode maic fe, Within the paleis gardin by a well 
Vor certaine I wol dic as fone as he ; Gan he and J well halfe a daie to dwell, 
And up he fterte, and on his way he ranght, Right for toMipekia of an ordinaunce 
‘Jil fhe spine him by the lappe ycaught. How we the Grekiz mightin difavaunce : 
Crefeidé, which that wel nigh ftarfe for fere, Sone after that begone we for to lepe 
So as the was aye the moft ferefull wight - | And caftin with our dartis to and fro, 
That mightin be, and herde eke with her ere, ‘Till at the'laft he fayid he would flepe, 
And fawe the forowful erneit of the knight, And on the graffe adoune he laied him tho; 
And in his prayir fawe cke Don‘unright, And | aftir gan romin to and fro, 



















35% 


‘Till that t berd, as.J walkid alone, 
How he began fik wofully to grone. 

‘tho gan I ftalke him {ull foftly behinde, 

And fikirly, the forth for to faine, 
As I can clepe ayen now to my minde, . 
Right thus to Loyg he gan him for to plain: 
He fayid, Lorde, have routh upon my pain; 
All have I ben rebell in mine entent, 
Now (wea culpe) Lorde, 1 me repent. 

© God! that at thy difpoficion 
Ledift forth the fine by juit. purveiaunce 
Of every wight, my lowe confeffion 
Accept in gre, and fende me foche penaunce 
As likith the; put from me difperaunce, 

‘That maic my ghoft departe alwaie fro the : 
‘Thou be my fhilde for thy benignite. 

For certis, Lorde, fo fore hath fhe me wounded 
"Thar ftode in biacke with loking of her eyen, 
"That to mine hert’is botome it 15 founded, 
‘Through which I wat that 1 mait nedis dien 5 
‘This is the worit, 1 dare me nought bx wrien, 
And well thr hotir bea the gledis rede 
"That men ’hem wrien with athin palé and ded. 

With that he {mote his hcdde adoune anone, 
And gan to’muttre 1 nat what truely, 

And | with that gan fill awaie to gone, 

And lete thereof as. nothing wift had I, 

and come again anon and ftode him by, 

And faied, Awake, ye flepin all to long; 

It femith me nought that"Love doth you wrong. 

‘That flepin fo that no man maic you wake ; 

. Who feic evir-er this fo.dull a man? 
“We, frende, (quad he) doe ye your hedd’is ake 
¥or love, and let me livin as I can: 
But though that he for wo was-pale and wan 
Wet made he tho as feethe a countenzunce 
As though he fliguid have led the news daunce. 

This paffid forth ¢ill now this ophir daic 
t fell that 1 come reming all alone 
Tote his chambre, and founde how that he laie 
Upon his bedde; but man fo fore grone 
Ne herd I nevir$ and what was his mone 
Ne wif I nought, for as 1 was comming 
All fodainly he left his complaining, 

Of whiched toke fomewhat fufpection, 
And nere L come, and founde him wepé fore; 
And God fo wife.be mydalvacion 
As I had nevir routhe of nothing morc, 

For neithir with engine ne with no lore 
Wonethis nught I fro the deth him kepe, 
That yet fele I mine herté for him wepe. 

And God wot nevir fith that I was borne 

Was 1 fo bufic no man for to preche, 

Ne nevir was to wight fo depe ylworne, 

Er he me told who might yben his leche 5 
Bat not to you reherfin a! his fpeche, 

Or all his wofull wordis for to fowné, 

Ne bid menought, bat ye woll fe me fwone 5 

But for,to-fave his life, and ellis nought, 
And to non harm of you, thrsam f driven 5 
And for the Jove of God that us hath wrought 
Soche chere him deth that he and T maie liven, 
Now have I plat to you mine herte yibriven, 
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And fith ye wote that mine entent is clene 
"Take hede thereof, for none evill 1 mene. 

- Andsight gode thrift I pray.to God have ye 
That han foche.one icaught withoutin nets 
And be ye wife, as ye be faire to fe; 

‘Well in the ring than is the rubie fet : 
‘There werin nevir two fo well imet 
Whan ye ben his ail whole as he is your: 
The mighty God us grant to fe that hour! 

Naie, thereof fpake I nat. Aha! (quod the) 

As helpe me God ye fhendin every dele, 

A, mercie, deré nece! anon {quod he) 

What fo I fpake I ment it nought but wele, 

By Mars the god that helmid is of ftele : 

Now beth not wroth, my blode, my necé dere! 
Now well (quod fhe) foryevin be it here. 

With this he toke-hisleve, and home he went ¢ 
Ye, Lorde, how he was glad and well bigon! 
Crefeide arofe, no lengir the neftent, 

But ftrcight into her clofet went anon, 

And fet her doune as {till as any ftone, 

And every worde gan up and doune to winde 
That he had faied as it came her to minde. _ 

And woxefomedele aftonied in her thought 
Right for the newe cafe ;- but whan that fhe 


"Was full avifid, tho foond the right nought 


Of perill why that fhe oaghte aferde be, 
For man maie love of poflibilite 
A woman fo that his herte maie to breft 
And (he nat love ayen but if her left. 
But as the fat alone and thoughté thus, 
In field arofe a fkirmifh all without, 
And men cried in the ftrete, Se! ‘Troilus 
Hath right now put to flight the Grekis rout : 
With that gonne all her meine for to shout 
A! go we fe; caft up the gatis wide, 
For through this ftrete he mote to paleis ride, 
For othir waie is fro the yatis none 
Of Dardanus, there opin is the cheine : 
With that come he and all his folke anone 
And efjg pace riding in routis tweine, 
Right $Mhis happic daie was (fothe to feine} 
For whicke men faith maie not diftourbid be 
That thal betidin of neceffite. 
This Troilus fat on his:baié ftede 
All armid fave his hedde full richily, 
And woundid was his horfe, and gan to blede, 
Qn whiche he rode a pace ful] foftily 5 
But foche a knightly fight, lo! trully 
As was on him was nat withoutin faile 
To loke on Mars, that god is of Battaile. 
So like a man of armisand a knight 
He was to fene, fulfilled of high proweffe, 
For bothe he had a bodie and a might 
To doen that thing as well as hardinefle, 
And eke to fene him in his geré dreffe, 
So frethe, fo yong, fo weldy, femid he, 
It was an hevin on him for to fe 
His helme to hewin was in twentie places, 
‘That by a tiflue hong his backe behinde, 
His fhelde to dafhed with fwerdis and with maces, 
In whiche men might many an arowe finde 
That thirlid-had both horne, and nerfe, and rindes 
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And aie the peple cried, Here cometh our joie, In honefte with fach*: lofde to dele : 


And next his brothir holdir up of Troje! - . | For mine chate ahd alfo for his hele. 

For which he wext a litde tedde fof Shame Eke well wote I my king's.fonne is he; 
‘When he fo herd the peple on bimy-crieny And fith he hath to fe ine foche delite, 
‘That to bholde it was a nobht game Té I would atterliche his fight yHic, ° 
Now fobirliche ne caft adoune bis eyen: Par’aventure he might havetne in difpite, 
Creicide anen gan all his chete efpien; ‘Thorough shiche 1 might flondin in worte plites 
Aad let it in her herte fo foftly finke Now. wesé finot ite me hate to purchace, 


* That to her {elf the fayed, Ho! give me drinke, 

For of her owne thought fhe woxe al redde, 
Remembring her tight thus, lo! this is he 
Whiche that mine ancle fwereth he mote be dedde 
But J on him have mercie and pite : . 
And with that ilke thought for. pure frame flie 
Gan in her hedde to pull, and that as faft, 
While he and all the Peple forth by paft : 

And gan to caft and rollin up and doun 
Within her thought his excellent Proweffe, 
And his eftatd, and alfo his Fenoun, 

His witte, his thape, and eke his gentilneffe 3 
But mofte her faveur was, forihis diftreffe 
Was all for her, and thought it -were-a routh’ 
To fluen foche one, if that he menté teouth, 
- Now might fome envions-wight janglin thasy 
This was a fodain loves how might it be 
‘That fhe fo ti htly lovid Troilus, | 

Right at the fir fight of him? Yea, parde: 
Now whofo faied fo mote he nevir the, 

For every thing a ginning hath it nede 

Er ali be Wrought withoutin any drede, 

For I faie nat that fhe fo fodenly 
Yafe him her love, but that the gan encline 
‘To liken’ him tho, and ¥ have told you why; 
And aftir that his manhode and his pine 
Made love within her ‘herté for to mine, 

For whiche byyproceffe and by yode.fervice 
He wanne her love, and in no fodain wild, 

And alfo blisful Venus wele arayed 
Sutte in her fevinth houfe of hevin the 
Difpofid wele, and with afpedtis payed, 

‘To helpin fely Troylus of his wo; 

And, fothe to fayne, the n’as nat all afoe 
To Troylus in hys natyvyte, 

God wote that wele the fonir Spedin he. 

Now Ict us flinte of Froilis a throwe, 
‘That ridith forth, and let ustoarne faft 
Unte Crefuide, that heng her heddt fall lowe 
‘There as the fatte alone, and gam to cait 
Wheron fhe would apoin® her at the lat, 

Vf it fo were her eme ne would yceffe 
For Troilus upon het fayto preffe, ; 

And, Lorde! fo fhe gan ia her thought argue 
In this matier of whiche 1 have you told, . 
And whut to duen beft Were, and what efchue, 
‘That platid fhe ful oft in many fold; 

Now was her herté warme, now was it cold; 
And what fhe thought of fomwhat thal I write 
As mine audthour hitith to me ¢? endite. 

She thought wele fir that Trotius perfor 
She knewe by light, and eke. his gentilneffe, 
And thus fhe faid, All were jt nought to doen 
To graunt hin: Jove, yet for his worthineffe 
Jt wer honor with pleic and with gladnetfe 

Vo..d 


Withoutin' adie, y there} maie fland in grace, 
In every thine Fatctwhice Heth inefure; 


For though aman net va Gronkinefie, 
He nought forbiddivh' bevery eretire: 
Be drinkileffe for alwaie, af gelfey- 
Eke fithe I wot for me is his diitreife 
Ine ought not for that thing him difpife, . 
Sith it is fo he menith in gode wife, 

And eke I knowe of longé tine agone 
His thewis godey and that he n’is Rot nices 
No vaantour faine men certain he is noney 
To wife ishe ¢ doen fo gréte a vice, 

Ne als I n’ill him nevir (> che¥ice ‘ 

‘That he ha make @ vatint by Guftd cautes 

He that me nevir hinge mae 
Now fet a cafesthe habaitt iS tithe, 



















Be thei the wers? why naie, withoutin doubt; 
Ithinke eke how he worthy isto have 
Of all this noble toune the thriftyia 
That woman is, if the her honour fave, 
For gut and out he je the Worthyift 
Save only HeGor, whiche that ié the beg a 
And yet his life Hieth. a8 now in-my carey 
But foche is love; and eke: avinture, 
Ne me to love 3 wondir ist. nought, 
For well wote I my fetf, fF God-me fpede, 
All woll I that no mas Witt of this thought, 
am one of the faitift Outof drede, 
And godelyitt; + ho { tht takith hede, 
And fo ten féine; in all the tonne of Treie g 
What wondir is though he ofme-have joie? 
Fam mine owne ‘woman, well at efe, 
I thanke it God, ag aftir mine eftete, ~~ 
Right yong, and ftond untied in Ipitie lefez 
ithoutin Jefoufte, and foche debate; <5 
Shall no hafbonde faine unto me Chécke ridge 
For either thei ben full of Jeloulies.. aa 
Or maiftirfull, or i NOs 3 ald 
What frail I doen # to what fne Nee L thus] 
Shall F net tove in cafe # thee me: eh? 
What? pardictix ¥ am-ot feligions 
And though that T mine herté fee at reft 
Upon this-knighey this ix the worthieft, 
And kep@abwaie *ide-honer and my name, 
By all right #t tataie-doe to ine no fhame, 


Whiehe ovirfprat the funne as fora {pace, 
A dtudy thought gan through her foulé pace 
Zz : 
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‘That ovirfpradde her bright®# thoughtis all, "| So blifefull caufe as me, my life to lede 
So that for fere a mofte {be gairto fall. In allé joie and furetie out of drede. 

‘That thought wag this ; Alas! fith I am fre ‘The blifsfyl God hath me fo well befet 
Should I now love and put in jeopagdie In love iwis, that all that berith life 
My fikirneffe, and heron nega 3 Imaginin ne could how to be bet; 

Alas! how durf I in: that folie ? For, Lorde, withoutin jeloufie or ftrife 
Maie-1 sot well in folke afpie {love one whiche that moite is ententife 
‘Ther dredfuil joie, ther confireint and ther pain? | To fervin well, unwerily’ or unfained, 

‘Ther lovith non that ne hath why to plain ? ‘That evir was, and Jeft with harme diftained, 
« Bor love is yet the mofté ftormie life As he that isthe well-of worthineffe, 
Right of himfclf that evir was begonne, Of trouth the ground, mirrour of godeliheddc, 
For ever fome miltruft or fome nice ftrife Of wit Apollo, ftone of fikirneffe, 

‘There is in love,fome cloud ovir the funne; Of virtue rote, of lufte findir and hedde, 
‘Thereto we wretchid women nothing conne Thorough whiche is all forowe fro me dedde : 
‘Whan us is wo but wepe, and fit, and thinke : Iwis I love him beft, fo doeth he me ; 

Our wretche is this, our owné wo to drinke. Now gode thrift have he where fo er he be; 

Alfo thefe wickid tongufs ben fo preft Whom fhould I thankin but you, god of Love, 
‘To fpeke us.harme, eke men ben fo untrue, Of all this bliffe in whiche to bathe 1 ginne? 
That right anon as ceffid is ther left And thankid be ye, Lorde, for that 7 love: 

So ceflith love, and forth to love anewe : ‘This is the righté life that Jam inne, 

But Harme adoe is doen, whe fo it rue; To femin all manir of vice and finne ; 

For though thefe men fdr love ‘hem firft to rende, | ‘This doeth me fo to vertue for to” entende 
Full foarp beginning brekith ofte at ende. ‘That daie by daie I in my will amende. . 

How oftin time hath it yknowin ben * And who that faieth that for to love is vice _ 
‘The trefon that to women hath be doe ! Or thraldome, though he fele in it diftrefte, 
"Yo what fine is foche love I cam not fene,! He cither is envious or right nice, 

Or where becomith it whan it is go Or is unmightie for his shreudéncile 
‘There is no wight that wote I trowé fo; To lovin; for foche manir folke 1 geffe - 

. Wher it becometh. lo no wight.on it fporneth ; Diffamin Love as nothing of him knowe ; 
“That erft was nothing into nothing turneth. They fpeke of Love, but nevir bent his bowe. 
. How bufie (if T love) eke muftI be What is the funné worfe of his kinde right 

‘To plefin "hem that jangle’ of love and deme, Though that a man for febleffe of his eyen 
And coyen *hgm that thei faic no harm of me! Maie not endure on it to fe for bright ? 

For though there be no caufe yet ‘hem may feme | Or love the worfe that wretchison it crien ? 
Al be for harme that folke ther frendis queme 5 No wele is worth that maie no forowe dricn; 
Arid who maie itoppin every wickid tong And forthy, Who that bath an bedde of verre 
Or foune of bellis while that thei ben rong ? Fro coft of flonis ware him in the werre. 

And afters that her thought gan for te clere, But I with al mine herte and all my might, 
And faied, He whiche that nothing undirtaketh As I have faied, woll love unto my Iaft 
Nothing acbevith, be him loth or deve ; My owne dere herte, and all mine owné knight, 
And with, an othir thought her hert yquaketh ; In whiche mine herte ygrowin is fo fait, 

‘Than flepith hope, and aftir drede awaketh ; And his in me, that it hall evit laft : 
Now hete now cold: but thus betwizin twey All did 1 dred at firft to love begin 
She fit her. up and went her for to pley. Now wote I well there isno pain therein. 

Adoune the ftdire ancn right tho fhe went And of her fong right with that worde the ftent. 
into her gardine, with her necis thre, And therewithall, Now necé (quod Crefeide) 
aind up and doyn thei. madin many’ a went Who made this fong now with-fo gode entent ? 
¥lexippe’ and Me, Tarbe’ and Antigone, Antigone anfwerde anon, and faide, 

“Lo playin, that it joid was to fe, Madame, iwis it was the godelyift maide, 
And othir of her women a grete rout Of grete éftate, in all the toune of Troie, 
Her folowed in the gardine all about. Who led her life in mofte honour and joie, 

‘This yerde was large, and railed al the aleyes, Forfothe fo it yfemith by her fong, 

And thadowed wel with blos’omy bowis grene, Quod tho Crefeide, and gan therwith to fike, 
And benchid newe, und fondid all the weyes, And fayid, Lorde !-is theré foche bliffe emong 
In whiche the walkith arme in arme betwene, Thefe lovirs, as thei can fo faire endite? « 
‘Till at the lat Antigone the thene Ye, wiffe, quod frefhe Antigone the white, 
Gan on a Trojan jong to fingin clere, For all the folke that have or ben on live 
‘Vhat it an heyin was her voice to here. Ne couldin well the bliffe of love difcrive. 

She, faied, O Love! to whom f have and tha} “| But wenin ye that every wretche wote 

Ben humble fubject, true in mine entent, ‘The parfite bliffe of love? why naic, iwis; 
As I beft can to you, Lorde, yeve I all ‘Thei wenin all be love if one be hote; 
For evirmore mive hert’is love to rent, Do’ waic, de’ waie! thei wote nothing of this ; 
Ler nevir yet thy grace to no wight font Men mote aikin of faindlis if it is 
£ 
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Aud love the beft, by God aad by my trdthe, 
Bat lacke of purfate marre it in thy flothe. 
For thus ferforth I have thy werke begon 
Fro daie to dei, till this daie by the morowe 
‘Her love of frendthip have I to the won, 
And therto hath the laid her faith to borow; 
Algate-o fate ig hatrieled of thy forowe : 
What fisalet lg feenion of it holde? 


Ought faire in heven? and why? for thei can telky 
And aikin fendes if it be foule in helt’? ge 
+. Crefeide unto the purpofe nalight fwerde, 
But fuied, lwis it woll be night as faite. 
But every worde whiche thatthe of-her herds 
She pin to printin in her herté fafte; - 
gan love her laffe for to agaite 
‘Than’ it did erft; and finkin in her herte; 


























"Vhat fhe wax fomwhat able to converte, As ye haverherd be fore: all ‘he him -tolde: 
‘The day’is honour and the heven’is eye, But right as Aodris through the cold of night 
The nightis foe, all-this clepe I the fonne, Iclofid ftoupin in ther Talis lowe-~ ‘ 





owe, 

Redreffin "hem ayen the faing brighr, = 
And fpredin in ther kinda courle by towe, 
Right fo yan tho his eyin up to thrdwe 
This Troilus, and faied, O Venus dere! 
‘| Thy mighe, thy grace, iheried be it here: 

And to Pandare he heid up both his hondes, 
And fayid, Lorde, all thine be that I have, 
For lam whole, aad broftin ben my bondes: 
A thoufande Troyis who fo that me yave 
Eche aftir othir, God fo Wis me fave, -- 
Ne might net me fo gladin 2 Io! shine herr: 
It fpredith fo fbr joie ie woH ty Remewcens 
Bats Lorde; hew fell idden? ttertballt 
Whan thall next tity‘owal dato here ¥ie? 
How fhail this long? time awaie be driven 
Til that thou be ayen at her fro rite? 
Thon maieft anfwere, Abide, abide; bnt He 
That bangith 4Y the necke, the fothe to faine, 
In grete difefe abidithy for the paine, *. 

efily now, for the love of Marte, 

(Qhed Pandarus) for every thing hath time, 
So long abide till that the night departe,* 
| For all fo fikiv as thow'lieft here by’ me; 
And God toforne, t wail be there ut 


Gan weftrin faft, and dounward for to wrie, 
As he that had his day’is courfe ironne, 
-\nd white thingis woxin all dimme and donne 
Vor Incke of fight, and fterris for to apere, 
"Vhat the andall her folke.in went ifere. 
So whan it likid her ta gon to refte, 
And voidid werin thei that voidin ought; 
She fayid, that to flepin well her lette 3 
Wer wo: fone unto her bedde her’ brought : 
Whan al was hufh’t; than laie the St and thought 
Ofall this thing the mantt and the Wifes” 
Rgherce it nedith net; for ye ben wife, 
~ <A nightingale upon'a cedre grene 
Undir the chambir wall there as the Jaie 
Full Joude yfong ayen the mone thene, 
Par’aventure in his bird’is wife a laie 
Of love, that made her herte frethe and gaie i 
‘Phat herkenid the fo long in gode entent 
‘Till at the lat the deddé flepe her hent. 
And as fle flept anon tight tho her met 
How that an egle, fethered white as bone; 
Undir her bret histongé clawié fet; 
-And out her herte he Fent; and that anon, 
And did bis herte into her breft to gon, 
Of which the nought fe ne nothing fmett; 
<And forthe he Ayith with herté tefe fortert: 
Now let her flepe, and we our tatis holde 
OF Troilus, that is to paleis ridden 
Fro the fcarmifhe of the whiche I have tolde, 
And in his chambir fate and hath abidden’ * 
"Vil two or thre of his nitffangirs yeden 
For Pandarus, and foughtin him full faft 
‘Til thei him found, ahd brought him at the laft; 
‘This Pandarus came leping in at ones, 
And fayid thus, Who hath ben well ibete 
‘To daic with (werdis and with flonge ftones 
But Troilus, that hath caught him ‘aa hete ? i 
And gan to jape, and faied, Lorde how ye fwete! 
But rife and let us foupe and go to reite : 
And he anfwerde him; Doe we as the lefte, 
With all the haft godély a3 thei might 
Thei {ped "hem fro the foupir and to bedde, 
-And every wight out at the dore him dight, 
sind wiser’ him lift upon his waie he fped, 
But Troilus thought thet his hereé bledde 
For wo til that he herdé fome tiding, , 
And fayid, Frende, hall 1 now wepe ot fing? 
(Quod Pandarus) Be ftill and let me flepe, 
And doe’ on thy hode, thine nedis fpedde ybe, 
And chefe if thow wolt fing, or daunce, or lepe 3: 
At thort wordis, thou fhalt trowe all by me, . 
bor, Sir, my nece woll doin well by the, 




















For parde God wort have ttdr 
"Ben redy the to fervéaneé: this night. 
Have I not fainid, but estitetthe thy wit : 
Doen all thy luft, and Mia with-at my ‘might j 
Doe now as F thell faine and fare aright 5 
And if thou n*ilte, wite ail thy felic the care: 
On ite is nonghe along thine evill fare: 

J wote‘well that thou Wifir art than I 
A thoufande folde's “but if 1 were as. thou, - 
God helpe me fo;as I would uttirly ° , 
Right of mine owné honde write to her now, 
Alettir, in whiche I would tele her how 
I farde amiffe, and her befeche of routh : ee 
Now helpe thy felf, and eve it £9t no fdith, 

Aud I iy {elf thall therwith to her gon, 
And whan thou woft.that Fam with her thete 
Worthe thou up on a courts rj tanon; 
Ye hardily, and that in cy bees ae 
And ride forth bythe place’as naught ne were, 
And thou thalt finde ug’ (if I maie) fitting 
At forne windowe into the ftrete loking. 

And if thé lift than maieft thou us falne, 
-} And upon nie make thou thy countenaunce, 
Bur by thy fife beware, and fat efchue 
Totatien ought; Ged fhild us fro mifchaunce! 
Ride forth thy waie and hold thy govirnaynece: 
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And we fhall ipeké of the fomwhat I trow, 
Whan thon art gos, to doe thine eris glow. 
Touching thy-lestir, thou art wife inough ; 
T wot thou nile it deignéliche endite 
Asmake ft with thefe argumcntis cough, 
Ne ferivenclike, or craftily it write 
Beblotte it with thy teris cke alite, 
‘And if thou write 2 godely worde all foft, 
‘Though it be gode rcherce it not to oft : 
For though that the beft harpour upon live 
Would on the beité founid jolly harpe 
That evir was with all his fingirs ive 
Touche aie o fring, or aie o warble harpe, 
Were his naillis poinétid nevir fo fharpe, 
It thuldé makin every wight to dull 
To here his gle and of his ftrokis full. 
Ne jombre ne difcordaunt thing ifere, 
As thus, to ufin termis of phifike ; 
In Jov'is terms holde of thy matere 
The forme alwaie, and doe that it be lke 5, 
For if a paintir would ypainte a pike 
With aff’is fete, and heddid as an ape, 
kt cordith not, fo were it but a jape: 
"Vhis counlaile likid well. to Troilus, 
But as a dredfull lovir he faicd this 5 
Alas! my deré brothir Pandarus ! 
Tam afhamid for to write iwis, 
Left of mine ignorance Fisied amis, 
Or that the n’olde it for difpite receve 5 
‘Than wer { ded, there might it nothing. weve, 
_ Fo that Pandare anfwerid,. ff the le! 
Doe that tf{aie, and let me therewith gon, 
For, by that Lorde that formid eft and weft, 
1 hope of it to bring anfwere anoa 
Right of her hond, and if that thou wilte non 
Let be, and forie mate he ben his live 
Ayentt thy luft that helpith the to thrive. 
(Quod ‘Froilus) Depardieux.f affent 5 
Sithe that the lifte I woll arife and write, 
And blifsfull God praie I with gode entent 
"The viage and Jettir I fhall endite 
So fpede it, and thou Minerva the White 
Yevethon me witte my lettir to devite; 
And fet him doun, and wrote right in this wife. 
Firft he gan her his right ladie to call, 
is hert’is life, his luft, his forowe’s leche, 
His biiffe, and cche thefe othir termis all 
"That in foche cafe ye lavirs allé feche, 
«Aad in full humble wile, as in his fpeche, 
He gan bim recommannde ento her grace 
Wo tell all how it afkith mokill {pace. 

















"That love it made, or cis mutt h 
And pitoufly gan nie for to 
And aftir that he faie 
Hinfelf was little we 
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And faid, he would in trouth alway him holde, 

And redde it ovre’, and gan the lettre folde : 
And with his falté teris gau he bathe 

The ruby in his fignet, and it fette 

Upon the wese delivirliche and rathe, 

‘Therwith a thoufande timis er he lette 

He kite the lettre whan he had it thettc, 

And faide, Lettre, a blisful deftine 

‘The fhapin is; my lady hal the fe! 
This Pandare toke the icttre, and betime 

A morowe to his nec’is palcis herte, 

nid faft he fwore that it was pallid prime, 

And gan to jape, and faide, wis mine herte 

So frefhe it is (although it fore fmerte) 

I maic nat flepe nevir a May’is morowe, 

I have_ajoly wo,a lufty forowe. ‘ 
Crefeid:, whan that fhe her unéle herde, 

Wish dredeful herte, and defirous to here 

‘The caufe of bis comming, right thus anfwerde ; 

Now by your faith, mine uncle (quod the)*dere! 


| What manir windis gidith you now here ? 


Tell us yourjoly wo and your penaunce ; 
How ferforch be ye put ix lov’is daunce ? 

By God (quod he) { hop abwaie behinde, 
And. fhe to laugh as though her herte to brefte, 
(Qued Pandarus) Loke alwaie that ye finde 
Game in mine hode, but herkeneth if you let; 
Ther is right now come to the toune a geft, * 
A Greke efpie, and tellith newé thinges, 

For whiche I come to tell you newe tidinges, 

Into the gardin go we’, and ye fhal here 
Al privily of this a long fermoun. 

With that thei wentin arme in arme ifere 
Into the gardin fro the chambre doun ; 

And what that he fo ferre was that the foun 
Of that which he fpake'ne man herin might 
He faid her thus, and out the lettir plight : 

Lo! he that is al wholly your’is fre 

Him recoramaundith lowly to your grace, 
And fent to you this letter here by me; 
Avifith you on it whan ye han fpace, 
And of fome godely anfwere you purchace, 
Or helpe me God fo, plaincly for to faine, 
He maie not longé livin for‘his painc. 

Ful dredefully tho gan fhe ftondin fil, 
And toke it not, but all her humble chere 
Gan for to chaungix, and faid, Scripe nor Lit, 
For love of God, that touchith fuch matere, 
Ne bring me none ; and alfo, uncle dere! 

To mine eftate have more regarde I pray 
Than to his Just : what fhouldin I more fay? 

And lokith vow if this be refo’nable, 

And lettith not for favour ne for flouthe ; 
Yo faine a forthe, now is it convenable 

‘To mine cftate, by God and by my trouthe, 
Fo take, it, or to havin of him routhe 

In harming of my felfe of in repreve ? 

Beare it ayen for him that ye ou leve. 

This Pandarus gan on her for to flare, 

And fayid, Now is this the gretift wonder 
‘Phat evir I fawes let be this nice fare 
mote I fmittia be with thonder 
the cite whiche that flondith youd:: 











Boke If. 


Bok: Ii 
Would I a lettir to you bring or take 


‘Po harme of you: what lift you thus it make? 


«But thus ye farin well nigh all and fome, 
That he that mof defirith you to ferve 
Of kim ye retchin left where he become, 
sind whethir that he live or ellis flerve; 
But for al that, that er £ maje deferve 
Refufe it not, (quod he) and herffe her fast, 
“And in her bofome doune the lettir thraft, 
And faid her, Now cat it @waie anon 


‘That folke maie fone and gaurin on us twey. 


{Quod the) I can abide till thei be gon; 
And gan to finile, and {aid him, Eme, I pray 
Suche anfwere as yoo lift your felfe purvey, 
For truily F wot no lettir write. 

No, than wol I, (quod he) fo ye endite, 


‘Therwith the lough, and fayid, Go we dines 


And he gan at himfelfe to japin fafte, 
And fayid, Nete, I have fo gret 2 pine 
For ‘ove, that everiche othir daie 1 faites 
Aud gan his befte japis forth to cathe, 
And made her fo to langh at his folie 
‘That the for laughtir-wenid forto die, 


>~ And whan that fle was comen’ into the half 


Now eme, (quod the) we wol go dine anon; 
And gan fome of her women to her call, 


And itrcight into her chambre gan the gone; 


But of her befineflis this was one 

Anongis othir thingis, out of drede 

Yul privily this lettir for to rede. 
Avifid word by word in every line, 


And founde no Jacke; fhe thought he coude his 


{gode, 


And put it up, ard went her in to dine ; 
And Pandarus, that in a ftudie ftode, 

Er he was ware fhe toke him by the hode, 
And fayid, Ye were caught er that ye wifte, 
I vouchfafe, (quod he) da whatere you lifte, 


‘Tho within thei, and fet hem dune and ete; 


And aftir none ful flighly Pandarus 


Gan draw him to the windowe nie the ftrete, 


:\nd fayid, Nece, who hath arayid thus 
idir houfe that fante aforyene us? 








And kne 
Aud f 
Aud fatia in the windpwe dothe twey. 
rLau Pandarus fawe time unto his‘tale, 
And fawe well that her folke wer al awey, 
Now, necé mine, tel on (quod he) I prey; 
Mow likith you the lettre that ye wot? 
Lan he thereon ? for by my trouth I n’ot, 
Therwith al rofy hewid tho woxe fie, 
And gan to hum, and fayid, So 1 trowe. 
Aquite him wel for Gedd’is love (quod he) 
My felfe temizdis woll the lettre fowe, 











And helde his hondis up, and fell on knowe,- 


Nowe gadé neve, be it nevir fo lite, 

eve me the labour it to fowe and plite, 
Ye, for I can fo writin (quod the) tho, 

And eke Pn’vt what (thould to hin fay. 

quod Pandarws, faie you not fo, 

ythonkith him I pray 

LQ doth him net to dey! 
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Me (quod the) and gan for to beholde, 
¢ it wel, aud whofe it was him tolde; 
tin forthe in tpeche of thingis finale, 






















Now for the love of me, my nece dere} 
Refufith not at this time niy praicre, b 2 fe 
Depardieux! (quod the) God leve al be weles 
God helpe me'fethe ane, Srl Jettre be 
That ert wrote, ye al or any dele : 
And into” a tlofet- for to” avife-her bettre 
She went alone, and gan her herte unfettre 
‘Out of Difdaintis prifon but a lite, « - 
And fer her doun and. gan a lettre write, 
Of whiche to tel-in fhorte is mine entent 
Th’ effegte as ferre as I vin undirftonde : 
She thonkid him of al that he wel ment 
Towardis her, but holdin him in hende 
She olde not, ne makin her felvin bonde 
In love, but as his duttir him to plefe 
She would aie faine to done his hert an efe, 
She thette it, and to Pandare in gan gon 
There as he fat atid lokid into ftrete, 
And doun the fetYher by him on a flone 
‘OF jafpre’, upon a quisther of guide ibete, 
And faid, As wifely helpe me God the. ete 
} t nevit did a chit; awith 'moré paine: 
Than white this, tha delice fericitne, 
Aad toke it him ¢" he'thonheid eran feide; 
God wot of thing ful oftin Jotke bexonne 
Comith ende gode3 and nec? mine Crefeide, 
That ye to him of harde now ben iwonne 
Ought he be glad, by God and yondir fonne ; 
For why? men faine Jy refiionis ligbe 
Fall lightly ben ais redy tothe flight. : 
But ye han plaied the tiraunt al to longe, 
And harde was it your here? for to graves 
Now ftinte, that ye no Jongir on it honge, 
Al woldin ye the forme of daungir fave, 
But haftith you to done him joye to fave,” 
For truftith wel, T t idene bardnefe °° 
Cavjith difpite ful of es a 
‘And tobe as thel Beate tis matace 
‘Lo! Troilus right. atthe frevisende ° 
Came riding with his tentha fomme ifere 
Al foltily, and thidirwarde $20 bende 
There as they fate,.o5 was his waie to wenda 
To paleis warde, and Pandare him afpide, 
And faid, Nece, ife who comith here ride! 
O flie not in! he fethe us I fuppofe, 
Left he may thinkin that ye him etchue, 
Nay, nay, (quod the) atid woxe a redde as rofe.¢ 
With that he gan her humbly to falue 
With dredfol chere, and ofte his hewis mue, 
And up his loke debonaiely he cat, 
And beckid on Pandare and forth by path 
God wot if he fat on hishorfe aright, 
‘Or godely was befene that ilke day ; 
God wot where he were like a manly knight 3 
What hhonid I dretche, or-tel.of his aray? 
Creieidé,"which that al thefe thingis fey, 
To tell in tharte, her likid al ifere, 
His perfon, his aray, his loke, his chere, 
His godely manir and his gentilncfie, 
So weil, that never fithe that the was borne 
Ne haddin fhe fuche routhe of his diftreife ; 
And howe fo the hath hard ben here beforne 
. "Lo God hope I the hath now caught athome, . - 
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She fhal nat palit out this néxtd wike ; 
God fende her mo fuch thorais on to pike! 

Pandarus, whiche that ftode her fafté by, 

Felte iron hotte, and he began to {mite, 

And feidé, Nece, I praye you hertilie 

‘Tel me that 1 fhal afkin yoy alite ; 

A woman that were of his deth to wite, © 
Withoutew’ his gilt, but for her lacke of routh, 
‘Were it wet done? (quod she) Naie, by my trouth. 

God help me fo, (quod he) ye fay me fothe, 
Ve felin wel your felfe that I nought lie. ea 
Lo! yonde he rideth, (quod the) y¢yfo-he dothe. 
‘Wel, quod Pandare, ag. I have: you thrie, 
Let be your nicete and-your: : 
And fpeke with hinvin-efing-of his herte : 

Let nicete natdo you bothé fmerte. 

But theron-was to hevin and to done, 
Confidiring al thing it maie nat be, 

And why ? for fhame ; and it were eke to fone 
To grauntin him fo gret-a liberte, 

For plainly her enteut (as fayid fhe) 

"Was for to love him unwitt if the might, 

And guerdon him with nothing but with fight. 

But Pandarus thought it fhal nat be fo ; 

If that 1 maie this nice opinion 

Shal nat ben holdin fully yeristwo; 

What fhould [ make of this a Jonge fermion ?° 
fe muft affent on that conclufion 

Asfor the time, and whan that it was eve, 

And al was wel, he rofe and toke his leve. 

And on his way full faft homewarde he fpedde, 
And right for joy he felte his hert to daunce, 
And Troilus he founde alone abedde, 

"Vhat laie as done thefe lovirs, in a traunce, 
Betwixin hope and derke difefperaunce ; 
‘But Pandarus right at his $ ming 

e fong, as who faith, LoM®omwhat | bring; 

And faidé, Who is in his bedde fo fone 
-Vburied thus? It am , frende, (quod he.) 

@Who? Troilus! naie, helpe me fo the mone,’ 
(Quod Pandarus,) ‘Thou fhalt up rife and fe 
A charme that was yfent right now to the, 
"The whiche can helin the of thine axcile, 
\Ifthou do forthwith all thy befineffe. 

Ye, through the might of God (quod Troilus.) 

And Pandarus gan him the lettir take, 

And faide, Parde God: hath yholpin us 

‘Have here a light, and Joke on all thefe blake. 
But oftin gan the hert to glad and quake 

Of Troilus while he it gan to rede, 

So as the wordis yave him*hope or drede, 

But, finally, he toke al for the befte 
‘That the him wrote, for fomwhat he beheldg 
On which he thought he might his herté reft, 
Alcovired the the wordis undir fhelde ; 

‘Thus to the more worthy part he him helde, 
‘That what:for hope and Pandarus behefte 
His grete wo foryede he at the leite. 

But as we maie.gl daie ourfelvin, fe 
‘Through more wode or cole kindlith the more fire, 
Right fo encrefe of hope, of what it be, 
‘Therwith ful oft encrefith eke defire, 

Ox as un oke comith of 4 litit {pire, 
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So through this lettir which that fhe him fent 
Encrefin gan defire, of whiche he brent. 
Wherfore 1 fay alway that day and night 
‘This Troilus gan to detirin more 
Then ke did erft through hope, and did his might 
To prefin on, as by Pandarus lore, 
And writia to her of his forowes fore 
Fro day.to day® he let it nought refreids 
That by Pandare he fomwhat wrot or fide; 
And did-alfo his othir obfervaunces 
That till a loviplongith in this caas, 
And aftir that his dice turnid on chaunces 
So was he eithir glad, or faide Alas? ~ 
And held aftir his geftis aie his pans, 
And after fache anfweris as he hadde 
So werin his daies fory othir ghidde. 
But to Pandare alway was his recours, 
And pitoufly gan aie tohim to plaine, | 
And him befought of rede and foine focours ; 
And Pandarus, that fawe his wodé paine, 
Wext well nigh ded for routh, fothe for to fainc, 
And befely with a} his hert gan cafte 
Some of his wo to fleen, and that as fafte ; 
And faidé, Lorde, and frende, and brothir dere! . 
God wot that thy difefe ydothe me wo, 
But wolt thou ftintin al-this woful chere, 
And by my trouth er. it bédayis two, 
And God toforne, yet fhat I fhape it fo 
‘That thou fhalt come into a certaine place 
‘There as thou maieft thy felfe praien her of grace. 
And certainly I n’ot if thou it wofte, 
But thei that ben experte in love it fay, 
It is one of thefe thingis fortherith moft 
A man to have a leifie for to praic, 
And fikir place his wo for tp bewraie, 
For in gode hert it mote fome routh imprefle 
Yo here and fe the giltleffe in diftreffe. 
Par’aventure thinkift thou though it be fo 
That Kinde would her ydone for to beginne 
“To have a manir routh upon my wo, 
Saith Daungir Nay, thou fhalt me nevir win 5 
So rulith fhe her hert’is gofte within 
‘That though fhe bendin yet the ftonte on rote; 
What in effeét is this unto my bote? : 
Thinke here ayen whan that the flurdy oke, 
On which men hackith oftin for the nones, 
Recevid hath the happy falling ftroke, 
‘The gretefweight makith it fall all at ones, 
As done thefe grete rockis or thefe milneftoncs; 
For fwiftir courfe cometh thing that is of wight, 
Whan it difcendith, than done thingis light. 
But rede that bowith doune for every blait 
Ful lightly ceflith winde it wol arife, 
But fo n’il not an oke whan it is caft; 
It nedith me npught Jonge the for to” vife 5 
Men fhall rejoyfin of a grete emprife 
Atchevid wel, and ftout withoutin dout, 
Al have men ben the lengir there about. 
But, Troilus, now tel me if the Icf 
A thing whiche that I shal afkin of the; 
Whiche is thy brothir that thou lovift beft 
As in thy very hert’is privite ? 
fwis my brothir Deiphobus, (quod he.) 
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Now, (quod Pandare) er hour'is twilé twelve 
He thal the efe unwitt of it himfelve, 
Now Jet me’ alone, and workin as I may, 
~ {Quod he) and to Deiphobus went he the, -* 

Which had his lord and greté frend ben aie; 

Seve Troilus no man he lovid fos flere 

‘To tel in thorte, withoutin wardis mo, 

(Quod Pandarus) I Pray you that ye be 

Hrende to a caufe whiche that ytouchith me. 

Yes, parde, (quod Deiphobut) wel thou wotlk 

Althat evir I may, and God tofore, : 

Al n’ere it but for the man I love moft, 

My brothir Troilus; but fay wherfore 

{t is, for fithe the day that I was bore 

1 n’as, ne nevir more to ben I thinke, 

ayenft a thing that mightin the forthinke, 

Pandarus gan him thanke, and té him feide, 

Lo! Sir, T have a lady in this toune 

‘hat is my nese, and callid is Crefeide, 

‘Yo whiche fome men would done opprefiioun, 

And wrongfully have her poffeffioun, 

Wherfore Yof your lordihip you-befeche 

‘Yo ben our frende withoutin mora fpeche. 

«., Deiphobus him anfwerde, O! is nat this 
‘That thou Spekift of to me thus ftraungely 
Crefeide, my frende? Pandarus faid him Yes, 
“Phan nedith (quod Deiphobus) hardily 

No more of this, for trultith wel that J 

Wol be her champion with fpere and yerde ; 
ine rought nat though all her foes it herde, 

But telle me, thon that woft ali this matere, 
How might J bett availin now? let fe. 

(Quod Pandarus) If ye, my Jorde fo dere, 
Woldin as now do this honour to me 

‘Lo prayin her to morowe, lo, that the 
Came unto you her plaintis to devife 

cr adverfaries would of it agrife. 

And if F nore durft prayin you as now, 
And chargin you to have fo grete travaile, 
‘To have fome of your brethria here with you, 
‘That mightin to her caufe bettir availe ; 
‘Than wote { wel the mightin nevir fuile 
For to ben holpin, what at your inftaunce, 
What with her othir frendis govirnaunce. 

Deiphobus, whiche that comin was-of kinde 
To al honour and bounte to confente, 
Antwerde, It thal be done; and ¥ can finde 
Yet greater helpe to this in mine entente : 
What woldeit thou faine if for Helen I fent 
To fpeke of this? Ptrowe it be the beft, 

Yor the may ledin Paris as her left, 

Of Heétor, which that is my lord my brother, 
It nedith nat to praicn him frende to be, 

For I have herde him, o time and eke other, : 
Spekin of Crefeide fuche honour that he 
Maie faine no bet: fuch hap to him hath fhe 
It nedith nat his helpis more to crave; 

He fhal be fuche right as we wol him have. 

Speke thou thy felfe alfo to Troilus 
On my behalfe, and Praie him with us dine, 
Sir, al this thal be done, (quod Pandarus) 
And toke his leve, and nevir gan to fine, 

But to his nec’is houfe as Rtrcight as line 


-He came, and found her fro the mete arife, 
And fet him doun, and fpake right in this wile; 
He faide, 0 very God fo have I ronne, 
Lo! necé mine, fe ye nat how I fwete ? 
I n’ot whethir ye the more thanke me conne ; 
Be ye not ware how hat falfe Poliphete 
Is now-aboue eftfanis for to plete, ; 
And bringin-on-you advocacies newe ? 
T? no, (aad the) acd chaungid al her hewe, 
What! ishemore abdutsme for to dretche, 
And dote me wrong? whatthal don? ajay? 
Yet of him felfin nothing would f Tetche, 
Nvere it for Antenor and FEneasy 
‘That ben his frendis in fuch manir caass..: 
But for the love of God, mine uncle dere # 
No force of that, let him have al ifere, 
Withoutin that Lhave inough for us, 
Nay, (quod Pandare) it fhall nothing be fo, 
For I have ben right now at Deiphobus, 
At Hedtor, and mine othir lordis mo, 
And thortly makid eche of *hem his fo, 
‘That by my-thelfte he thal it nevir winne. 
For aught be can, whan fothat he: bepi 
And as thei saftin what‘was. bell te done 
Deiphobus, of his owne. curtifie, 
Came her to Praye in his propir perfone* 
To*holde him on the Morowe companie 
At dinir, whiche the ne wolde not denie, 
But godely gan to his Prayere obeye: 
He thonkid her, and went upon his wey, 













(To. tellist in thotté} forth he gan to wende 
‘To Troilus as fil as any ftone, a 
And al this thing he tolde him orde and-ende, 
And how that he Deiphobus gan to blende, 
And faide him, Now is time of that ye conne 
To bere the belle to Mmarow’, and all is wonne, 
Now fpeke, now Pray, How pitoufly complaine 
Let nat for nieé thame, for: drede or flouth ; : 
Somtime a man mote tel his owné paine; 
Beleve it, and the wel have on the routh; 
‘Thou thale ben favid by thy faith and trouth : 
But well. wot I.thou Row art in a drede, 
And what it ig lay-dcan arede 
Thou thinkift now how fhould I don af this 
For by my cheris moftin folke efpie 
That for. her Jove is that I fare‘amis, 
Yet had levre' unwift for forow die :.. 
Nowe thinke nat fa, for thou dott gret folic; 
For I right now have foundin a manere 
Of fleight for to. coverin ad thy,chere, 
Thou thalt gon ovirnight; and that as blive 
Unto Deiphobus houfe as the toplaic, -. . 
Thy malady awaie the-bette to drive : 
For why ? thou femitt fike, the fothe to faic; 
Sone after that doune in thy bedde the luie, 
. And faie thou maift'ng lengir up endure, 


And Jet fe now how well thou canft it make 

¥or parde fikeis he that is in forowe : 

Go now, farewel and Venus here to borawe 
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Thope and thou this purpofe holdé ferme 
Thy grace the fhal the fully there conférme. 

(Quod Troilus) Iwis thou alle nedcleffe 

Confailift me that fikeliche J me faine, 

For I am fike in erncft doute]-leffe, 

So that wel nigh I ftervin for the paine. 

(Quod Pandarus) ‘Thou thalt the better plaine, 
And haft the lefle nede for to counterfete, 

For Him men demin bote that men fe fuvete. 

Lo! holde the at thy trifte clofe, and J 
Shai wel the deere unto thy bowe ydrive + 
Wherwith he took his leve all foftily, 

. And Troilus to his paleis went blive,. 
So ghid ne was he ner'inallhistive, 
And to Pandarus rede gan al affent, 
And to Deiphobus houfe at night he went. 

‘What nedith it to tellin all the chere 
‘That Deiphobus unto his brothir made, 

Or his axis, or his fikeliche manere 

How men gon him with clothis for to lade 
‘When he was laid, and how men would him glade ? 
But all for nought;- he helde forth aie the wife 
That ye han herde Pandare ere this devife. 

But certaine is er Troilus him leide, 
Deiphobus had praied him ovirnight 
To ben avfrende and helping to Crefeide ; 
God wot that he that grauntid anon right 
‘To ben her fullé frerid with all his might : 

But fuch a nede-was it to praien him thenne 
As for to biddin a wode man to renne. 

‘The morowe came, and nighin gan the time 
Of mealtide, whan that the fathe Quene Helen 
Shope her to ben an hour aftir the prime 
‘With Deiphobus, to whom ‘fhe n’olde fuine, 
But as his fuitir homely, fothe to faine, 

She came to dinir in her plaine entent, 
But God and Pandare wift al wht this ment, 

Came eke Crefeide all innocent of this, 
Antigone her'nece and ‘Larbe? alfo ; 

But flie we now prolixite bett is, 

For love of God, and let us fat ygo 
Right to the’ effeQe withoutin talis mo, 
Why al this folke affemblid in this place, 
And let us of ther faluingis pace. 

Gret honour did "hent Deiphobus certaine, 
And feddghim webwith all that might *hem like, 
But evirmo, alas! was his refraine, ‘ 
My godé brothir, Troilus the fike, 

Lithe yet; and therwithal he gan’'to fike, 
Aud after that he painid him to glade 
Hem as he might, and cheré gode he made, 

Complainid cks Helen of his fikeneffe 
So faithtully, that pity was to here, | 
And every wight gan wexin for axes 
A leche anon, taide, In this manere 
Men curin folke, this charme T wol the lere: 
But there fat onc, al ft her nat ‘to teche, 
That thoughe, yct be? couldin Lben his leche, 

Aftir compiaint him gonnin thei ta preife 
Asfolke don yet whan fome wight 
To pryife aman, and up with preife him reife 
A thoufande folde yet higher than the fons 
He is, he can, that fewe othir lordes kea; 
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And Pandarus of that the? would afferme 
He nought forgate ther praifing to conferme. 
Herde ali this thing feire Crefeide wel inowgh, 
And every worde.gan for to notifie, 
For whiche with fobre chere her herté ough, 
For who is that ne would her glorific 
To mowin fuche a knight done live or die? 
Burt al paffe 1, lei ye to longe ydwell; 
But for o fine is al that er I tell. 
The time came fro dinir for to rife, 
And as "hem ought atiGn everichone, 
And gona while of this and that devil 
But Pandarus brake al this fpeche anon, 
And faid to Deipbobus, Wol ye gon, 





| 4 it your will be, as Verft you prayde, 
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To fpekin of the nedis of Crefeide ? 

Helen, which that by the hond$ her heldg, 
Toke firft the tale, and faidé, Go we blive ; 
And godely on Crefeidé fhe beheldc, 

And fayid, Jovis, let him nevir thrive 

That doth you harm, and reve him fone of live, 
And yeve me forowe but he thal itruc 

If that I may, and all? folke be true. 

Tel thou thy uec’is cafe, (quod Deiphobus 
To Pandarus) for thou canit bef it tell. 

My Lordis and my, Ladies, it ftant thus; 
What fhould I lengir (quod he) do you dwell? 
He ronge "hem out 2 proces like a bell 

Upon her foe, that highs was Polyphete, 

So heinous that men mightin on it tpete. 

Anfwerde of this eche worfgof ‘hem than other, — 
And Polyphete thei gonnin thus to waries,* 
And houged be fuche one were he my brother, 
Aud fo he fhal, for it ne maic nought varien ; 
Whar fhould £ lengir in this talé tarien ? 
Plainliche al at onis thei her highten 
‘Yo ben her frende in all that er thei mighten. 

Spake than Helen, and faid to Pandarus, 
Wot aught my lord my brothir of this matere, 
{ mene Hedtor, or wote it ‘Troilus? 

He faide her Ye; but wol ye me now here ? 
Me thinketh thus, fith that Troilus is here 
{t were gode if that ye wouldin affent 

She tolde him her felfe al this er the went ; 

For he wot have the more her grefe at hertc, 

Bicaufe lo, fhe a worthy lady is, 

And by your wil I wol but in right fterte, 

And do you wete, and that anon iwis, 

Ii that'he flepe or wol aught here of this: 

And in he lept, and faid him in his ere, . 

God have thy foule ! for brought have I thy bere. 

‘To Smilin of this gan tho Troilus; 

And Pandarus withoutin rekining 

Out went to Helen and Deiphobus, 

And {aid "hem, So there be no tarying, 
Ne moré prefe, he wol well that ye bring 
Crefeide my lady that is now here 

And as he msie cnduren he wol her here. 

Bat wel ye wote the chambre is but lite, 
And fewe folke may lightly make it warme ; 
Now lokith ye, for I wol have no wite. 

‘Yo bring in prefe that might I ydon him harme 
Or him diiciin for my betur erm; 
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Wher" it be Bet the abide till éftfonis Dounward a ffeire, into an herber grene; 
Now lokith ye, that knowin what to don is, This ikke thing thei reddin *hem betwene, 

T fay for me bet is, as 1 chn knowe, And largily the mountenaunce of an houre 
-That no wight in ne wende but ye twey, Thei gonne on it to redin and to poure, 
But it were I, for I can in a throwe Now let "hem rede, and tourn’ we anone 
Reherte her cafe unlike that fhe can fey, To Pandarus, that gan full faite prie © 

ud aftir this the may onis him pr. That all was well, and out he gan to gone 
‘To ben gode lorde in fhort, and take her leve;. [Into the grete chambir, and that in hie, 
‘This may not mokill of his efe him’ reve, sind fayid, Gad fave all this companie ! 

And cke for hhe is fraunge he woll forbere Come, necé mine, my ladie Quene Helen, 
His cle, whiche that him darin nat for you; Abidith you, and eke my lordis twene. 
Eke othir thing that touchith nat to her Rifle, take with you your hece Antigone, 
He wol it tel, T wote it well right now, Or whom you lift, or no force hardily; 
That fecrete is, and for the town’is prow : The laffe profie the bettir : come forth with mity 
And thei, that knew nothing of his entente, And Iokith that ye thonkin humbily 
Without more to Troilus in thei wente, Them all thre, and whan ye maie godily 

Heleine in all her godely foftly wife Your time ifee takith of them your leve, 
Gan him falue and womanly to plaie, Left we to long his reftis him bireve, 
And faied, Iwis ye mote algate arife ; Allinnocent of Pandarus entent, 
Now, faire brothir, he al] whole 1 praie ; Quod tho Crefeide, Go we, uncle dere? . 
And her arme right over’ his thuldir taie, And arme in arme inward with him fhe went, 
And him with all her wit to recomfort ; Avifing well her wordis and her cheres 
As the bet could the gan-him to difport. 


And Pandarus in erneftfall manere-. 
«.So ufter this (quod the) We you befeke, Sayid, All folke, for Godd’is love Tpraie, 
My deve brothir! Deiphobus and t, plai 


Stintith right here, and foftily you plai 
For love of God, and to doeth Pandare eke, Avifith you what folke ben here within, 
To ben gode lorde and frende righe hertily 


.{ And if what plite one is, God him amende$ 
Unto Crifeide, whiche that certainly And inward thus full foftily begin ; 
Receivid wrong, as wot well here Pandare, Nece, I conjure and highly you defende, 

‘That can her cafe well bet than I declare. On his behglfe whiche that foule ns all fende, 
‘This Pandzrus gan-aewc his tong affile, And in the vertue of corounis twaine, " 
And all her cafe reherce, and that anone ; Slea nat this man that hath for you this painc, 
Whan it was faied, fone aftir in a while Fic on the devil | thinke whiche one he is, 

(Quod ‘Eroilus) As fone as I maie gone 


And in what plite he lieth ; come of anone ; 
1 woll right fain with all my might ben one, 
Have God my trouth, her cafe for to fufteine : 


‘Thinke all foche taried tide but loft it nis, 
That woll ye bothe faine han ye ben one; 
Now good thrift have Ye (quod Helen the Quene.) 
(Quod Pandarus) And it your will ybe™~ ~ 


And fecondly, there yet devinith none 

Upon you two, come of now if ye conne 
That the maic take her leve er that the go. While folke is blent, fo! all the time is wonse, 
O, ellis God forbid it! (the quod he) i 
If that the vouchfafin for to doc fo, 


In titiring, and purfute, and delaies, 
Aud with that worde (quod Troilus) Ye two, 
Delphobus and my fufter lefe and dere, 
To you have I to fpeke of a matere, 

‘To ben avifid by your rede the hetters 
‘And found (as hap was) at his bedd’is hedde 
he copie of a tretife and a letter * 
at Hector had him {ent to afkin redde 















Come of therfore, and bringith him to hele, 
But now to you, ye lovirs that ben here, 
Was Troilus nat in a cankedort, 





1 foche a man was Worthy to ben dedde? ~ at laie and might the whifpring of "hem here, 
Wote I naught who, but in a grilly wile And thought, o Lorde ! right now rennith ay fore 
‘le prayid "hem anone on it avife, Fully to die or have anone comfort, 





hobus gan this letter for to” unfolde |And was the firft time that he fhould her praig 





in erneft grete, fo did Helen the Quene, OF love ; o mightic God! what thall he Gist 
Jind romiag outwarde falt it gonne bcholde, 
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-PROG@MIUM LIBRI TERTIL 


© Bursruce light ! of whiche the bemis clere 
Adornith allé the third hevin faire, 
© fonn’is life ! 0 Jov’is doughtir dere ! 
Plefaunce of love! o godely debonaire ! 
-In gentle hertes aie redy to repaire, 
© very caufe of hele and of gladnetie, 
Bheried be thy might and thy godeneffe ! 
in heven and hell, in yerth and the falt fe, 
Is felt thy might, if that I well difcerne, 
As inan, brid, befte, fithe, herbe, and grené tre, 
‘Thei fele in timis with vapour eterne : 
God levith, and to love he wolf naught werne ; 
And in this worldé. no Jiv’is creture 
Withoutin love is wroucht or maic endure. 
Ye, Jovis, firft to thilke affectis glade, 
‘Through whiche that thingis livin all and be, 
Commendidin and amorous him made 
On mortall thing, and as ye lift aie ye - 
Yeve him in Jove efe or adverfite, 
And ina thoufande formis doune him fent 
For love in yerth, and whom you lift he hent. 
Ve fiers Mars, apefin ef his ire, 
And as you lift ye makin hertes digne, - 
Algatis them that ye woll fet a fire 
‘Thei dredin fhame, and vicis thei refigne ; 
Ye doen *hem curteis be, frefhe, and benigne, 


And hie or lowe aftir a wight entendeth 
The joyis that he hath your might it fendeth, 
Ye holdin reigne and houfe in unite, 
Ye futhfaft caufe of frendfhip ben alfo; 
Ye knowin. all thilke covered qualite 
Of thingis whiche that folke on wondrin Yo 
Whan thei can nat conftrue how it maie go 
She loveth hirn, or why he lovith here, 
As why this fifhe nat that comith to were. 
Ye folke a lawe have fet in univerfe, 
And this knowe I by them that lovirs be, 
"That who fo ftrivith with you hath the werfe : 
Now ladie bright, for thy benignite, 
At reverence of them that fervin the, 
Whofe clerke I am, fo techith me divife 
Some joie of that is felt in thy fervice : 
Ye in my nakid hert’is fentiment 
Inhilde, and doe me fhewe of thy fweteneffc, 
Caliope'! thy voice be now prefent, : 
For now is nede; feeit thou nat my diftrefle 
How I mote tell anon right the gladneffe 
Of Troilusto Venus herying ? 
‘To whichegladneffe whonede hath God him bring! 


Hoke IT. 
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INCIPIT LIBER TERTIUS. 


Dare all this mene while this fad Troilus 
Recording his leffon in this mancre, 

Matcie, thought he, thus woll I aie and thus, 
“Vhus woll I plajn unto my ladie dere, 


‘That worde is gode, and this thall be my chere, 


This will Tnat foryetin in no wife: 
God leve him werkin as he can devife, 


And, Lorde ! fo that his herte began to quappe 


Hering her come, and fhort gan for to fike; 
fiad Pandarans, that led her by the lappe, 
Came nere, and gan in at the curtein pike, 
And faied, God doe bote on all that are fike ! 
be who is here you comin to vifite; 

Lo! bere is the thag is your deth to wite. 

‘Pherwith it femid as he wept almoite, 

Ala! quod Troilus, fo routhfully, 

Where ine be wo o miightie God! thou wolte ; 
Who is all there I fe nat truily. 

Sir, (quod Crefeide) it is Pandare and I 

Ye, twete herte, alas! I maie nat rife : 
‘Yo knele, and do your honour in fome wile, 

And dreffid him upward; and the right tho 
Gan both her hondis foft upon him leie, 
©, for the love of God doe ye not fo 
‘ko me ! (quod the.) Ey, what is this to fei! 
Sir, comen’ am I to you for caufis tweie, 

Firlt you to thonke, and of your lordthipe eke 
Continuaunce I would? you befcke. 

‘This Troilus, that herd his ladie praic 
OF lovdthip, him wos nvithir quick ne dedde, 
Ne might o worde for fhame unto it faie, 
Although, men fhouldin fmitin of his hedde, 
But, Lorde ! fo he woxe fodainliche alfe redde ; 
And, Sir, his leffon that he wendé conne 
‘Yo prayin her is through his wit ironne, 

Creleide all this efpyid well inough, 
or the was wife, and loved him ner the leffe, 
All n’cre he? in all aparte, or made it tough, 
Or was to bolde to fing a fol'is maffe ; 

But whan his fhame began fomwhat to paffe 
His reafons, as I maie my rimis holde, 
I woll you tell as techin bokis olde. 

In chaungid voice, right for his very drede, 
Whiche voice eke quoke, and therto his manere 
Godelie abath’t, and now his hewis rede 
Now pale, unto Crefeide his ladie dere, 

With loke doune caft and humble yoldin chere, 
Lo the aldirfir& worde that him afterte 
Was twyis, Mercie, mercie, my dere herte! 









And Aint awhile, and whan he might out bring 
The nexté word, was, God wote for Thave 
As faithfully as} have had komning 
Ben your'is all, God fo my foul fave, 
And fhall, till chat wofull wight be grave, 
And though I dare ne can unto you plain 
IwisI fuffir not the laffé pain, 
Thus moche, as now, ah womanliche wife! 
T maie out bring, and if this you difplefe 
That thall I wreke upon mite owne life 
Right fone I trowe, and doe your herte an efe, 
If with my deth your hert I maie apefe , 
But fens that ye ham herd me fomwhat fey 
Now retche I nevir how fone that I deie, 
Therwith his manly forowe te beholde 
It might have made an herte of ftone to rew, 
And Pandare wept as’he to watir would, 
And pokid evir his nece newe and newe, 
And fayid, Wo begon ben hertis true ; 
For love of God make of this thing an ends 
Or fica us hothe at ones er that ye wende "> 
I, what ? (quod the,) By God and by my trouth 
T n’ot nevir what ye wilne that Tfeie. 
Eie! what ? (quod he) that ye-haye on him routh 
For Godd’is love, and doeth him Nat to deie, 
Now than thus, (quod fhe) I wollin him preie 
Yo tellin me the fine of hie entente ; 
‘Yet wift I nevir well what that he mente, 
What that J mene, o my fwete herté dere? 
{Quod Troilus) o godely frefhe and fre! 
‘That with the ftremis of your eyin clere 
Ye wouldin fomtime frendly on. me fe, 
And than agrein that I maie ben he 
Withoutin braunche of vice on any wife 
In trouthe alwaie to do you my fervife, 
As to my ladie right, and chefe refort,’ 
With all my witte and all my diligence, 
And Ito have right as you lift comfort, 
Under your yerde egall to mine offertce, 
As deth, if that I brekin your defence, 
And that ye digne me fo mochil honour 
to commaundin aught in any hour, 
And I to ben your very humble, true, 
Secrete, and in my painis pacient, 
And evir to defirin frefhly newe 
To fervin, and ben aie like diligent, 
And with gode herte all wholly your talent 
Recevin, in gre, how fore that me fmerte : 
Lo, this mene I, 0 mine own fwete herte! 
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(Qcod Pandarus) Lo! here an hard requeft, - 
And refo’nable a Indie for to werne; 

Now necé mine, by Natall Jov’is feit, 

Were ia god ye fhouldin fterve as yerne, 
That herin well this man wol nothing yerne 
But your honor, and fene him almofte tterve, 
And her fo lothe to fuffre’ him you to ferve. 

‘With that the gan her eyin on him caft 
Full efily and full debonairly, 

Avifing her, and hied her-not to faft 
‘With ner a worde, but faied him foftily, 
Mine honour fafe ¥ wall well truily, 
And in foche forme as ye can now devife, 
Recevin him dully to my fervife; 

Befeching him, for Godd’is love, that he 
Would in honour of trouth and gentillsefle, 
As I well mene, eke menie well to me. 

And mine honour with wit and bufineffe 
Aie kepe 3 and if Pmaie doen him gladnefle 
From hennisforthe iwis J n'il} not faine : 
Now bethe all whole, no lengir ye ne plain. 

But nath¢leffe this wane I you, (quod fhe) 

f king’is fonne although ye be iwis, 

Yet ye hall no more have fovérainte 

Of me in love than right in that cafe is, 

Ne will [ forbere if ye doen amis : 
"fo wrathin you, and while that ye me ferve 
Cherifhe you right aftir that ye deferve. 

And fhortily, dere herte, and all my knight! 
Beth glad, and drawith you to luttineffe, 

And J fhall truely, with all my full mighs, 
Your bittir tourin all to fwetineffe, 

if lbe the that‘maie do you gladneffe 

For every wo ye hall recovir bliffe. 

-And him in armis toke, and gan him kiffe, 

Fill Pandarus on knees, and up his eycn 
‘To hevin threwe, and helde his hondis hie ; 
Smmortall god! (quod he) that maief not dien 
Cupide, of this chou maift the glorifie, 

And Venus, thou maift makin melodie : 
‘Withoutin honde me femith that in toune 
For this miracle I here eche bell fuune. 

But ho! no more now of this ilke matere 5 
For why? this folke woll comin up anone ~ 
“Chat have the lettir redde : lo! [hem here; 
But F conjure the Crefeidé anone, 

And thou to Troilus, whan thou maift gone, 
‘That at mine houfe ye ben at my warning, 
For { full well thall fhapin your comming ; 

And cfith there your hertis right inough, 
wAnd let fe whiche of you fhall bere the bell 
‘To fpeke of love, and right therwith he lough, 
For there have ye 2 Ieifir for to tell. , G 
(Quod Troilus) How loug fhall I here dwell 
Er this be doen ? Quod he, Whan thou maiett rife 
‘This thing thall be right as you lift devife. 

With that Helen and alfo Deiphobus 
‘Tho comin upward, right at the ftaire’s ende, 
And, Lorde! fo tho gan gronin Troilus, 

His brothir and his fuftir for to blende. 

(Quod Pandarus) It time is that we wende § 
‘Dake, necé mine, your leve at them all thre, 
cing ket ‘hem {peke, and comith forth with me. 
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Bale 1if, 

She toke her leve at "hemi fuli thriftily, 

As the well could, and thei her reverence 
Unto the full ydiddin hertily, 

And wondir well {pekin in her abfence 
Of her, in praifing of her excellence, 

Her govirnaunce, her wit, and ker manere 
Commendidin, that it joie was to here. 

Now let her wende unto her owné place, 
And tournin we to Troilus againe,e 
That gan full lightly of the dettir pace 
That Deiphobus had in the gardine faine, 

And of Helen and of him he would teine 
Delivirid ben, and faicd that him left 
‘To flepe, and aftir talis have a reft. 

Helen him kift, and toke her leve as blive, 
Deiphobus eke, and home went every wight, 
And * andarus as faite as he maie drive 
To ‘Froilus tho came as ling right, 

And on a paillet all that gladé night, 
By Troilus he taie with merie chere, 
And well was them that thei werein yfere. 

Whan every wight was voided but thei twe, 
And all the doris werin faft ifhet, 

‘To tell in fhort, withoutin wordjs mo, 
‘This Pandarus withoutin any let 

Up rofe, and on his bedd’is fide him fet, 
And gan to fpekin in a fobir wife 

To Troilus 231 thall you devife. 

Mine aldirlevift Lorde, and brothir dere! 
God wot and thou that it fate me fo fore 
Whan I the fawe fo languifhing to yere 
For love, of whiche thy wo woxe lwaic mors, 
‘That I with all my might and all my lore 
Have ever fithin doen my bulinefle 
To bringin the to joie out of diftcefle ; 

And have it brought to feche plite as thou woft, 
So that through me thou flondift now ingwaic 
To farin well, t faie it for no bolt; 

And woft thou why? but fhame it is to faic, 
For the have I begon a game to plaic 

Whiche that I nevir doen thall eft for other, 
Altho he were a thaufande fold my brother ; 

‘That is to faie, for the am 1 become, 
Betwixin game and erneff, foche a mene 
As makih women xnto men to come, 

All faie I nat, thou woft well what I mene, 
For the have I my nece, of vicis clene, 

So fully made thy gentillacSe to tritt 

‘That all fhall ben right as ty felfin Ji. 

But God, that all wotteth, take 1 to witneffe 

That never this for covetife I wrought, 

But onely for to abredge that diftreffe 

For whiche well nie thou deydiit, as me thought ; 
But, gode brothir, doith now as the ought 

For Godd’is love, and kepe her out of blame, 
Sins chon art wife, and fave alwaie her name : 

For wel thou wofte the name as yet of her 
Emonges the peple’ as (who faicth) halowed is, 
For that man is unbore, f dare well fwerc, 
‘That ever wift that fhe yet did amis: 

But wo is mgthat I that caufe all this 
Maie thinkin that fhe ismy necé dere, 
And! emis, and traitour eke ifere. 
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And wer it wift that I through mine engine 
Had in my nece ipue this fantafie : 
.Te docn thy luft, and wholly to be thine, 
Why, ali the worlde wouldin upon it crie, 
And fayin that I the work trecherie y 
Did in this cafe that evir was begon, 
find the fordon, and thou right nought iwon, 
, Wherefore er I woll ferthir gone or pas 
Yer cfte I the befeche and fully faie 
‘That privite go with na in this caas, 
That is to faine, that thou us Rever wraie; 
And be not wrothe though I the oftin Praie 
To holdin fecre foche an high mazter, 
For ikilfull is, thou wofte well, my praier. 


- And thinke whae'wo there hath betid er this 


For making of avauntis, 23 men rede> 


And what mifchaunce in this woblde yet there: i 


Fro daie to daie tight for that wickid dede, 
For whiche thefe wife cle is that ben dee 
Have evir this proverbid toys young, 
That The ff wertue is to kepe the tavag.-' 
“And n’ere it that Ywikie ms now abredge. 
DiffuBon of fpeche, ¥eould almoite 

‘ihoufande oldé Rories the aledge 
Of women lofte through falfe and fol’is bofte ; 
Proverbis canft thy felf inow, and wofte 
Ayenift that vice for to ben‘a blabbe 
All faicd men fothe, as often as thei gabbe, 

© tongue, alas! fo oftin here before 
Haft thou made many a ladie-bright ofhewe 
Saied, Welawaie the aie that I was bore [ : 
And many’-a maiding forrowe for to newes 
And for the more parte all is but untrue > 


That men of yelpe and it wer brought to preve 


Of kindé none avauntour is to leve, 
Avauntour and a Ker ali is one,.. 
As thus; I fuppofe a woman Qtaunt me 


Her love, and faicth that othir wWoll the nase, at 


AndT am fworne to holdin it focxe, 
And aftir I goe tell it.-two or thre ; 
Twis Tain a vauntour at the left, ~ 
And lict eke, for Ibreke my beheft. 
Now lokith than if thei be not to blame 


Soche manir folk, what thal Eclepe *hem, what? 


‘That *hemavaunt of women, and by name, 
That yet behight "hem nevir this ne thas, 
Ne knowin *hem no more than mine eide hat : 
No wondir is, fo God me fendin hele, 
Though women dredin with ug men to dele. 

{ faie nat this for no miftrutt of you, 
Ne for no wife men, but for folis nice, 
And for the harme that in the worlde is now 
As well for folie oft as for malice, 
For well wete I that in wife folk that vice 
No woman drat, if the be wel] avifed, 
For Wife men ben by fulis Larme chiafifed. 

But now to purpofe, leva brothir dere 
Have all this thing that ¥ have thied in minde, 
And kepe the clofe, and be now of gode chere, 
For all thy daies thou fhalt me true yfinde; 
Tfhail thy Proceffe fet in foche akinde, 

And God toforne, that it fhali the fufife, 
For it thall be right as.chouwolg devife, 
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For well I wote thou menift well parde, 


}-"Therefore.1 dare this fully undirtake ; 


‘Thou wok eke what thy ladie grauntid the, 
And daie is fet. the charteris to make : 
Have how. gade 






vi maie ns lengir wake, 
And bid ith thon art now in bliffe, 
That God. ox .fond life. 

Who mig g the joie or fefte 
Whiche that roils tho felts 1 
Hering the’ Becubares behele 
His old wo, —_ hin-kerte to Bwelt,: 


Gap.tho for jaie to wattin'ang to.mele, 

And all the tcheting of his fikeeSore..z. 

At onis fied, he felt of "hem ho mores: 2 
But sight fo as thefe holtes and thefe hayis 

‘That han ia wintir dedde yben.and drie 

Reveftin "hen in gtene. whan that Maic is, 

Whan every Jafti befte.liftith to pleie, 

Right in, that felfin wife, fathe for to feie, 

Woke fodai His bared ful] of joie, 










That ghaddie aae. ; Tyoie g - 
Full fobirly, and fj ak nee 
And fayid, Feende, in Apritigi St 


As well thou woft, if it Femenibir the, 
How nigh the deth far a thou founde me, 
And how thou diddift all thy bufineffe 

To knoyee.of me the caufe of my. diftreffe s 

; how long L it forbare to fuie 
To the that art the man that I bei trift, 


And perili one was to the to bewraie, , 


That wilt I well but tell me if che lit, 
Sith f fa lothe was that thy felt it: with, 
How dur Imo tellin of this mazere.. . 
ver aie fom tho na Phiipepke e 

But nathéleife, ¥F that Gedo. the fuenee, 
‘Phat 2s him Se mate all thig geor}a 


‘And if 3 lie Achillis with hie! 











+f Mine herté deve, all were a  eterne, 
‘Would it beweaic, & arf or Mould, or conne, 


For all the gode that. Gad made undir fonne ; 


ix die E-would and determine, 





To morowe daie, if thé the Ji) her 
And that thou hat Pemoche tdess : 
‘That I nemaic it nevirmore. elope... 
This knowe I well, all-might { saw, the: 
A thoufande timis on'a 3 note Resve; 
ican no more but that} apoldede ferve. 
Right as thine own, flava, whith f then wende, 
For cvitinore unto siy Fels. endo. : 
Bat hert with al mine herte I-the befache 
That nevir in methou dome foche folie, 
As Fhhall Gigs, thought by thy ipeche,. 
‘That thig- thou me docit for Companic 












| I thould wenin it were a baudérie ; 


T ati not-wode all if 1 leude yhe: 
Keis nat {0, that wote 1 well parde, 
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But he that gocth for gold or for richeffe 
On foche meffugis, call him what ye lift, 
‘And this that thou doeft, call it gentilneffe, 
Compaflion, and felowthip, and trift, 
Departin it fo, for widewhere is wilt 
How that there is diverfite requered 
Betwixin thingis like, as I have lered. 

‘And that thou knowe Ine thinke not ne wene 
‘That this fervice a fhame be or a jape, 

Lhave my fairé fuftir Polyxene, 
Caffandra’, Helen, or any of the frape; 
Be fhe never fo faire or well ithape, 
Tell-me whiche thou wilt of everichone 
‘To have for thine, and let me than alone. 

But fith that thou haft doen me this fervice 
My life to fave, and for sion hope of mede, 
$o for thc love of God this grete emprife 
Performe it out, for now is the mofte nede ; 
For high and lowe, withoutin any drede, 

J woll alwaie thine heftis allé kepe : 
Have now gode night, and let us bothé flepe. 

"Thus held *hem eche of othir well apaied, 
"That all the worlde ne might it bet amende, 
‘And on the morowe, whan thei were araied 
Eche to his owné nedis gan entende; 

But Troilus, though as thé fire he brende ¢ 
For fharpe defire of hope and of plefaunce, 
‘He not forgate his gode wife govirnanrice 5 

But in himfelf with manhode gan reftrain 
Eche rakill dede and eche anbridiid chere, + 
"Phat all tho that livin, fothe for to fainc, 

Ne fhould have wifte by worde or by niianere 
What that he ment as touching this matere, 
From every wight as ferre as is the cloud, 
He was fo wife, and well diffimu’len coud. 

‘And all the while whiche that I now devife 

"This was his lite, with all his fullé might, 

By daie he was in Mart’is high fervice, 

"That is to fain, in armis as a knight, 

‘And fore the more part all the longé night 
‘He jay and thought how that he might yferve 
His ladie bette, her thanke for to deferve. 

NU] not fwerin, although he laic foft, 
‘That in his thought he n’as fomwhat difefed, 
Ne that he tournid on his pillowes oft, 

‘And would of that him mylid have ben efeds 
But in foche cafe men be nat alwaie plefed 
For aught I woté, no more than was he, 
"That can 1 deme of poffibilite. 
But certain is, to purpofe for to go, 
That in this while, as written is in gefte, 
He fawe his ladie fomtime, and alfo 
She with him fpake when that fhe durft and lefte, 
And by ther both avife, as was the befte, 
Appoinétidin full warely in this nede, 
So as thei durft, how they wouldin procede. 

But it was fpokin in fo fhort a wife, 

Im foche awaite alwaie, and in foche fere, 

Left any wight divinin or divife 

Would of "hem two, or to it laie an ere, 

"That all this worlde fo lefe to "hem ne were 
‘As that Cupido would "hem his gracefende 
“So makin of ther purpofe right an ende. 


. 
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Bake Ii. 
But thilké little that thei fpake or wrought 
His wift ghotte toke aie of all foche kede, 
It femid her he wiité what fhe thought 
Withoutin wordc, fo that it was no nede 
To bid him aught to doen or aught forbede, 
For which the thought that love, al come it late; 
Of allé joie had openid her the yate. 
And fhortly to this proceffe for to pacc, 
So well his werke and wordis he befet 
"That he fo full lode in his ladie’s grace 
That twentie thoufande timis er the let 
She thonkid God fhe evir with him met; 
So could he him governe in foche fervice 
That ali the worlde ne might it bet devile ¢ 
For why? fhe founde him fo difcrete in all, 
So fecrete, and eke of fuck obeifaunce, 
That well the felt he was to her a wall 
Of fteele, and thelde from every. difplefaunce, 
That to yben in his gode govirnaunce, 
So wife he was, fhe was no more afered, 
I mene as fere aa it ought ben requered. 
‘And Pandarus to quicke alwaie the fire 
Was evir ilike preft and diligent ; 
To efe his frende was fet ak his defire 5 
He fhove aie on; he to and fro was fent, 
He lettirs bare whan ‘Troilas was abfent, 
Phat nevir man as inhis frend’is nede 
Ne bare him bet than he withoutin drede, 
But now para’venture fome man waitin wold 
That every worde or fonde, or loke or chere, 
Of Troilus that I rehercin fhold, 
In al this while unto his lady dere, 
I trowe it were along thing fortohere, —, 
Or of what wight that ftonte in fuche diftointe 
His wordis al or cvery loke to. pointe. 
Forfothe Ihave not herde it done er this 
In ftorie none, ne no man here i wene, 
And though J would yet T could not iwis, 
For there was fome epiftel "hem betwene 
That would (as faith min auétor) wel contene 
Nie halfe this boke, of which him lift not write 
How fhould I than a line of it endite? 
But to the gret effeéte than faie I thus, 
That ftonding in concorde and in quicte 
This ilké two, Crefeide and Troilus, 
As (have tolde, and in this timé fwete, 
Save onely ofte mightin thei not mete, 
Ne leifir have ther {pechis to fulfell, 
‘That it befil right as I fhal you tell, 
That Pandarus, that evir did his might 
Right for the fine that } thal {peke of here, 
‘As for-to bringin to his houfe fome night 
His fairé nece and Troilus iferc, 
Where as at leifir al this high matcre 
Touching her love were at the ful vp bounde, 
Had out of doute a time to it yfounde; 
For he with grete deliberacion, 
Had every thing that therto might availe 
Forne caft, and put in exccution, 
‘And neithir lefte for cofte ne for travaile; 
Come if ’hem lifte "hem fhouldé nothing faile 
‘And for to ben im aught efpyid there 
That wie he wel an impollible were, 
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And dredileffe it clere was in the winde He fwore her this by ftockis and by ftones, 
Of every pic and evéry letgame, And by the goddis that in hevin dwell, 
Now alis wel, for al the world is blinde Or ellis were him levir foule and bones 
in this matir bothe fremid and tame ; With Plato King as depé ben in hell 
‘This timber is al redy up to frame; ee As Tantalus: what fhouldin I more tell ? 
Us lackith naught but that we wetin wold - Whan al was wel he rofe and toke his leve, 
44 certaine houre in whiche fhe comin fhold, "And the to foupir came whan it was eve, 
* And Troilus, that al this purveiaunce With a ‘certai ¢ Dumbre of her owne men, 
‘Whew at the ful, and waited on it aie, And with her fayir nece ‘Antigone, 
snd hereupon cke made fret ordinaunce, And othir of her women. nine or ten ; 
And founde his caufe and therwith his aray, But who was glad nowe, who, as trowyin ye? 
Vi that he were ymiflid night or day, But Troilus, that ftode and might it fe 
“Chere while he was aboutin this fervice, Throughout a titi window in a Rtewe, 
‘That he was gon to don his facrifice, Ther he bethet till midnight was in mewe, 
And muite at fuche a temple alone wake, Unwift of every wight but of Pandare, 
Anlwerid of Apollo for to be, But tothe point. Now whan that the was come 
And firft to fene the holy laurir quake With al joie, and all her frendis in fare, 
Er that Apollo fpake out of the tre, Her eme anone in armis hath her nome, 
‘Vo tellin him whin Grekis next fhould fles And aftir to the foupir a] and. fome, 
And forthy let him no man, God forbede ! Whan as time was, ful fofte thei "hem ylet, 
But praie Apollo helpin in this nede. God wot there was no deinte ferre to fet, 
Now is there litill more for to. be done Aad aftir foupir gonnin thei to rife, 
But Pgndare up, and, fhortly for to faine, At efe wel, with hertis fall freth and glade, 
Right fone upon the chaunging of the mone, And wel was him that coudé belt devife 
Whan lightleffe is the world a night or twaine, To likin her, or that her laughin made ; 
And thac the welkin fhope him for to Taine, He fonge, the Plaide; he tolde a tale of Wade; 
But at the lait, as every thing hath ende, 


He freight amorowe unto his nece Went, 
Ychave wel herde the fine of his entente, She toke her leve, and nedis would thens wende, 
But, o Fortune ! executrice of wicrdes, 


Whan he was comen’ he §@N anon to plaie, 
O influencis of thefe hevins hie! 


Als he was Wont, and of himfelfe to jape, 
And finally he fwore, and gan her faie Soth is that undir God ye ben our hierdes, 
By this and that, the fhould him not efcape, Though to us beftis ben the caufis wrie; 
No Iengir done him aftir her to cape, This mene I now, for the gan homward hie; 
Gut certainly that the mutt, by her leve, But execute was al belide her leve 
Come foupin in his houfe with him at eve. The goddis wil, for whiche fhe mutt bileve, 

“At which fhe lough, and gan her firft excufe, ‘he bent® mone with her hornis al} pale, 
And faid, Tt rainith, lo! how thould f gone ? Saturn and Jove, in Cancrd joynid were, 
Let be, (qued he) né ftonde not thus to mufe; That fuche a raine from hevin gan availe 
Uhis mote be don, ye thal come there anone, ‘That every manir woman that was there 
So at the lait herof thei fel at one, Had of that fmoky raine a very fere, 
Or cllis foft he fwore her in er ere At the whith Pandare tho lough, and fuid thenne, 
He n’olde nevir comin there the were. Now were it time a lady to gone henne ? 

Sone aftir this the unto him gan rowne, But, gode nece, if that 1 might evir plefe 
And alkid him if Troilus were there ? You any thing, than Pray Lyou (quod he) 
He fwore her Nay, for he was out of towne, To don mine hert as,now fo gret an efe 
And faid, What, nece, I pofe that he were there, | A% for to dwell here al this night with me; 
You dartt nevir thereof have the more fere ? For why? this is your own houfe parde, 
ror vathir than men nught him there alpie e, | fay it nat ip game, 

we it were to me a thame, 


* Me levir were a thoulande folde to die. 

Naught lit mine auQour fully to declare Crefeid?, which that could as mokil gode _ 

What that the thought whan that he Said her fo, } As halfe a world, toke hede of his Praycre, 
That. Troilus was out of toune ifare, 6 And fens it rained, and al was ina fede, 
Apd if he faidé therof foth or no, She thought as gode chepe may I dwellin'here, 
But that without awaite with him to go And graunt it gladly with a frend’is chere, 
She grauntid him, fithe he her that befought, And have a thonke, ag grutche and than abide, 
And as his nece obeyid us her ought, For home to gon it may nat well betide. 

Buc nathdleffe yer gan fhe him heicche, Twol, (quod the} mine uncle lefe and dere! 

” Akhough with him to Gone it was no fere, Sens that you lift; it Ikil is -obe fe; 
Por to beware of gofithe peplis ipeche, Tam right glad with you to dwellin here; 
* Phat dremin thingis whiche that nevir were, I feidé but in game that I wolde goe. 
And well him wium he brought there; Iwis grauat mercy! necé, {quod he) tho; 
: Were it a game or No, the {othe to tell, 
Now am {glad fens thar you Lift to dweli, 
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"Thus al is wel; but tho began aright 
The newé joy, and al the feit againe ; 

But Pandarus, if godely had he might, 

He would have hyid her to bédde full faine, 
‘And faid, O Lorde ! this is an hugé raine, 
"This were a wethis for to Mein in, 

And that I rede us foné to begin: 

‘And, necé, wot ye where T wol you laie? 
For that we fhul nat liggin ferre afonder, 
‘And for ye neithir fhullin, dare I fuic, 
Flerin the noife of rainis ne of thonder, 

By God right in my littl clofet yonder, 
And I wolin that uttir houfe alone 
Ben wardain of your women everichone; 

‘And in this middle chambre that ye fe 
Shal all your women flepin wel and foftey 
And there 1 fayid thal your felvin he. 

And if ye liggin wel to night come ofte, 
‘And carith not what wethir is alofte. 
Goth in aflonc, and’ whan fo that ye left 
Go weto flepe, I trowe it be the beft. 

There n’is no mors, but here aftir fone 
"Thei drank, voidid, and curtinsdrew anone; 
Gan every wight that hddde nought to done 
‘More in the place out of the chambre gone; 

“And vit more fo fternéliche it rong, 7 
And blewe therwith fo ‘wonderliché louides 
“"Fhat wel nigh no man herin othir coude, 

Tho Pandarus her eme, right as him ought; 
With women fuche as were her moft aboute, 
Ful glad unto her bedd’is fide her brought, 
‘And toke his leve, and gan ful lowe to lonte, 
‘And faid, Here at this clofet dore withoute 
Right ovirthwart your women liggin all, 
"That whom ye lift of *hem ye mate fone call, 

$0 whan that fhe was in the clofet laide, 

_And al her women forth by ofdinaunce 
‘A. bedde werin, there as | have yfaide, 
‘There n’as no more to fkippin nor to prannce 
But bodin go to beddé with mifchaunce, 
Ufany wight tering were any where, 
And let "hem flepin that abedde ywerte 

But Pandarus, that wel couthe eche adele 
The olde daunce, and cvéry point therin, 
Whan that he wife that all thing was wele,’ 
He thought he wolde upon his werke begin, 
And gan the ftewé dore all foft unpin 
‘As itilas ftone, withoutin lengir lette 3 
By Troilus adoun right he him fette. 

‘And, thortly to the pointe right for to gone, 
Of al this werke he told him orde and:ende, 
‘Aud fayid, Muke the redy right anenc, 

For thou fhalt into hevin blife ywende. 
Now blifefd Venus! thoit me grece yfende, 
(Quod Troilus) for nevir yet no nede 

Had [er now, ne halfindele the dredes 

(Qued Pendarus) Ne drede the ner a dele, 
For it hel be right as thou wolt defires 
So thrive I this night thal 1 make it wele, 

Or caftin all the gruil in the fire. 






Yet, blifsful Venus! this night thou me’ enfpire,. 5 


(Quod Troilus) as wis as 1 the ferve, 
And evir bet and bet fhab till fterve,_ 
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And if I had, o Venus ful of mirthe? 
Afpedtis badde of Mars or of Saturne, 
Or thou Combutfte, or let were in my birth, 
"Thy father pray Tal thilke harme difturne 
Of grace, and that 1 glad aien maie turne,. 
Ber love of him thou lovideit in the fhawe, 
LE mege Adon, that with the bore was flawe t 
© Jove! cke for the love of faire Europe; 
The which in form of bulle awaie thou fet; 
Now helpe, o Mars! that with thy blody cope; . 
For love of Cypria, thou me nought neJet;. . 
O Pheedus! thinke when Daphne her felve thet 
Undir the barke, and laurir woxe for drede, 
Yet for her love.ohelpe mie at this nede! 
O Mercnric! for the love of lier eke 
For which Pallas was with Aglauros wrothe.. 
Now'helpe; and eke Diane! I the befeke © 
That this viage ne.be nat to the lothe ; 
© Fatall Siftrin! whiche or any clothe 
Me fhapin was niy deftine me fpoune, 
So helpith to this-werke that isbegonne! 
(Quod Pandarus) Thou wretchid mouc’is herty 
Art thou agaftfo that the wol the bite ? 
Why, do on this furred cloke upon thy fherte, 
And folowe me, for I wol have the wite, v 
But bide, and let me gon before alite ; ‘ 
And with that worde he gan undone a trappey 
And Troilus he brought in by the lappe. 
The fterné winde fo loude began to route + 
That no wight other’is noife might yhere, 
And thei that layin at the dore without 
Full fikirly thei fleptin all ifere ; 
Aud Pandarus with 2 ful fobre chere 
Goth to the dore anon withoutin lette 
There. as thei lay, and foftily it-thettes 
And as he came ayeniwarde privily 
His nece awoke, end afkith, Who goeth there? 
Mine owné dere nece! (quod he) it am I, 
Ne womdrith not, ne have of it no fere; 
And nere he came, and faid her in her ere, 
No worde for love of God E you befeche, < 
Let no wight rife and herin of our fpeche. 
What! whiche waie be ye comen? Benedicttet 
(Quod fhe) and how thus unwifte of "hem all? 
Here at this fecret trappé dore {quodhe.) | ~ 
(Quod tho Crefeide) Let me forie wight cll: 
Eigh! God forbid that it fhould fo betall 
(Quod: Pandarus) that ye fuche foly wrought! 
Thei might demin thing that thei nevir thoughts 
Tt is nat god: a fisping Bounde to wrke. 
Ne yeve a wight a cuufe for to divine 3 
Your. women fcpin al l undirtake, 
So'that for them the houfe men mightin mine, 
And flepin wollen till the funné Shine, 
‘And wher my tale ybrought is to ai ende. 
UVawitt right as I came fo wol I wende. 
Now, necé mine, ye fiul well undirftonde, 
(Quod he) fo as ye women demin all, * 
"Thar for to holde in love 2 man in honde, 
Ard him her Iefe and her dere hert to.call, 
And makin him an how above a call, 
Tmenc, 33 love an othir in mene while, 


‘t She doth her felic a fhame and him a gile. 


Boke IT, 


._ Now wherby that Ttetfift you al this 

Ye wote your felfe as wel as any wight, 
How that your love al tully grauntid is 
To Troilus, that is the worthict wight 
One of the world, and therto trouth r 
iat but it were oh him alonge ye not 
eHim nevir fulfin while ye Jevin tholde, 

Now ftonte it thus, that fith I fro you went * 

‘This Troilus, fight platly for two cine, 

Is through a puttir by a privy went 
Into my chambre céme in at this reine, 

Unwil of every manix wight eertal 
Save of my felfe, ag wife 
sAnd by the faith ¥ cwe F 

And he ig come in fuche paine and diftreffe 

That but he be all fully winte by this 
He fodainly mote fall into wodeneffe 
Bat if God helpe ¥ and the caafe why is this, 

He faith him told is of a frende of his 

How that ye fhould love one that hight Horatt, 

For forow of which this night thal be his laf. | - 
Crefeicé, whiche that al this wondir herde, 
Gan Todsinly aboute her hert to colde, * 

‘And with 4 figh the forowfully anfwerd, 

Alas! {wende whofoere talis tolde, 

“My dere hert, cettis, eme; would me inat holde 
So lightly fautfe + alas! conceitis wrong ‘ 
‘What harme thei done! for now live Ito long, - 
, Horafte, alas! and faifin Troilus! 

T knowe him not, God helpe me fo! (quod fhe.) 
Alas! what wickid fpirite tolde him thus? 
Now certis, eme, {6 morow’ and thim fe 

T thal therof as full excufin me 

As evir did woman, if that him like, 

And with that worde fhe gan full fore to fike, 
1 OGod! (quod the) fo worldly fclineffe, 
Whiche clerkis callin falfe felicite,: 

Yntedtid is with many’ a bitterneffe 
Ful-anguithous, that is, God wote, (quod fhe) 
Condicion of veine profperite, 

For eithir joyis comin nat ifere, 

Acellis no wight hath hem alwaie here, 

brotil wele*of mann’is joie unftable ! 
‘With what wight fo thou be, or how thou playe, 
Eithir he wote that thou joie art mutable, 

.Or wote it nate, it mote been one of twafe ¢ 
Now if he wote-it nat how maie he faie 
Phat he hath very joie and filineife 

That is of ignorautice aie in darkeneffe ? 

Now if he wote that joy is tranfitory, 

{As every joie of worldly thing mote flie) 

‘Than every time he that hath in memory 

‘The drede of Iefing makith him that he 

May in no parfite fikerneffe ybe,. 

And if to Jefe his Joie he fet a mite 

Than forith it that joy is worth fal Tite, 

Wherfore 1 wol define in this matere, 

‘That truily for aught I can efpie 
‘There is no very wele in this world here; 

But o thou wickid ferpent Jealoufie! 

‘Thou mifbelevid, envions folie,’ 

Why hatt thou Troilus made me to untrift, 
‘Vhat nevir yet agilte his that 1 witte 2 
> Vout 
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(Quod Pandaras) Thus fallin is this cas, 
Why, uncle mine, (quod fhe) who tolde him this ? 
And why doch my dere hert? thus alas! 
¥e wote, ve, nece min, (quod he) what it isg 
T hope af thal be wel that is amis, . 
Tor ye maie quenche al this if that you let; 
And docth right fo; IL holde it for the heft, 
So fhal T do to morow’, ivis, (quod the) 
And God toforne, fo that it thal fuffice, 
To morow, alas! that were faire (quod he.) 
Nay, nay, it maie nat Lordin in this wile, 
For, necé maine, thas writin clerkis wife, 
That Peril is with dvetching in ydravwe ; 
Nay, fuche abodis ben nat warthe an bawe, 
Nece, allé thing hath time, I dare avowe, 
For whan a chainbre’ a fire is or en hall, 
Wel more nede is it fodainly refecowe 


















| ‘Than to difpute and atke amongis all 
How is this candif in the itrawe yfall? 
Ah, benedicite # for al among that fare 
The harme is done, and farwel feldéfare, 
And, nec? mine, ne take it nat agrefe 
‘Te that ye fuftre’ Lim al night in this wo; 
God helpe me fo ye hed him nevir Tofe 5 
What dare I fain, now there is but we 
But vel { wote that ye wol nat fo do, 
Ye ben to wife to don fo gret folie, 
To put his life al night in jeopardie. 
Had I him nevir lefe ? by God I wene . 
Ye ne had nevir thing fo lefe, (quod fhe.) 
Now by my thrifte (quod he) that {hall be fene, 
For fithe ye make this enfample of me, 
If T al night would him in forowe fe 
For al the trefour in the toune of Troie, 
I bidde God that.1 nevir mote have joie, 
Now loké than if ye that ben his love 
Shouid put his life all night in jeopardy Z 
For thing of nought: now by that God abowg 
Nat onely this delaie cometh of folie 
But of malice, if that [ fhould nat lie : a 
What! platly and ye fuffre” him in diffveffe 
Ye ‘heithir bounte dono ne gentilnefle, =”, 
(Quad tho Crefeide) Wol ye.done o thing,‘ 
And ye therwith fhal ftinte al his difefe, 
Have here and berith him this blew@ ring, 
For there is nothing might him: bettir piefe 
Save I myfelfe, ne more his hert apefes 
And faie, my deré herte ! that his forowe 
Is cauféleffe, that thal he fene to morowe, 
A tinge! (quod he) ye hafilwodis thaken! - 
Ye, necd mine, that ting muft have a ftone, 
A ftone which that might ded men alive maken, 
“And fuche a ring trowe [that ye have none; * 
Difcrecion out of your hed is gone, _ 
That fele Inow, (quod he) and that is ronthe : 
"O time iloft, wel maift thou curfin flouthe ! 
Wote ye not wel that noble and hie corage 
Ne foroweth Nat, ne ftintith eke for lite, 
But if a fole were in a jelous rage 
1 n’olde fettin at his forowe a mite, 
But felte hin with a few. wordis white 
An othir deie, whan that I might him finde ; 
But this thing ftant al in anothir kinde; 
Aa " 
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This is fo gentle’ and fo tendir of herte 
"That. with his deth he wol his forowes wreke, 
For truft it wel Low fore fo that him finerte 
He wol'to you no jelous wordis fpcke; ~ 
And forthy, nece, er that his hert to breke, 
So fpeke your felfe to him of this matere, 
For with a worde ye maic his herté ftere. 
Now have I tolde what peril he is in, 
Aad his coming unwilt to every wight, 
Ne parde harme maie there be none ne fin, 
I wol my felf be with, you al this night; 
Ye know cke how it is your owné knight, 
And by that right ye muft upon hin trilte, 
And ! al preft to fetche him when you Sifte. 
This accident fo pitous was to here, 
And cke fo like a fothe, at prim: face, 
And Troilus her knight, to her fo de 
His prive comming, and the fikir place, 
That though fhe thought the did him than a grace, 
Confidirid all thingis as they stode, 
No wondir is, fens he did al for gode, 
Crefeide anfwerde, As wiitly God at ref 
My foulé bring as me is for him wo, 
And, cme, iwis faine would I don the bett, 
Vf that J a grace had for to-do fo; 
But whethir that ye dwel or for him go 
Lam, til God me bettir mindé fende, 
At Dulcarnon, right at my witt’isende. 
(Quod Pandarus) Ye, necé, wol ye here, 
Doulcurnon clepid is Zeming of wretches, 
Jt femith hard, for wretchis wol nought lere 
.For very flouthe, or othir-wilfull tetches, 
"This faid is by them that ben’t worth two fetches; 
But ye ben wife, and that ye han op honde 
N’is ncithir harde ne fkilful to withlonde. 
- ‘Than, eme, (quod the) doeth hercof as you'lift, 
But er he.come I wol up firft arifv, 
: And for the love of God, fens al my trift 
is on you two, and ye beth buthé wife, 
$o werkith now, in fo difercte a wile, 
"That I honour maic have and he plefaunce, 
For | am here al in your govirnaunce. 
| ‘That is wel faid, (quod he) my necé dere! 
There gode thrifte on that wife gentill herte; 
Bert liggith ftill, and takith him right here, 
Ichedith nat no ferthir for him fterte ; 
And eche of you efe othir forowcs fmert, 
Yor lave of God and Venus I the herie, 
¥or fone hope I that we fhullin ben meric. * 
‘This ‘Troilus full fone on knees him fette 
Ful fobrely right by her beddis hed, 
“And in his hefté wile his lady grettes 
But Lord ! fo the woxe fodainliche all red,’ 
And thought anone how that fhe fhulde be dedde s 
She couldé nat o worde aright out bringe, 
$9 fodainly for his fodaine cominge. 
But Pandarus, that fo wel could fele 
Yevery thing, to plaic anon began, 
And fayid, Nece, fe how this lord gan knele, 
Now for your trouthe fe this gencil man; 
* And.with that worde he for 2 quifhin ran, 1 
And faid. Kuclith now whilis that thou Iefe, 
There God your: hertis bring fone to refte. 
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Can I naught fain, for fhe bad him nat rife, 
If forowe’ it put out of her semembraunce, 
Or ellis chat the toke it in the wife 
Of duétie as for his obfervaunce 5 
But well finde I fhe did him this plefaunce,; 
That the him kift, although fhe fikid fore, 
And bad him fit adoun withoutin more.. 
(Quod Pandarus) Now wol ye well begin, 
Now doth him fittin douné, gode necé dere! 
Upon your bedd’is fide, al there within, 
That eche of you the bet maie othir here 5 
And with that worde he drew him to the fere, 
And toke a light, and found his countinaunce © 
As for to loke upon an old romaunce., - 
Crefvide, that was ‘Troilus lady right,” 
And clerc ftode in a grounde of fikirneffe, 
All thought fhe that her fervaunt and her knight 
Ne shulde of trouthe none unright of her geffe,’° 
Yet natheleffe, confidrid his diftreffe,. ~ 
And that love is an caufe of fuche folie, . 
Thus to him fpake he of his jeloufie: 
Lo, hert? mine! as would the excellence 
Of love, aienft the whichc that no man mai¢y 
Ne ought eke godely makin refiftence, 
And eke bicaufe I felt wel and faie 
Your grete trouth and fervice every daie, 
And that your hert al mine was, foth to faine, 
This drove me for to rewe upon your paine ; 
And your godenes hawe I founden’ alway yety 
Of whiche my derc hert, and al my knight}. 
I thanke it you, as ferre as | have wit, 
Alcan { nat as much as it were right; * 
And I emforth my conning and my might 
Have, and aie thal, how fore fo that me fmert, 
Ben to you trewe and whole with all mine herts 
And dredileffe that fhal be founde at preve = 
But, herté mine! what al this is to fuine 
Shal well be told, fo that ye nought you greve, 


‘Though I to you right on your felf complaine, 


For therewith mene I finally the paine 
‘That hat your hert and mine in hevineffe - 
Fully to flaine, and every wrong redreffe, 
My gode hert mine! n’ot I foriwhy ne how 
‘That Jelouly, alas ! ‘that wicked wivere, 
‘Thus cauféleffe is cropin into you, v, 
‘The harme of whiche I would fain deliveres 
Alas! that’he all whole or of him flivere 
Should have his refute:in fo digne a place! . 
Than Jove him fone out of your herte erace! 
But o thou Jove! o auctour of nature} : 
Isthis an honour to thy dignite 
That folke ungilty fuffrin here injure, 
And who that gilty is al quite goeth he # 
O were it lefuil for to plaine of the, 
‘That undefervid fufftitt jeloufie, " 
Of that I would upon the plaine and erie. 
Eke al my wo is this, that folke now ufen 
“To faine right thus; Ye, jeloufie is love, 
And would a bufhi} of venim excufen, 
For that a grane of love is on it hhove, 
Bat that wote high Jove that fittin above 
Ifit be likir love, or hate, or grame, ~ 
And aftir that it ought to bere: his nama. 
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But certaine is fomé mahir Jeloutie 
Is excufable more than fome iwis, 
As whan caufe is and fome fuche fantafie, 
“With pite that fo wel expreffid is 
‘That it uninethis docth or faith amis, 
But godely drinkith up al his diftreffe; 
And that excufe I for the gentilneile. 
* And fome fo ful of fury’is and cupite 
. What it furmountith hia repreffion ; , 
But, herté mine! ye he nat in that plite, - : 
That thonke [ God, for whiche your paffion 
J wol nat cal it but illufion 
OF haboundaunce of love and befy cure, 
That doth your herté this difefe endure 3 
- OF which I am right fory but nat wrothe; 
ut for my devoir and your hert’is refte. - 
Where fo you lift, by ordal or by othe, 
By forte, or in what wife fo that you lefte; 
For love of. God"let preve it for the befte, 
And if that { be gilty do me die; ; 
Alas! what might f more or done ér feie? 
And tho with that a fewe bright teris newe 
Out of her eyin fel, and thus the feide ; . 
Now God, thou wott in thought ne dede untrewe 
To Troilus was nevir yet Creleide ; 
With that her hed doun in the bed fhe leide, . 
And with the fhete it wri, and fighid fore, 
And held her pece; nat a word {pake fhe more, 
“But now helpe God to quench al this forow, 
fo hope I that he thal; for he bette may, 
For / bawe fene of a ful mifly morow 
Polorven ful oft a mery fomiis's day, 
And Aftir wintir faloweth grene Mey ; 
Men fene all day, and redin eke in ftories, 
That Aftir foarpe flouris ben sidtories. 
This Troilus, when he her wordis herde, 
Have ye no care him lifte nat to flepe, 
For it thought him no ftrokis of a yerde 
To here or fe Crefeide his lady wepe, 
But wel he felte about his herté crepe, 
For every tere whiche that Crefeide afterte, 
‘The crampe of deth to ftraine him by the herte, 
sw—ind in his le he gan the time accurfe 
‘That he came there, and that he was yborne, 
’For now his wicke ytournid into worfe, 
And all that labour he hath doen beforne 
He wende it loft, he thought it n’as bit Lorne : 
© Pandarus! thought he, alas! thy wile 
Servith of nought, fo welawaie the while t 
And therwith all he hing adoune his hedde, 
and fell on knees, and forowéully fight + 
What might he fain ? he felt he n’as but dedde,; 
For wroth was fhe that thould his forowes light; 
But natheteffe what that he ipekin mighy 
Than faid he thus; God wote that of this game 
‘Whan all is wift than am I nat to blame, 
‘Therwith the forowe in hert fo thet 
That from his eyin fell there mat a tere, 
And every fpirite his vigour in knet, 
So thei aftonied and oppreftid were; 
The feling of his forowe or his fere, 
Or of aught ellis, flcdde were out of toune ; 
Adoune he fell all foduinly in froung, 
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This was no little forowé for to fe, 
Bat ali was hufh’t, and Pandare up as fat ; 
© necé ! pece, or we be lott (quod he ;) 
Bethe nat agatt;, but certain at the taf 
For this or that he into bedde hin caft, 
And faide, O thefe ! is this a maun’is herte ? * 
And of he rent all to his baré therte, x 
And fayid, Nece, but and ye helpe us now, 
Alas! your owné ‘Troilus ig lorne. 
Iwis fo would I, and I wits how, 
Full fain, (quod fhe,) Alas that was borne! 
Xe, necé; woll ye pullin out the thorne 
That ftiketh in his herté (quod Pandare ? 
Saie all foryeve, and flint is all this fare, | 
Ye, that to me (quod the) full levir were 
Than ail the gade the funne about ygoeth; 
And therewithall the fwore him in his ere, 
Iwis, my der? herte! Lam Rot wrothe, 
Have here my trouth, and many’ an othir othe. 
Now fpeke to me, for it am I Crefeide + 
But all for naught; yet might he not abreide, 
Therwith his poulce and paumis of bis hondes 
Thei gan to frote, and wete his templis twain, 
And to delivir him fro bittir bondes 
She oft him kift; and, fhortly for to fain, 
Him Jo rewakin the did all hee pain ; 
And at the laft he gan his breth to drawe, 
And of his fwough fone aftir that adawe, 
And gan bet minde and refon to him takes 
But wondie fore he was abathed iwis, 
And with a figh whan he gan bet awake 
He faicd, O mercic, God ! what thing is this? 
Why doe ye with your felvin thus amis? i 
(Quod tho Crefeide) is this a mann'is game ? 
What, Troilus ! woll ye do thus for thame ? 
And therwithall her arme ovre’ him fhe laide, 
And all foryave, and oftin time him keft + 
He thonkid her, and to her fpake and faied 
As fill to purpofe fur his hert’is reft ; . 
And the to that anfwerde him as her left, 
And with her godclie wordis him difport 
She gan, and oft his forowes to comfort, 
(Quod Pandarus) For aught I can afpien 
This light nor I ne ferving here of naught, 
Light is nat gode for f ‘oikis eyen ; 
But for the love of God, fens ye ben brought 
In this gode plite, let now non hevy thought 
Ben hangid in the hertis of you tweF ; 
And bare the candle towardes the chimney, 
Sone after this, though it no nede ywere, 
Whan the foche othis as her lift devite 
Had of him takin, her thought tho no fere © 
Ne caufe eke none to did him thennis rife : 
Yet leile thing than othis maie Luftice 
ta many’ 2 cafe, for every wight I gefle 
That lovith well menith but gentilneffe, 
But in effect the would ywete anon 
‘Of what man, and eke where, and alfo why, 
He jelous was, fens there was cauf? non, 
And eke the figne whiche that he toke it by, 
She bade him that to tell her bufily, 
Or ellis cettain the bare him on honde Z 
‘That this was doen of malice, her to fondes. ‘ 
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Withoutin more, fhortly for to fain, 
He muft obeie unto his ladie’s heft, 
And for the laffe harme he mutt fomwhat fain; 
He faied her, Whan fhe was at foche a feft 
She might on him have lokid at the left; 
N’ot I nat what (all dere inough a rifhe) 
As he that nedis mutt a caufe out fithe. 

And the anfwerde, Swete hert ! all were it fo, 
What harme was that, firice 1 non evill mene? 
For by that God that wrought us bothé two 
Yn all manir thing is mine entent clene; 

Soche argumentes ne be nat worthe a bene + 
‘Woll ye the childith jetous counterfete? 
Now. were it worthy that ye were ibete, - 

"Tho Troilus gan forowfully fike, . 
Left the be wrothe him thought his herté deidey 
And faied, Alas! upon ny forowe’s fike 
Have mercie, o fwete herté mine, Crefcide ! 
And if that in tho wordis that I feide 
Be any wrong, f woll no more trefpace 5 
Doeth what you lift; tam allin your grace. 
And the anfwerde, Of gilt mifericorde, 
‘That is to faine, that I foryeve all this, 

And evirmore on this night you recorde, 

And bethe well ware ye doe no more amis. 
‘Naie, dere hert mine ! no more (quod he) iwis. 

And now (quod fhe) that [ have you doc fmerte 

Foryeve it to me, mine owne {wet herte! 

This Troilus with bliffe of that fupprifed 
Put all in Godd’is hande, as he that ment 
Nothing but well, and fodainly avifed 
He ber in his armis faft to him hent ; 

And Pandarus with a full gode entent 
Laicd him to flepe, and faied, If ye be wife 
+ Sownith not now, left more folke arife. 

‘Wiiat might or maie the fely larké faie 
swhen that the fparhauke hath him in hts fote? 
Jcan no more but of thefe ilké twaie, ' 
(To whom this tale fugre be or fote) 

Though f tary a yere, fomtine I mote 
After mine au@houtr tellin ther gladneffe, 
‘As wellas I have tolde ther hevineife. 

Crefvidé, whiche that felt her thus itakey 

(As writin cleckisin ther bokis old) 
Right as an afpin Jefe the gan to quake 
whan fhe him felt her in his armis fold; 
But Troilus all whole of caris cold ‘ 
Gan thankin tho the blisfull goddis feven. 
"Thus Sondry painis bringin folk to beven. 

‘This Troilus in armis gan her ftraine, 
And fayid, Swete! as evir mote I gone 
Now he ye caught ; now here is but we twaine; 
Now ycldith you, for othir bote is none. 

"To that Crefeide anfwerid thus anone, 
Ne had I er now, my fwete herté dere ! 
Ben yoldin, iwis I were flow not here. 

O foth is faied, that helid for to be 
Ofafevir or othir grete fikneffe 
‘Men mutt drinkin, as we may oftin fe, 

Full bittir drinke, and for to have gladneffe 
Men drinkin oft in pain and in diftrefle ; 
Imene it here, as for this avinture, 

"That through a pain hath foundin al his cure. 
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And now fwetreffe pfemith ferre more fwete 

That bittirneffe affayid was biforne, 

For out of wo in bliffe now thei flete 5 

Non foche thei feltin fithins thei were berne ; 
Now is this bettir than bothe two be lorne 3, 
For love of God take every. woman hede 

"Lo werkin thus if it come to the nede. ~ 

Crefeide all quite from every drede and teney 
‘As the that juité caufe had nim to trift, 

Made him foche fet it joie was for to fene, 
Whan fhe histrouth and clene entent ywitt 5 
And as about a tre with many” a twilt 
Bitrent and writhin is the fwete wodbinde 
Gan eche of ‘hem in armis othir winde. 

‘And as the newe abathid nightingale, 

That ftintith firt, whan the beginnith fing, 
Whan that the herith any herd’is tale, 

Or in the hedgis any wight ftering, 

And aftir fikir doeth her voice out ring, 
Right fo Crefeide, whan that her drede ftenty 
Opened her hert, and told him her entent. 

And right as he that feeth his deth ifhapeny 
And dyin mote, in aught that he maie gefic, 
And fodainly refcous docth him efcapen, 

And from his deth is brought in fikirnefle, 
For al this wortde in foche prefent gladnefie , 
Was Troilus and hath his lady {wete 5 i 
With no worfe hap God let usnevir mete! 

Her armis Small, her back both ftreight and foft, 
Her fidis long. and flethy, fmothe, and white, 
He gar to ftreke, and gode thrift bad full oft, 
Her fnow-white throte, her breftis round and lite} 
Thus in this heven’ he gan him to defite, 

And therwithall a thoufande times her kift, 
That what to doen for joie unneth he wilt. 

Than faied he thus, O Love ! o Charite! 
Thy mothir eke, Cithcrea the fwete t 
Attir thy felf next heryid be fhe, 

Venus ¥ mene, the wellwilly planete, 

And next that Hymenaas! I the grete, 

For nevir man was to you goddis hold 

As I, whiche ye have brought fro caris cold- 

Benigné Love ! thou holy bond pf thinges, 
Who fo woll grace, and lift the not honoure, 
Lot! his defire woll flie withoutin winges, 

For n’oldift thou of bountie *hem focoure 
That fervixt beft, and motte alwaie laboure, 
Yet were all loft, that dare f welt fain certesy 
But if thy grace ypallid our defertes. 

And for thou me, that left thonke coud deferve 
Of them that nombred ben unto thy grace, 
Haft holpin there I likely was to fterve, 

And me beftowid in fo high a place 

‘Vhat thiike boundis maie no Liifle furpace, 
} can ne more, but laude and reverence - 
Be to thy bounte and thine excellence. 

And therwithall Crefeide anon he kitty 
Of whiche certain fhe ne felt no difefe, 

And thus faied he, Now wold to God I wit, 
Mine herté fwete ! how I you beft might plefe. 
What man (quod he) was evir thus at efe 

As 1, on whiche the fairift and the beft 

‘Phat er I feie deinith her bere to reft? 
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Here maie ye fene that’ mercie paffith right, 
The’ experience of that is felt in me, 

‘That am unworthy to fo fwete a wight; 
‘Bat harte mine ! of your benignite 

So thinkith, that though J unworthy be 
Yet mote I nede amendin in fome wife 
Right through the vertue of your hie fervice. 

And for the love of God, my lady derei 
Sith he hath wrought-me far Ufhal you ferve, 
As thus I mene, that ye wol] be my fere , 

To do me live, if that you lift, or fterve; 

So techith me how that I maic deferve 

Your thonke, fo that Ithrough min ignoraunce 
Ne doe nothing that you be difplefaunce : 

For certis, frefhe and womanliché wife ! 
This dare I faie, that trouth and diligence, 
‘That fhall ye findin in me all my life, 

Ne I woll not certain breke your defence, 
And if I doe, ptefent or in abfence, 

For love of God let flea me with the dede, 
Af chat it like unto your womanhede, 

Iwis, (quod the) mine owné herte’is Juft! 

My ground of efe, and al mine herté dere! 
+Graunt mercie | for on that-is all my truft: 
But let us fall awaic fro this mattere, 
For it fuffifith this that {uid is here, 
And at o worde, withoutin repentaunce, 
Welcome my knight, my pece, my fuffifaunce ! 
> Of ther delite or joies one of the leit 
Were impoffible to my wit to faie, 
But judgith ye that have ben at the feft 
Of foche gladneffe, if that him lift to plaie, _ 
1can,no more but thus, thefe ilké twaie 
‘That night, betwixin drede and fikiraeffe, 
Feltin in love the gretift worthineffe. 

O blisfull night ! of them fo long ifoaght, 
How blithe unto "hem both? two thou were ! 
Why ne’ had I foche feft with my foule ibought, 
Ye, or but the left joie which that was there ? 
‘Awaie thou foulé daungir and thou fere! 

And let *hem in this hevin bliffe ydweil, 
‘That is fo high that all ne can{tell,  * 
—~eBut fothg ig though | can not tellin all, 
As can mine aucthour of his excellence, 
Yet have I {aied, and God toforné thall, 

In every thing alkwholly his fentence, 
Andif that Tat Lov’is reverence + 
Have any worde in echid for the bef, 
Doeth therwithal! right as your felvin left; 

For all my wordis here, and every part, 

1 fpeke "hem all undir correction 

Of you that feling have in lov’is art, 

And put it all in your difcrecion, 

To encrefe or make diminicion 7 
Of my langage, and that I you befeche : 
But now to purpofe of my rathir fpeche, 

Thefe ilke two, that ben in armis faft, 

So lothe to "hem afondir gon it were, 

‘That eche from othir wendin ben biraft, 
Or ellis, Jo! this was ther mofté fere, 

‘That al this thing but nicé dremis were, ‘ 
For whiche full oft eche of *hem faid, O fwete ! 
Chippe I you thus, or els doe I it mete? 
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_ And, Lorde! fo he gan gedclie on her fe, 
That nevie his }cke ne bleat from her face, 
And faied, O my dere herté! maie it be 
‘That it be fothe that ye bon in this place ? 

Ye, bert: mine! God thanke I of his grace, 
(Quod tho Crefeide) and therwithail him kif, 
‘Phat where here fpirite was for joie the nit. 

This Troilus full oft her eyin two 
Gan for to kiffe, and faied, O eyinclere! 
Tt werin ye that wrought me foché Wo, 
Ye humble nettis of my lady dere, 
‘Though there be mercie writtin in your chera,” 
God wote the text full harde is for to finde ; 
How couldin ye withoutin bonde me binde ? 
‘Therwith he gan her faft in armis take, 
And well an hundrid timis gan he fike, 
Not foche forowfull fighis as men make 
For wo, or ellis whan that folke be fike, 
But efie fichis, foche as ben to like, 
‘That thewid his affe@ion within ; 
Of foche manir fighis could he not blin. 
Sone aftir this thei fpake of fondrie thinges, 
As fill to purpofe of this avinture, 
And playin enterchaungidin ther ringes, 
Of whiche 1 can not tellin no feripture, 
But well wot a broche of gold and azure, 

In whiche a rubie fet was like an hert, 
Crefeide him yave, and ftacke it on his therte. 
Lorde! trowé ye that a coveitous wretche 

That blamith love, and halte of it difpite, 
‘That of tho pens that he can muckre’ and ketche 
Was evir yet yeve to him foche delite; 
Asis in love in o poin@ in fome plite? | 
Naie, doubtileffe, for all fo God me fave 
So parfite joie ne maie no nigard have, 
Thei woil faie Yes, but Lorde that fo thei lies 
Tho bufie wretchis full of wo and drede 
‘That callin love a wodeneffe or folie; 
But it fhall fall *hem as 1 ihall you rede,- 
Thei thall forgon the white and eke the rede, 
And live in wo, there God yeve hem mifchauncey 
And every lovir in his trouthe avaunce, 
As would to God tho wretchis that difpife 
Service of love had eris all fo long 
As had Midas, all full of covetife, 
And therto dronkin had as hotte and ftrong 
As Cyrus did for his affetis wrong, 
To techin *hem that thei ben in che vice, 
And lovirs not, although thei hold "hem nice, 
‘Vhefe ilké two of whom that I you faie, 
Whan that ther hertis well affurid were, 
Tho gonnin thei to fpekin and to plaie, 
And cke rehercin how, and whan, and where, 
Thei knewin firft, and every wo or fere 
‘That paflid was; bur all foche hevinefig, 
Ithorkid God, was tournid to gladneffe. 
And evirmore whan that "hem fell to-fpeke 
Of any thing of foche a time agone 
With kifling all that tale should ybreke, 
And fallin into a newe joie anone, - ” 
And diddin al ther might, fens thei were one, 
For to récoveren blifle and ben at efe, 
And pailid wo with joyis counterpaife, 
Aa ij 
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Refon woll not that I fpekin of flepe, 

For it accordith not to my miufttere; 

God wote thei toke of it full little kepe, 
But left this nig! twas to “hem fo dere 
Ne fhould in eefvape in no manere 

It was bifet in joic and bufineffe 

Of'all that founith into geatihieffe. 

But whan the cocke, commune aftrologer, 
Gan on his breft to bete and aftir crowe, 

‘And Lucifer, the days nicifanger, | 
Gan fer to rife, and out his bezsis throwe, 
Andeftward rofe, to him thet could it know, 
Fortuna Major, thay anonc Crefeide 
With herte fore to Yroilus thus {cide : 

Mine hert’is life, my truft, al my plefannce ! 
"That 1 was borne, alas! that me'is wo, é 
That daie of us mote make difeeveraunce, 

For time it is to rife and hennis go, b 

Or ellis Fam loft for evirmo. 
O Night! alas! why ovilt thou ore us hove 
As long a whan Alemena laic by Jove ? 

~ © blacké Night ! as folke in bolus rede, 
"That thapin art by God this worlde te hide 

At certain timis with thy derké wede, 

That undir that men might in reft abide, 
‘Wel oughtin beftes to plain and folke to chide, 
"That thereas daic with labor would us bref,” 
"That thou us flieft and deinift us not reft, 

Thou doeft, alas! fo thortly thine office, 
"Thou rakle Night, that Ged makir of kinde 
"The for thine haft, and thine un‘dindé vice” 

So faft aie to our hemifpheré binde, - 

"That nevirmore undir the ground thou winde, 
For through thy rakle hying out of Troic 
Have I forgone thus haftily my joie. 
“Phi ‘I'roilus, that with tho wordis felt, 
iAs thought him tho, for piteous dittrefle 
"The blodie teris from his herté melt, 

Ashe that yet nevir foche hevinictle 
Affayid had out of fo'grete gladneffe, 
Gan therewithall Crefeide his lady dere 

In armis flrain, and faid in this manere : 

Ocruill Daie! accufer of the joie 
‘That Night and Love hath ftole and faft iwric, 
Accurfid be thy comming into Troie! 

Yor every bowre hath one of thy bright eyen + 
Envious Daie! what lift the fo to fpien? 

What hait tho loft? why {ckift chou this phice? 
There God thy light fo quenché for his gracg ! 

Alas! what have thete lovirs tle agilt ? 
Difpirous Dale! thine be the paine of hell, 

For many! a lovir haft thon flain and wilt; 
"Thy poring in woll no where let "hem dwell: 
What { profrift thou thy light here for to fel? 
Go, fell it them that {male felis grave 5 

We woll the not; us nedith no daie have. 

And eke the fonné Titan gan he chide, 

And faid, Q fole | welt maic men the difpife, 
That haft all night the Danning by thy fide, 
And fuffrift her fo fone up fro the rife, 

For to difefe us lovirs in this wile ; 

What! hold your bed there thou and thy Morow ; 
Ybiddé God fo yeve you botlyforowe. =~ 
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Therwith fall fore he fighed, and thus he feidgs 


My lady bright and of my wele or wo 





‘The well and rote ! o godely mine, Crefeide! 


Aud hhall Irife, alas! and flrall I goe?,” 

Now fele I that mine herté mote a two; 

‘And how fhould I my life an houre fave" 

Sens that with you is all the life T have? 
“What flail Tdoen? for certis I n’ot how, 

Ne whan, alas! Uthat the tim « fe 

Vhat in this plite I maie ‘ben eft with you, 

And of my life God wote how fhail that be, 

Sens that defire right now fo bitith me 

That Lam dede anon but I retourne : 

How fhould Elong, alas! fro you fojourne : 

But nathéleffc, mine owné ladie bright! 
Yet were it fo-that I wit utticly - 
‘That L your humble fervaunt and your knight 
Were in your herte ifet fo fermily, 
As ye in mine, ghe whiche thing truily 
Me levir weré than have thele worldis twain, 
Yet fhould T bet endurin all my pain. 

"Fo that Crefeide anfwerid right anon, 
And with a figh the faied, O herte dere! 
‘Phe game iwis fo ferforth now is gon 
‘Phat firft hall Phorbus fallin from the fphere, 
Aud everiche egle ben the dov’is fere, 
And every rocke out of his place afterte, 
Er Troilus go out of Crefeide’s herte. 

Yc ben fo depe within mine herte ygrave, 
That tho F would it turne out of my thought, 
As wilely very God my foulé fave, 

To dyin in the pain I ‘couldé nought; - 

And for the Jove of God, that us hath wrought, 
Let in your brain none othir fantafie 

So crepin, that it caufé me to die. 

And that ye me would have as faft in minde 
As Ihave you, that wonld I you befeche, 

‘And if | wit fothily that to finde, 
God might not 0 point of my joyis eche. 
But, herté mine !: withoutin moré fpeche, 
Bsthe to me true, or ellis were it routhe. 
For Lam thine, by God and by my trouthe. 
Bethe glad forthy, and live in-Gbirneffe, 











‘| ‘Thus faicd I net er this, ne fhall to mo 5 


And if to you it were a grete gladnefle 

‘To tourne ayen fone aftir that ye go, 

As faine would I as ye that it were fo, 

As wilely God minc herté bring to refte, 

And him in armis toké, and ofté kefte. 

~ Ayenft his will, fithe it mote nedis be, 

This ‘Troilus up rofe, and faft him cled, 

And in his armis toke his lady fre ; 

‘An hundrid times, and on his waie him fped, 

And with foche wordis as his herte ybled 

Ve feide; Farith wel, my dere herte fwete! 

‘That God us graunté found and fone to mete. 
‘Po whiche no worde for forowe fhe anfwerd, 

So fore yan his parting her to diftrain, ° 

‘And Troilus unto his paleis ferd, 

As wo bigon as flie was, fothe to faine, 

Sy harde him wrong of fharpe defire the pains 

For to hen efte there he was in plefaunce, © 

‘That it may merc out of his remembraunce, 


Bote 117, TROILUS AND CRESEIDE, me 


Retournid to his roiall paleis fone He faid, O frend of frendes! the aldirbeft 
He foft unto his bedde gan for to thrinke, That evir was, the fothe for to tell, 
‘To flep- long, as he was wont to doen; Thou haft in heven ibrought my foule at ref 
‘Bur ail for naught; he maie wel ligge and winke, | Fro Plegethon, the firie flode of heli, 
But tlepe maie there none in his herté o ‘That though I might a thoufande timis fel 
‘Thitkmy how fhe, for whom defire him brende, Upon a daie my life in thy fervice, 
A M. folde was worth more than he wende. tt ne might not a mote in that fuffice, . 
And i his thought gan up and doune to wende The fonné, whiche that al the worlde maie fe, 
Her wordis all, and every continaunce, ' | Sawe nevir yet (my life that dare | Ieie} 
And fermily impreffin in his minde So joily, faire, and godely, as is the 
The lefté poin@e that to him was plefaunce, Whofe I am all, and thall till that 1 deie ; 
And verily of thilke Temembraunce And that I thus am her’s, dare I wel feie, 
Defire al newe him brende, and luft to brede That thankid be the highé worthineffe 
Gan more than erft, and yet toke he non hede. Of Love, and eke thy kindé bofineffe, 
Creéfeide alfo right in the famé wife Thus haft thou me no little thing iyeve; | 
Of Troilus gan in her herté thet, For why? to the obligid be for aic 
His worthineffc, his luit, his dedis wile, My life; and why? for through thine helpe I live, 
His gentilneffe, and how fhe with him met, Or els dedde had T ben many a daic: 
Thonking Love that he fo well per befet, And with that worde doun in his bed he laie, 
Defiring oft to have her herté dere And Pandarus full fobirly him herde 
4n foche a place as fhe durft make him chere. ‘Till all was faid, and than he him anfwerde + 
Pandare a morowe which that commin was My deré frende ! if T have doen for the 
Unto his necé gan her faire to grete, In any cafe, God wote it'is me lefe, 
And faied, All this night fo rained it alas! And am as glad as man maie of it be, - 
‘That all my drede is that ye, nece fwete! God helpe me fo; but take now mot agrefe 
Have little leifir had to flepe and mete : That I thal faine ; beware of this mifchefe, 
All night (quod he) hath rain fo do me wake That there as now thou brought art to thy bliffe 
‘That fome of us I trowe ther heddis ake. That thou thy felf ne caufe it not to miffe ; 
And nere he came, and faid, How ftant it now, For of Fortun’is tharpe adverfite 
This merie morowe ? nece, how can ye fare 2 The worfté kinde of infortune is this, 
Crefeide anfwerde, Nevir the bet for you, Aman tohave ben in profperite, 
Voxe that ye ben, God yeve your herté care; And it remembir whan it paflid is; 
God helpe me fo ye caufid ail this fare, Thou’ art wife inough, forthy doe nat afnis s 
‘Trowe I, (quod fhe) for al} your wordis white: But not to cakill though thou fitté ‘warmie, « 
0 who fo teeth you knowith you full Hite ! For if thou be certain it woll the harme.. 
With that the began her face for to wrie ‘Thou art at efe, and hold the well therm, 
With the theté, and woxe for thame all redde, For all fg fure as redde is every fire - 
And Pandarns gan undir for to prie, As grete a crafte is t0 hepe well ar winne s 
Aad fayid, Nece, if that J thall ben dedde Bridle alzvaie thy fpech and thy defve, 
Mave here a fwerde and fmitith of my hedde : For Worldly joie boldeth not but &y @ wire, 
With that his arme all fodainly he thrifte That previth well, it breft al daie fo ofte, 
Vadir her necke, and at the Jatt her kifte. Forthy nede is to werkin with it fofte. 
mont pale Ql that, which chargith naught to fay + (Quod Troilus) ope, and God toforne, 
What! God TFave his deth, and fhe alfo My deré trende! that I thall fo me bere 
Foryave ; and with her uncle gan to plaic, ‘Phat in my gilt there thal] nothing ben lorne, 
Por othir caufe ne was there none than fo : Ne I will rakle for to grevin her ; 
But of this thing right to th’ effect to 80, It nedeth not this mattir oft to tere, 
2 time ywus home to her honfe the went, For wiftift thou mine herté wel, Pandare, 
And Pandarns hath fully His entent. God wote of this thou woulditt litil care, 
Now tourné we ayen to T roilus, Tho gan he tell him of his glade night, 
That reitdletle full long a bedde yhie, And whereof firft his hert ydradde and how, 
privily dent aftir Pandarus, And fayid, Frende, as 1 am a true knight, 
nt to come in all the haft he main + and by that faithe 1 owe to God and you, 
He come ation, not gis fried he naie, » Thad it nevir half fo hot as Tow, 
And ‘Troilus ful fobirly he rete, And cvir the more that défire.me biteth 
ind doune upon the bedd'is fide him fete. To love her heft the more it me deliteth. 
Troilus with all tw’ afeSioun - T not my felf nog wifely what it is, 
renely love that herté maie devife But now 1 felin a new quatite, 
‘fo Pandsrus on kneis fill adotne, Ye, al! anothir than I did er this. 
Ander that he would of the place arife Pandare anfwerid and faied thus, that he 
Me yan him thankin on his befte wiie; ‘That onis maie in hevin bliffe ybe 
An hundrid time he gin the time blefie He felith ot wayis, dare I {aic, 
Than thilké time he fir herd of it fai 
Ag ity 
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This is a worde for al, that Troilus 
‘Was nevir ful to-fpeke of this matere, 
And for to praifin unto Pandarps 
‘The bounte.of his bright lady fo dere, 
And Pandarus to thanke and‘makin chere : 
"This-tale was aie fpan newe to beginne 
‘Till that the night departid 2hem atwinne. 
Sone aftir this, for that, Fortune it would, 
Icomin was the blifsful timé fwete 
‘That Troilus was warnid that he fhould 
‘Therc he was erft Crefeide his lady mete, 
For whiche he felte his herte in joié flete, 
And faithfully gan all the goddis hery ; 
And let fe now if that he can:de“mery, 
And holdin was the forme and al the gife 
Of her comming, and eke of his alfo, 
As it was erft, whiche nedith nought devife; 
But plainly to th’ effecte right for to go, 
Jn joie and furete Pandarus *hem two 
A bedde ybrought whan that *hem bothé left, 
And thus thei ben in quiete and in reft, 
Naught nedith it to you, fithe thei ben met, 
'To afke at me if that thei blithe ywere ? 
For if it ert was well tho was it bet 
A thonfande folde, this nedith not enquere 5 
Ago was every {crow? and every fere, 
And bothe iwis thei had, and fo thei wende, * 
As mochil joie as herte maic comprehende. 
"This n’is no titil thing of for to fey, 
This paflith every wit for to devife, 
For eche of hem gan othir’s luft obey ; 
Felicite, whiche that thefe clerkis wife 
Commenidin fo, ne may not here fuffife ; 
‘This joye ne maie not writtin be with inke ; 
‘This paffith al that any hert maie thinke. 
Bat cruil day, fo welaway the ftounde ! 
Gan for to’ aprache, 9s thel by fignis knewe, 


For whiche*hem thought thei felin deth’iswounde : 


So wo was *hem that chaungin gan ther hewe, 
And day thei gonnin to difpife alnewe, °° 
Calling it traitour, envious, and worfe, 

And bittirly the day’is light thei corfe. 

© (Quod Troilus) Alas! now am I ware 
‘That Pyrois, and tho fwilte ftedis thre 

‘Whiche that ydrawin forth the Sunn’is chare 
Han gon fome bypathe in difpite of me, 

wind makith it fo foné day to b 

And for the Zunne him haftith thas to rife 

Ne fhall I neyir don him facrifife. 

Ent nedig daie departin hem muft fone; 
And whan ther fpeché don was and ther chere 
‘Thei twin anon, as thei were wont to done, 
Arid fettin thme of meting efte ifere, "2 
And many’ a night thei wrought in this mansre 
‘And thus Fortune a time yladde in joie 

, Crefeide and cke this king*is fon of ‘Troie, 

In fuffifaunce, in bliffe, and in finginges, 
This Troilus gan al his life to lede ; 

He fpendith, juftith, and makith feftinges; 
He gevith frely ofte, and chaungith wede ; 
He helde about him alwaie out of drede 

A worlde of fulke, as come him well of kinde, 
‘The frefhift and the beft that he could finde. 
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Poke IT 
‘That fuche a-voice was df him and a Reven 
Throughout the world of honour and largetle 
‘That it up.ronge unto the yate of heven; 
And as in love he was in fuche gladnefle 
‘That in his hert he demid as § gefle 
That there n’is lovir in this world at efe 
So we} as he, and thus gan love him plete. 
The godelihede or beaute whiche that Kinde 
In any othir lady had ifette 
Can not the mogntenaunce of a gnat unbinde 
About bis hert of al Crefeid’is nette; 
He was fo narowe’ jmafkid and iknette 
‘That is undon ig any manir fide 
That n’il nat ben for aught that maie betide. 
And by the hondc fui oftin he would take 
This Pindarus, and inte gardin Iede, 
And fuche a feft and fuche a procefle make 
Him of Crefeide, and of her womanhede, 
And of ber beaute, that withoutin 4rede 
It was an heven his wordis for to here, 
And than he wouldg fing in this manere : 
Love, that of erthe and fe hath govirnaunce, 
Eove, that: his heftis hath in hevin hie, 
Love, that with a right wholfome aliaunce 
Halte peple joynid as him lifte *hem gie, 
Love, that yknittith lawe and companie, 
And couplis doth in vertue for to dwel, 
Bde this accorde that I have talde and tel. 
‘That that the world with faith, whiche that is 
Diverfith fo his fteundis according, {ftable, 
That elementis that bethe difcordable 
Holdin a.bond¢ perpetually during, 
‘That Phoebus mote his rofy day forth bring, 
And that the mone hath lordship ore the nightes. 
Al this doeth Love; aie heried be his mightes! 
‘That that the fe, that gredy is ta flowen, 
Conftrainith to a certaine endé fo 
H's flodis, that fo figrfly thei ne growen 
Te drenchin erthe aid al for evirmo, 
And if that Love aujht let his bridil go 
Al that now lovith afondir fhould lepe, 
And loft were al that Love halt now to hepe, 
So would to God, that author is of kinde,+ 
‘That with his bonde Love of hiewcPive litt 
To ferchin hertis al, and faft to binde, 
That from his bonde no wight the wey out wilt, 
And hertis colde them wold I that he twift 
'To make "hem love, and that lift him aie rewe 
On hertis fore, and kepe hem that ben trewe. 
In allé nedis for the toun’is werre 
He was, and aie the fir in armis dight, 
And certainly, but if that bokis erre, 
‘| Save HeGor moft idradde of any wight; 
And thy: encrefe of hardineffe and might 
Come him of love, his ladies thanke to win, 
That altirid his fpirite fo within. 
In time of trace on hauking would he ride, 
Or ellis hunt the bore, beare, or lioun, 
The fmalé beilis let he gon befide ; 
And whan that he come riding into’ the tour 
Ful oft his lady from her window dour, 
As frefh as faucon comin out of mue, 
Ful redy was him godely to falue, 
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And moft of love and vertue was his {peche, ‘That pride and ire, envie and ‘avarice, 
And in difpite had he al wretchidneffe ; He gan to flie, and evesy othir vice. . 
And doutleffé no nede was him to befeche Thou lady bright, the doughtir cf Dione! : 
‘Yo honourin them that had worthineffe, ‘| Thy blinde and wingid fonne cke, Dan Cupided 
And efin ‘hem that werin in diftreffe ; Ye Suftrin Nine-eke! that by Helicone 
And giad was he if any wight wel ferde In hil Parnaffo liftin for to’ abide, 
‘Chat lovir was whan he it wift or herde, That ye thus ferre Lan deinid me to gide 


For, foth to faine, he loft helde every wight T can no more, bat fens that ye wol wende 
Pat if he were in Lov’is high fervice, | Ye beried ben for aie withoutin ende! 






I mené folke that aught it ben of right ; Through you haveT faid fully in my fong 
And ore al this fo wel coulde he devife Th’ eflecte and joie of Troilus fervice, 
OF fentiment, and in fo uncouthe wife Al be that there was fome difefe amdng, 
At his array, that every lovir thought As mine augtour to Jiftith to devife : 7 
‘Lbat al was well what fo he faid or wrought, My ‘Vhirdé Boke now ende Tin this wife, 
And though that he become of bode royal, And Tr in lufte and in quiete 
* im lift of pride at no wight for to chace ; Is with Crefeide, his owne ladie fwete, 


Benigne he was to eche in general, ° 
For which he gate him thanke in every place : 
#hus woulde Isove, iheried be his grace! 
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Bus all to itil, welaway the while! 

Laftith fuche joic, ithonkid be Fortune, 

"That femith trewift whan fhe woll begile, 

And can to folis fo her fonge entune 

"That fhe ’hem hent and blent, traitour commuue, 

And whan a wight is from her whele ithrowe 

‘Than laughith the, and makith him the mowe, 
From ‘Troilus the gan her brighté face 

Away to writhe, and toke of him non hede, 

And caite him clene out of his ladie's grace, 

And on her whele the fet up Diomede, 

¥or which min hert right mow ginnith to blede ; 

And now my pen, alas! with which I write, 

Quakith for drede of that I.muft endite : 


For how Crefeidé Troilus forfoke, 

Or at the left how that fhe was unkinde, 
Mote hennisforth ben matir of my Boke, 

As writin fotke through which it is in minde + 
Alas! that thei fhould evir caufé finde 

Yo fpeke her harme ! and if thei on her lie 
Iwis them felfe fhould have the vilanie. 

O ye Frinnyes! Night’is doughtirs thre, 
‘That endéfeffe complaine evir in painc, 
Mcgexra, Alecto, and ‘Tyfiphone, 

‘Thou cruil Mars eke! fathir of Quirine, 

‘This ike Fourth Boke helpith me for to fing. 
So that the Joos of Jove and lifeisgerr 

Of Troijus be fully thewid here. 
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T.rcaine in hoft, as I have faide er this, 
"The Grekis ftrong aboutin ‘Troié toune, ° 
Bitell that whan that Phebus fhining is 
Upon the brefte of Hercules Lioun. 
‘That Heélor with many a hold boroun 
* Catt ona daie with Grekis for to fight, 
As he was wont, to greve "hem what he might. 
N’ot I how long or thort it was biewene 
This purpofe and that day thei fightin mente ; 
But ona daie wel armid bright and thene 
Heetor and many’ a worthy knight out wente 
With fpcre in honde, and with bigge bowis bente, 
And in the berde, withoutin lengir lette, 
‘Ther fomen in the felde anon ’hem mette. 
The longs day with tpetis tharpe igrounde, 
With arowes, dactis, fwerdes, and macis fel, 
The fight, and bringin horfe and man to grounde, 
And with ther axis out the brainis quel; : 
But in the lait thoure, the fothe for to tel, 
‘Lhe folke of 'I'roie them felvin fo mifleden 
‘That with theworfe at night homeward thei fleden, 
«At whiché day was takin Antenor, 






Polydamas. and alfo Mencttes, 
Xanti don, Polyftenor, 
2 olite, C mzojan, Dan Ruphes, 


And othir leffe folk, 
So that for harme th: the folke of Troie 
Dredin to fefe a Brete pawte of ther joie. 

OF Priamus was yeve, lt Grekes Tequeft, 
A time of truce, and tho 'gei gonnin trete 
‘Ther prifoners to chaungin Ss@ht and left, 
And for the furphis yevin fommis grete ; 
This thiug anon was couthe in every ftrete, 
Bothe in th? affege, in toun, and ever} where, 
And with the firtt it came to Calchas “re, 

When Calchas knew this tretife thoutd yholde, 
In confittorie’ amonge the Grekis fone, 
He gan in thringe forthe with the lordis olde, 
And fet him there as he ‘was wont to donc, 
And with a chaungid face *hem bade a bone, 
Fer love of God, to done that reverence 
To ftintin noile, and yeve him andience, 

Than faid he thus, Lo! Lordis mine, I wag 
Troyan, as it is knowin out of drede, 
And if that you remembre? } am Calchas, 
‘That aldirfirft yave comfort to your nede, 
And toldé wel hy u thildin fpede, 


hebules, 








We that 





For dredéleffe through you thal in a ftounde 
Ben Troie ibrent, and betin doun' to grounde, 
And in what forme or in what manir wife 
This toun to fhende, and al your luft atcheve, 
Ye have er this wel berde me you devife ; 
This knowin ye, my Lordis, ‘asf leve, 
And for the Grekis werin me fo leve, 
came my felfe in my propir perfone 
To teche in this how you was beft to done, 
Having unto my trefour ne my rent 
Right no regarde in refpeéte of your efe, 
‘Thus al my gode J lefte and to you went, 
Wening in this you, Lordis, for to plefe ; 
But al that loffe ne doth me no difefe ; 
I vouchfafe do, as wifely have I joi, 
For you to lefe al that Ihave in Troie, 
” Save of a doughtir that i lefte, alas!, 
Sleping at home when out of Troie I ftert : 
O iterne, o cruil fathir thatI wast . - 
Howe might I have in that fo hard an hert ? 
| Alas that Ine? had brought her my thert ! 
For forow’ of which I wol nat live to morow. 
But if ye, Lordia, rewe Upon my forow, 
For bicaufe that Lfgwe no time er now 
Her to delivre’ I holdin have my pees, 
But now or nevir, if that it like you, 2 
1 may ler have right foné nowe doubtlees 3¢ 
© helpe and grace Amongis al this prees f 
Rewe on this olde caitife in diftreffe, 
Sith I through you have all this hévineffe. 
Ye have now caught and fettrid in Prifon 
Troyans inowe, and if your willis be 
My childe with one may have redemption ; 
Now for the love of God and of Dounte 
One of fo fele, alas! fo yefe him me ; 
What nede were it this prayir for to werne, 
Sith ye fhul have both folke and toun as yern? 
On peril of my life I fal nat lie, 
Apoile hath me tolde ful faithfully ; 
I have eke foundin by aftronomy, 
By fort, end eke by augury, trewely, 
And dare wel faie the time is fate by 
‘That fire and flambe on al the toun hal fprede, 
And thus thal Troie yturne to afhin dede, 
For certaine Phebus and Neptunus bothe, 
That makidin the wallis of the toun, 
| Ben with the folke of Troig alwaie fo wroth 
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That thei wol bring it to confufioun ; 

Right in difpite.of King Laomedoua, 

Bicaufe he n’olde payin ‘hem ther hire, 

The toun of ‘Troié fhal ben fet on fire. 
Telling his tale alway this oldé grey, 

Humble itt fpeche and in his loking eke, 

"The falté terris from his eyin twey 

Ful faft yronnin doun by eithir cheke ; 

So long he gan of focour *hem beleke 

‘That for to hele him of his forowes fore 

‘Thei gave him Antenor withoutin more. 

: + But who was glad inough but Calchas tho? 

And of this thing ful fone his nedis leide 

On them that theuldin for the tretife go, 

And them for Antenor ful ofté preide 

‘To bringin home King Thoas and Crefeide; 

‘And whan Priam his fafe conduct fent, 

TW embaffadours to toe ftreight they went. 
The caufe i-tolde of ther comming, the olde 

Priam the King ful fone in gencrall 

Gan hereupon his parliment to holde, 

Of whiche th’ effecte rchercin you I fhall: 

‘Th’ embaffadours ben anfwerde for finall 

"The cfchaunge of prifoners and al this nede 

*Hem fikith wel, and forth in thei procede, 
This Troilus was prefent in the place - 

Whan alkid was for Antenor Crefeide, 

For whiche ful fone to chaungin gan his face, 

As he that with tho wordis' wel nigh deide ; 

But nathéeffe he no worde to it feide, 

Left men fhould his afleGion efpie; 

With mann’is hert he gan his forowes drie. 
And ful of anguith and of grefly drede 

Abode what othir lordes would to it fey, 

And if that thei would graunt, as God forbede ! 

Th’ cfchaunge of her; then thought he thinges 

Firft how to fave her honor, and what wey [twey 

Je mighté beft th’ efchaunge of her withflonde ; 

Ful faft he caft how allé this might ftonde. 
Love him made alle preft to done her bide, 

And rathir dyin than that the thould go, 

But Reafon faid him on that othir fide 

Withoutin affent of her do nat fo, 

Left for thy werké fhe would be thy foe, 

And fain, that through thy meddling is iblowe 

Your bothe love ther it was erft not knowe. 
For whiche he gan deliberen for the beite, 

And though the lordis wouldin that fe went 

He woulde faffir them graunt what "hem left, 

And tel his lady firft what that thei ment; 

And when that fhe had faid him her entent, 

‘Theraftir would he werkin all fo blive 

‘Tho al the world ayen it would yftrive. 
Heétor with that full wel the Grekis herde 

For Antenor how thei would have Crefeide, 

Gan it withitonde, and fobirly anfwerde ; 

Sirs, fhe ne is no prifoner (he feide;) 

Ln’ot en you who that this chargé leide, 

But on my paste ye maie eftfones "hem tell 

We ufin hereno women for to fell. 
"The noife of peple upftert then atones 

As brimme as blafe of ftrawe ifet on fire, 

For infortune it would? for the sones 
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Thei fhouldin ther confufion defire. 

Heéor, (quod thei) what gofl may you enfpire 
This woman thus to fhilde, and done us lefe 
Dan Antenor? a wrong waie now ye chefe 

That is fo wife, aud eke fo bolde baroun, _ 
And we have nede of folke,'as men may fe; 
He is one of the gretift of this toun : 

O Hedor! Igtte fuche thy fantafies be ; 
Q.King Priam! (quod thei) thus feggé we, 
‘That all our voice is to forgone Crefeide, 
And to delivir Antenor thei preide. 

© Juvenal, Lorde ! trewe is thy fentence, 

That liti] wenin folke what is to yerne, 

‘That thei ne findin’ in ther defire offence, 

For cloude of errour ne lette *hem difcerve 
What beft is; and lo! here enfample’ as yerne ; 
Thete folke defirin now deliviraunce 

Of Antenor, that brought *hem to mifchaunce + 

For he was aftir traitour to the toune 
Of Troy, alas! thei quitte him out to rathe : 
Onicé world, Jo thy difcrecion ! 

Crefeidé, which that nevir did "hem fcathe, 

Shal nowe no lengir in her bliffe bathe, 

But Antenor he fha] come home to toune, * 
‘And fhe thal out : thus faid both heere and houne, 

For which delibered was by parliment 
For Antenor to yeldin out Crefeide, 

And it prononncid by the Prefident, 
Although that He@or nay ful ofté praide ; 
And finally, what wight that it withfaide 
It was for naught ; it muft yben and fhould, 
For fubftaunce of the parliment it would, 4 

Departid out 0’ th’ parliment echone, 
This ‘I'roilus, withoutin wordis mo, 

Unto his chambre fpedde him fait alone, 
But if it were a man of his or two, 
The whiche he bad out fafté for to go, 
Bicaufe that he would flepin, as he faide, 
And haftily upon bis bedde him laide. 

And as in wintir levis ben birafte 
Eche aftir othir til the trees be bare, 

So that there n’is but barke and braunche ilafte, 
Lithe Troilus biraft of eche welfgte— 

Iboundin in the blacké ppeke of carc, 

Difpofid wode out of fis witte to breide, 

So fore him fate the chyunging of Crefeide. 

He rift him up and ,‘very dore he fhette 
And window eke, and cho this wofull man 
Upon his bedd’is fi? adoune him fette, 

Ful like a ded image, both pale and wan, 
And in his breft the hepid wo began 
Out bruft, and he to workin in this wile, 
In his wo eneffe, as I thal you devife. 

Right as the wilde bulie beginnith fpring | 
Now here now there, idartid to the herte, 
‘And of his deth rorith in complaining, 

Right fo gan he about the chambre fterte, 
Smiting his breft aie with his fiitis {merte ; 
His hed to the’ wall, his body to the grounde, 
Ful ofte he fwapte, him feivin to confounde, 

His eyin two for pite of his herte 
Out fremidin as fwifte as wellis twey 3 
The high? fobbis of his forowes fmerte 
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His {peche him refte 3 unnethis might he fey 
© Deth, alas! why wilt thou do me dey? 
¢icurfid be that day which that Nature 
Yihope me to ben a liv'is creture ! 

Bat aftir, whan the fury’ and al the rage 
Whiche that his herts twift and fate thre 
By length of timé fomewhat gan afwage, 
Upon lis bedde he laide him deus to reft; 
But tho bepon his teres more out to breft, 
‘That wondir is the body maic fuffife 
‘To halfe this wo which that I you devife, 

Than faide he thus; Fortune, alas the while! 
What have I done? what have I the agilt ? 
How mightit thou for routhe thus me begile ? 
Is there no grace? and thal I thus be {pilt? 

 Shal thus Crefvide away for that thou wilt ? 
Alas! how mightift thou in thine hert finde 
To ben to me thus cruil and unkinde ? 

Have } the mat honourid al my live, 

As thou well wotef, above the goddis all ? 
Why wilt thou then of this joie me dgprive ? 
O Troilus! what nmiay men now the cal} 
But.wretche of wretchis, out of honour fat 
‘Into mife’ry ? in whiche I wol bewaile 
Crefuide, alas! til that the brethe me faile, 

Alas, Fortune ! if that my life in joie 
Dilplefid had unto thy foule envie, 

Why ne’ haddift thou my fathir King of Troy 
Birafte the life, or done my brethrin die, 


Or Maine my felfe, that thus complaine and crie? 


T combre world that maie of nothing ferve, 
But evir die and never fully flerve, 

Tf that Crefeide alone werin me lafte 
Naught raught I whidir thou woldift me ftere, 
And her, alas! than haft thou me birafte ; 
But evirmore, lo! this is thy manere, 

Toreve a wight that mofte is tehim dere, 
‘Vo preve in that thy gierfull violence; 
Thas am loft, there helpith no defence, 

O very Lorde! 0 Love, o god! alas! 

That knowift beft min hert and al my thought, 
What thal my foroufull life done in this cans 


Ear bat | fo dere have bought ? 


Sens ye Creleide auitrmkave fully brought 
Into your grace, and both ur hertis feled, 
How maie ye fuflre’, alas ye be repeled ? 

What I'may done ¥ thalf while Imay dure 
On live, in turment and i uill paine ; 
‘This infortunc and this disney 
Alone as I was borne T wol compkaine, 
Ne nevir wol F fene it thine or raine, 

But ende J woi as Buippe in derkncit® 
My wofull life, and dying in diftreffe. \ 

O wery ghoft! that errift to and fro, 
Why wilt thou flien out of the wofulleit 
Body that evir might on grounde ygo? 

O foul ! lurking in this woful acite, 

Flee forth anon, and do mine herte to brefte, 
And folowe Crefeids thy lady dere ; 

‘Thy right place is no lengir to ben here, 

O wolul eyin two! fens your difpurte 
Wes al to fane Crefeid’s eyin bright, 

What thal ye done, but for amy difcomforte 
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Stondin for naught and Wepin ont your fighe, 
fhe is queint that wont was you to light? 
In veine from this forth have 1 eyin twey 
Tformid, fens your vertue is awey. 

O my Crefeide! oF lady fovéraine t 
OF this forowfull foule that thus crieth 
Who thall now yc¥in comfort to thy paine? 
Alas! nowight; but whan mine bert ydicth 
My fpirite, whiche that fo unto yy hieth, 
Receve in gre, for that fall aie you ferve > 
Forthy no force istho the body fterve, 

O ye lovirs! that high upon the whele 
Ben fette of Fortune, in gode avinture ~ 
God lene that ye aie findin love'of flele, . 
And longé mete your life ip joy endure, 
But when ye comin by my fepalrure 
Remembrith that your felowe reftith there, 
For lL lovid cke, though I unworthy were, 

O olde unwholfome and miflivid map, 
Calchas ! mene! alas’. what tilid the 
To ben a Greke fens thou-art botne-Trojan } 
O Calchas! whiche that: wolt my bane he, 

Tn curfid time was thow borne forme; | - 

As wouldg blifsfull Jove. for Bis joye.. 
That I the had where that would in Troiet 
A thoufande fighis hottir than the glede 

Out of his bref eche aftir othir Wente, 
Medlid with plaintis newe, his wo to fede, 
For whiche his woful teris nevir ftente ; 
And, thortly, fo his forowes him to rente, 
He woxe fo mate that ne joy nor penaunce. - 
He felith none, but lyith in a traunce, 

Pandarus, whiche that in the parliment 
Had herde what every lord and burgeis feid;, 
And how ful grauntid was by one affent « 
For Antenor to yeldin out Crefeide, © F 
Gan wel nigh wode out of his wit ta breide, 
So that for wo he ne wilt what he mente, © 
But in a rage to Troilus he wente, 

A certuine knight that for the timé kepte 
The chambre dore. undid it him anone, 

And Pandarus, that ful tendirly wepte, 
Into the derke chambre as fil as Rone 
‘Yowarde the bedde gan foftly for to gone, 
So confufe that he ne witt what to fay; 
For very wo his witte was nigh away, 

And with his chere and loking al to torne 
For wo of this, and with his armis folden, 
He ftode this woful Troilus beforne, : 

And on his pitous face he gan beholden; 
But Lord! fo oftin gan kis hert to colden,a- 
Seying his frende in wo, whofe hevineffe 

His hert3 flough, as thought: him, for diftreffe. 

This woful wight, this Troilus, that felee 
His frende icomin-him to fe, 

Gan as the fnow ayenft ‘the funne tp melte, 
For whiche this woful Pandare of pite 

Gan for to wepe astendirly as he ; 

And fpechleffe thus ben thefe ilke twey, 
‘Phat neithir might for forow 0 worde fey. 

Bat at the left-this wolull Troilus, 

Nigh did for fmert, gan breftin out to rore, 
And with a forowful noife he faid thus, 
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‘Amonges his fobbis arid his Gzhis fore; 

Lo! Pandare, I anr ded, withoutin mores 

Haft thou nat herde at parliment, he feide, 

For Antenor how lofte is my Crefeide? 
This Pandarus, ful ded aud pale of hewe, 

Ful pitoufly anfwerid, and fuide Yes, 

As wifely were it fulle as itis mewe 

"That [have herde, and wote all how it is! 





D mercy, God! who would have trowid this? _ 


Who would have wende that int fo lite a throw 
Fortune oar joye would havin ovirthrow ? 

* For of in this world there is no creture, 
Asto my dome, that evir fawe ruine 
S:raungir then this through cafe. or avintures 
Yet who may al efchue or al devine? 

Suche is this world. Forthy I thus define, 
Ne truttith no wight to tinde in Fortune 
‘Ait propertie; her yeftis ben commune. 

But tcl me this; why thou att now fo mad, ** 
*1'o forowen thus why lifte thou in this wife, 
ens thy defire al wholly haft thou had, 

So that by right it ought inough fuffice? 
But J, that nevir felte in my fervice 

‘A frendly chere or loking of an eye; 

Let me thus wepe and wailin til I dye. 

‘And ore al this, as thou wel woft thy felvey 
"This toune is ful of Jadies a} abonte, 

And to my dome fairir than fuche twelve 
‘As er fhe was Shall [ finde in a route, 

Ye, one or twey, withoutin any doute : 
Forthy be glade, mine own? deré brother! 
If the be loft we thal recovte’ un other. 

What! God forbid alway that cche plefaunce 
In o thing were, and in non othir wight 5 
If one can finge, anothir can we) daunce, 
if this be godely fhe is glad and light, 

‘And this is faire and that can gode aright 5 
‘che for his vertuc holdin is full dere 
Bothe heroner and faucon tor rivere, 

‘And cke, as writ Zanfis, that was full wife, 
The newe lave out chafith oft the old, 

And upon newe eafe lyith newe avile ; 
‘Thinke eke thy felf to favin thou art hold; 
Soche fire by proceffe fhall of kindé cold, 
For fens it is but cafuell plefaunce 

Some cafe fhal put it out of remembraunce, 

For all (o fure as daie cometh aftir night 

The newe love, labour, or othir wo, 

O- ellis feléé feing of a wight, 

Doen old affedtions all ovir go3 

And for thy part thou fhalt have one of tho 
To abredge with thy bittir painis fmertes 
Abfence of her fhall drive her out of herte. 

"Phefe wordis faied, he for the nonis all 
To helpe his frende, left he for forowe decide, 
For doubtéleffe to docn his wo te fall 

_ He ne raught nat what unthrift that he feides 

But Troiius, that nigh for forovve decide, 
Toke little hede of all that ere he ment; 

One ere it herd, at the’ othir out it went. 

But at the aft he anfwerde, and faid, Frend, 
This jecheraft, or yhelid thus to be, 

¢ well fitting if that I were a fond, 
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To traifin her that tree is unto me} 
I praic God let this counfail nevir the, 
But doc me rathir fterve anon right here 
Er I thus doen as thou me wouldilt lere, ~ 
She that I ferve iwis, what fo thou feie, 
‘To whom mine herte enbabite is by right, 
Shall have me wholly her’s till that L deie; 
For, Pandafus, fens { have trouth her hight, 
J woll nat ben untrue fo: any wight, 
But as her man | woll aie live and fterve, 
‘And nevir wolle non othr ercture ferve. 
‘And there thou faief thou fhalt as faire yind 
As fhe, let be; make no comparifon 
To a creture iformid here by Kindes 
O leve, Pandarus' thy conclofions 
I woil nat ben of thine opiuion 
Vouching all this, for whiche 1 the befeché 
So holde thy pece; thou flact me with thy fpeches 
"Thou biddift me that I thould fo¥e another 
‘All frefhly newe; and let Crefeide go j 
It lithe nat in my powir, lev’ brother, 
And though Imight yct would I nat doe fo 
But canft thou playin rake to and fro, th 
Nertle’ in Docke out,now this now that, Pandare? * 
Now foulé fall her for thy wo that carc! 
hou farift eke by me, thou Pandarus, 
Ashe that whan a wight is wo bigon 
He cometh to him apace and faith right thas, 
Thinke not on fmert and thou fhait fel: none. 
"Thou maieft me firft tranfmewin in a ftone, 
And reve me of my paffionis all, 
Or thou fo light'y do my wo to fall. 
"The deth maic well out of my breft depart 
The hife, fo long maie laft this forowe. mine, 
But fro my foulé thall Crefeid’is dart 
Out nevirmore, but doung with Proferpine, 
Whan J am dedde, I woll go won in pine, 
And there I woll eternally complain 
My wo, and kow that twinnid be we twain. 
‘Thou haft here made an argument full fine, 
How that it fhouldin laff: pain ybe 
Crefeidé to forgon, for fhe was mine, 
And lived in efe and in felicite j, 
Why gabbift thou, that anit erit to me 
That him is wors that. fro wele ithrowe 
‘Than he had erft none of that wele iknowe? 
But tel me now, fen,:that the thinketh fo light 
‘To chaungin fo in loy*aie to and fro, : 
Why haft thou nap*en bufily thy might 
‘To chaungin hex‘chat doeth the al thy wo ? 
Why n’ilt thou let her fro thine herte go? 
Why n‘ilty-hou love anothir lady fwete, 
‘That maj: thine herté fettin in quiete? 
Ifthof hait had in love aie yet mifchaunce, 
And canft it not out of thine herté drive, 
1 that have lived in luft and in plefuunce 
‘With her, as moche as any wight on live, 
How should I that foryet, and that fo blive? 
O! where hai thou ben hid fo long in mewe 
That canft fo well and form ‘liche argewe? 
Naie, Pandarus, naught worth is all thy rede, 
But doutile(s for ought that may befall, ‘ 
Withoutin wordis mo, I woll ben dede« 
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© Deth! that endir art of forowesail, 
Come now, fens I fo oft aftir the call, 
For fely is that deth, foth for to fain, 
That oft iclepid comcth and endith pain. 
Well wote I, while my life was in quicte, 
Er thou me flue I would bave yevin hire, 
But now thy comming is to me fo fwete 
‘That in this worlde I nothing fo defire : 
O Deth! fens with this forowe P am afire, 
‘Thou eithir doe me’ anon in teris drenche 
Or with thy coldé ftroke mine hertd quenche. 
Sens that thou flactt fo fele in fondry wife 
Ayentt ther will, unprayid, daic and night, 
Doe me at my requeft2 this fervice, 
Deliver now the worlde, fo docft thou right, 
OF me, that am the forow!ullift wight 
That evir was, for time is that I fterve 
Sens in this world of right naught do I ferve, 
‘This ‘Vroilus im teris gan diftill, 
Aslicour out of a limbeck full fatt, 
And Pandarus gan holde his tonge {til}, 
‘And to the ground his cyin doune he cat, 
Bur pathéletie thus thought heat the lufts 
‘What! parde rathir than my felowe deie 
Yet thall 1 fomwhat more unto him feie. 
And fayid, Frond, fens thou haft foche diftreffe, 
And fens the lift mine argumentis blame, 
Why a'ilt thou thy felvin helpe doen redreffe, 
And with thy manhode lettin all this game ? 
Go ravithe her, ne canft thou not for fhame ? 
And cithir let her out of touné fare 
Or hold her fill, and leve thy nicé fare. 
Art thou in ‘Troie and hait non hardiment 
To take a woman whiche that lovith the, 
And would her felvin ben of thine affent ? 
Now is nat this a nicé vanite ? 
Rife up anon and let this weping be, 
And kith chou art a man, for in this hour 
Twollben dedde or fhe thall bein our. 
‘To this an(werde him Troilus full (oft, 
And faied, Iwis, my leve brothir dere ! 
is have 1 my felf yet thought full oft, 
ud more u devifift here, 
But why ¢ 4 ou thalt well here, 
And whan thou haft me yeyin audience 
Theraftir maicf thou tell ax thy fentence. 
Firft, fin thou woft this tqun hath ali this werre 
For ravifhing of women fo ay night, 
wt thould not ben yfuffrid me terre, 
Asit flont now, ne doen fo grete snricht ; 
T thould have alfo blume of every wig! 
My fathir's graunt if that I fo withftocag, 
Sens fhe is chaungid for the toun’is godep 
Thave eke thought, fo it were her afferre, 
“To afke her of my fathir of his grace, 
‘han thinke I this were her accuftinent, 
Sens well I wot J maie her not purchace; 
For fens my fathir in fo high a place 
As parliment hath her efchaunge enfeled 
He n’ill for me his Jertir be repeted, 
Yet drede I mofte her herte to. perturbe 
With violence, if I doe foche a game, 
For if1 would it opinly difurbe 
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ft muft be difclaundre unto her Name,, | 
And me were levir die than her dufame, 
As n’oldé God, but if that 1 thould have 
Her honour levir than my life to fave. 
Thus am I loft, for aught that f can fe, 
For certain is that fith I am her knight 
T muft her honour Jevir have than me 
In every cafe, as lovir ought of right : 
‘Thus am I with defire and refon twight, 
Defire for to diftourbin her me redeth, 
And refon nil! not, fo mine herté dredeth, 
Thus weping, that he ne couid nevir cele, 
He faid, Alas! how thall 1 wretché fare? 
For well fele I alwaie my love encrefe, 
And hope is Jaffe and laffe alway, Pandare; 
Encrefin eke the caufis of my care ; 
So welawaie! why n’ill mine herté breit? 
For why? in love there is but Jittle reft. 
Pandare anfwerid, Frend, thou maieft for me _ 
Doen as the lift, but had 1 it fo hote, 
Aud thine eftate, the fhould ygo with me; 
Tho all this toun cried on this thing by note, 
I olde fet all that noife at a grote, 
For whan men have well cried than woll thei rount 
Eke wondir laft butix daies nere in toun, 
Devinith not in refon aie fo depe, 
Ne curtifly, but helpe thy felf anon ; 
Bet is that othir than thy felvin wepe, 
And namily fens ye two ben all one : 
Rite up, for by ntine hedde the fhall not gone, 
And rathir ben in blame a little found 
‘Than tkerve here as a gnat withoutin wound. 
It is no thame unto you ne no vice . 
Her to witholdin that the lovith motte: 
Paraviuture the might holde the for nice 
To Jette her go thus to the Grekis hofte + 
Thivke eke Fortune, as well thy felvin wofte, 
Helpith the hardia man to bis emprifi, 
And weivith wretchis for ther cowardife. 
And though thy lady would alitc her grevey 
‘Thou fhalt thy Self thy pece hercaltir make 5 
But as to me certain | can not leve 
‘That fhe would it as now for cvill take, 
Why fhouldé than for fere thine herté quake ? 
‘Thinke how that Paris hath, that is thy brother 
A love, and why thal thou not have another ? 
And, Troilus, o thing I dare the fwere, 
‘That if Crefcidé, whiche that is thy lefe, 
Now lovith the as well as thou doelt here, 
God helpe me fo, the will not take agrefe 
Though thou do bote anon in this miichefe; 
And if the wilnith fro the for to paffe ' 
Than is the falfe, fo love her well the laffe. 
Forthy take hert, and thinke right as a knight 
Through love is brokin al daie every lawe; 
Kith now fomwhat thy corage and thy might; 
Have mercie on thy felf; for any awe 
Let not this wretchid wo thine hert ygnawe, 
But manly fet the worlde on fixe and fe ven, 
And if thou die 2 martyr go to heven. 
{woll my felf ben with the at this dede, 
‘Though I and all my kin upou a ound 
Should in a firete as doggis liggin cede, , 
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‘Through-girt with many a wide blodie wound; 
In every cafe t woll a frend be found; 
And if the litte here ftervin as a wretche 
Adieu, the devill {pedé him that retche ‘ 
“his Troilus gan with tho wordis quicke, 
And fayid, Frend, graunt mercie ! Taffent, 
But certainly thou maicf nat fo me pricke, 
‘Ne painé none ne maie me'fo tourment, 
"That for no cafe, it is not mine entent, 
At thort wordis, though that I dyin fhould, 
+ ‘To ravifh her but if her felf it would. 

Why, fo mene f (quod Pandare) al this day ; 
But tell me than, haft thowher well affaied 
"That foroweft thus? and he anfwerde him Naie. 
‘Whereof art thou (quod Pandare) than difmaied, 
"That n’ofte not that fhe wol ben i] apaied 
"T'o ravithe her, fens thou haft not ben there, 
But if that Jove the tolde it in thine ere? 

Forthy rife up, as naught ne were, anon, 
And wafhe thy face, and to the hing thou wend, 
Or he maie wondrin whidir thou art gon; 
"hou mutt with wifedome him and othir blend, 
Or upon cafe he mie aftir the fend 
Or thou be ware: and, fhortly, brothir dere { 
Be glad, and tet me werke in this mattere 

For I fhall thape it fo that fikirly 
"Thou fbalt this night fonitime in fome manere 
Come fpekin with thy ladie privily, 

And by her wordis, cke as by her chere, 
‘Thon shalt full fone aperceve and well here 
Of her entent, and in this cafe the beft ; 
And fare now well, for in this poiné 1 reft. 

The fwift Fame, whiche that fals thingis 
Equal} reportith like the thingis true, 

‘Was throughout Troie ifled with preft wingis 
ro man to man, and made his tale all newe, 
How Culchas doughtir with her brighté hewe 
At parliment, withoutin wordis more, 
Igrauntid was in chaunge of Antenore. 

The whiché tale anon right as Crefeide 
Had herd, the, whiche that of her fathir rought 
(As in this cafe) right naught, ne whan he deide, 
Full bufily to Jupiter befoughe 
Yeve him mifchauncé that this tretis brought : 
But, fhortly, left thefe talis fothé were 
She durft at no wight alkin it for fere. 

‘As fhe that had her hert and all her minde 
On Troilus ifet fo wondir fat 
‘That all this world ne might her love unbind, 
Ne ‘Troilus out of her herté caft, 

She would ben his while that her life maic laft; 
And fhe thus brennith bothe in love and drede 
So that fhe ne wift what was beft to rede. 

Bat as men fene in toune and all about, 

‘That Women ufe ther frendis to vifite, 

So to Crefeide of wonien came a rout 

For pitous joie, and wendin her delite, 

‘And with ther talis, dere inough a mite, 
'Thefe women, whiche that in the cite dwell, 
‘Thei fet *hem doune, and faicd as F thal tell. 

(Quod firft that one) Lam glad truily 
Bicquie of you, that fhall your fathir fe. 
Anothir faced, Iwis fo am not T, 
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; For all to little hath the with us be. 
(Quod tho the thirde) I hope iwis that the 
Shall bringin us the pece on every fide, 
"That whan fhe goth Almightie God her gide ! 
Tho wordis and tho womannifhe thingis 
She herd "hem right as though fhe thennis were, 
For God it wote her herte on othir thing is; 
‘Although the body fat emong "hem there 
Her advertence is alwaie ellis where 5 
For Troilus fuil fat her fouls fought ; 
WitKoutin worde on him alwaie fhe thought. 
Thefe women that thus wendin her to plef 
Aboutin naught gon all ther talis {pende; 
Soche vanite ne can deen her none efe, 
As fhe that all this mené whil brende 
Of othir paffion than thei ywende, 
So that the felte almofte her herté die 
For wo, and werie of that comparic, 
For which? might fhe no lengir refrain 
Her teris, thei ganin fo up to well, 
That gavin fignis of her bittir pain 
In whiche her fpirite was and mutt ydwelt, 
Remembring her from heven unto which hel” 
She fallin was fens the forgo the fight 
OF Troilus, and forowfully the fight. 
And thilke folis fitting her about 
- Wendin that fhe had wept and fighid fore, 
Bicaufe that fhe fhouldin out of the rout 
Departin, and nevir plaie with hem more ; 
And thei that haddin knowin her of yore 
Se her fo wepe, and thought it was kindneffe, 
And eche of "hem wept eke for her diftreife. 
And bufilie thei gonnia her comforte 
On thing God wot on which fhe little tho 
And with ther talis wendin her difporte, 
And to be glad thei oftin her befought 5 
But foche an efe therwith thei in her wrought 
Right as a man is efid for to fele 
For ache of hedde to clawen’ him on his hele. 
But aftir all this nic? vanite 
Thei toke ther leve, and home thei wentin all ; 
Crefeid}, fuli of forowful pite, Et 
Into her chambre’ up wept the hall, 
And on her bedde fhe fran for dedde to fall, 
In purpofe nevir theipis for to rife, 
And thus fke wrough jy as 1 fliall you devife. 
Her owndid heer, frat fonnifhe was of hewe, 
She rent, and eke }/fingirs long and fma 
She wrong fall ¢%, and bade God on her rue, 
And with gre eath to doe bote on her bale ; 
Her hew?, whilom bright, that tho was pale, 
Bare wit .efle of her wo and her conftreint, 
‘And th, $ the fpake, fobbing in her compleint : 
‘Aks! (quod fhe) out of this regioun 
I, wofall wretche and infortunid wight, 
And borne in curfid conftelacioun, 
Mote gon, and thus departin fro my knight} 
Wo worthe, alas! that ilke day’is light 
On which I fawe him firft with eyin twain 
"That canfith me and f him all this pain! 
Therwith the teris from her eyin two 
Doune fell as thowris full in Aprill fwithe, 
Her whicé bref fhe bet, acd for che we 
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Altir the deth the cried a thoufande fithe, 
Sens he that wont her wo was for to lith 
She mote forgon, for whiche difavinture 
She helde her fellin a foriof creture. 

She faicd, How thall he doen and I alfo! 
How fhould I live if that T frora him twin ! 
© deré herte eke, that I love fo, 
Wio fhall that forowe flacn that y 
© Calehas, fathir! thine be ull this fin ! 
O mothir mine, that clepid were Argive, 
Wo worth that daie that thou me bare on live! 

‘Yo what fine fhould t live and forowen thus? 
How fhould a fithe withoutin watir dure? 
What is Crefeidé worth from ‘Troilus ? 

How fhould a plant or? any othir creture 
\.ivin withoute his kindly noriture ? 

Kor whicke full oft a byword here [ fete, 
‘That crthélely mote grene mets fonc deye. 

I thall deen thus, fens neither fwerd ne dart 

Dsre I none handle for the cruilte, 

Uhat ilk daie that I fro you depart, 

1 forowe of that will nat my bane be, 
“han {hall no mete ne drinke ycome in me 
‘Pill: my foule out of auy brett untheth, 
And thus my folvin woll Edoen to deth. 

And, Treilas, nzy clothis everichone 
Shull black? ben, in tokining, herte fwete | 
Phat Tat as out of this worlde agone 
‘Shat wont ywas you to fet in quiete, 

“And of mine ordir nic, till deth me mete, 
‘Woe obfervaunce evir in your abfence 
Shall forowe ben, complaint and abftinence. 

Mine herte, and eke the wofull ghoft therein, 
Biqueth I with your {pitite to.complain 
rnally, for thei thall nevir twin; 
or though in yerth ytwinnid be we twair, 

Yee in the felde of pite, out of pain, 
‘That hight Blyfium, we fhall ben yfere, 
\s Orpheus and Eurydice his fere, 
Thus, herté mine! for Antenor, alas! 
J fone thall be yehaungid, as I wene ; 
Bos full ye doen in this wofull caas? 
Mow thai? Sour i herté thus futtein ? 
But, hertd imine fae he forowe, amd tene, 
And me alfo; for, fothly Vor to feie, 
Se ye well fare I retche rt for to dgie, 

How might it evir red‘e ben orifong 
‘Phe phentis chat the made¥n her diftreffe ? 
Jovot, but as for me, my lirt 
HE difcrivin would her hevine ~~ 
it fhould ymake her forowe fem? [ods 
‘Than that it Was, and chilcdifbly defag é 
Her hie complaint, and therfore 1 it pe: 








































hat for the bett it was accordid thus, 
Ant be full glad to doen him that fervice 
nto Crefeide in a full fecrete wife, 
rere us the faie in tourment and in 
Came her to tell all wholly his ineflage 
«And fonde that the her felvin gan to trete 
Full picoufly, for with her alts. teves 

Hye face ibathid wos fall wete, 
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Her mightie treflis of her fonnifhe heres 
Unbroidin hangin ail aut her eres, 
Whiche yavin him very fignall mattire 
OF deth, whiche that her herté gan detire, 

Whan fhe him {awe the gan for forow 
Her tery face atwixt her armis hide, 
For whiche this Pandare ts fo wo bigon 
‘That in the hous he might unngth abide, 

As he that felt forowe on every fide, 
For if Crefeide had erft complainid fore 
‘Tho yan the plain a thoufatide timis more, 

And in afpre plainté thus fhe feide 5 
Pandare, my eme, of joyis mo than two 
Was caufe, caine firit to me Crefeide, 

That now tranfinutid bin in ernil Wo, 
Wher’ thait I faie to you welcome on no, 
That aldirfirt me brongitt unto fervide 
Of love, alas! that endith in foche wife? 

Endith than love in wo ? Ye, or men lieth, 
And every worldly bliffe, as thinkith me: 
“Che ende of bliife aie forowe occupieth 
And who fo trowith not that it fo be - 

Let him upon me wofull wretché fe, 
and aie my birtha curfe, 
Feling alwaic fro wicke { 0 to worle, 

Whofo me feeth feeth forowe al} atonis, 
Painc, turment, wo, and piaint, and eke ditttefs 
Out of my wofuli odie harme there none is, 
As lanyour, anguifhe, cruill bittirnesie, 
Annoic, fmarte, drede, furie, and cke fikneffe ¢ 
I trowe iwis from hevin teris rain 
For pite of my afpre’ and cruil} pain, 

O thou my fuftir ! full of difcomfort, 
(Quod Pandarus) what thinkift thou to doe? 
Why ne’ haft thou to thy felvin fome refport 
Why wii thou thus thy feif, alas! fordo ? 
lieve ail this werke, and take now hede to 
That I thal! fain, and herken’ of gode entent 
This that hy me thy Troilus the fent, 

Tournid her tho Crefeide a wo making 
So grete, that it a deth was for to fe; 

Alax! (quod the) what wordis maie ye bring; 
What woll my dere herte fendin uuto me, 
Whiche that ¥ dred? nevit more to fe? 

Woll he have plaint or terisere I wende ? 
Thave inough if he therafeir fende. 

She was right foche to fene in her vifa e 

As is that wight that men on bere ybinde, 

Her face, like of paradis the image 

Wasall ichaungid in anothir kinde; 

The plaic, the laughtir, men wver wont to fing, 
In her, and eke her joyis evrichone, 

Ben fledde ; and thus lieth Crefeidé alone, 

About her eyin two a purpre ring 

Bitrent, in fothfaft tokening of her pain,.. 
‘That to behold it was 2 dedly thing, 

For whiche Pandarus ne might nat reftrain 
The teris from his eyin for to rains 

But oath “leffe as he beft might he feide 
From Troilus thefe wordis to Crefeide : 

Lo! nece. T trowe well ye han herd all how 
The King, with o:bir Jordis, for the beft . 
Hath made efchaunge of Antenor and you; 
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"That caufe is of this forowe and unreft 
But how this-wafe doth Troilus moleft 
‘This maie rene yerthly mana’is tong yfaie ; 
‘For very wo-his wit is all awaie : 
. For ‘whiche we have fo forowed he and 1, 
‘That jrite little it had bothe us flawe, 
Bat through my counfaile this daie, finally, . 
He fomwhat hath, tro weping him withdrawe, 
And femith me that he defirith fawe 
‘With you to ben all night, for to devife 
Remedic’ of this, if, there were any wile. 
This, fhort and plain, th’ effect of my meflage, 
As ferforthe as any, wit can comprehende, 
For ye that her of tourment in foche rage 
Maic to no long prologve as. now entende, 
‘And hereupon ye maie anfwere him fende ; 
.And for the love of God, my neeé dere! 
.§6 leve this wo or Troilus be here. 
Giete is my wo; (quod the) and fighid fore, 
As fhe that felith acdly fharpe diftreffe, 
Bot yet to me his forowe’ is makill more, 
That love him bet than he himlelf I geffe. 
Alas! for me hath be foche hevineffc ? 
Can he for me fo pitoufly complain? 
Iwis this forowe doublith all my pain. 
Grevous to me, Gud wot, it ix to twiny 
{Quod fhe)’ but yet it hardiris tame.» - 
‘Yo-lene that forowe which that he is in, 
For well wot 1 it woll my bané be, 
An@ die I woll in certain tho (quod fhe :) 
» But bid him come er Deth that thus me threteth 
Drive out that ghoft.which in min hert ybeteth. 
‘Thefe wordis faied, fhe on her armis two 
¥ill piuffe, and. gan to wepin pitoufly. 
(Qiod Pandarus) Alas! why doe ye fo, 
Sens ye well wote the time is fafté by 
"Vhat he fhali come? arife up haftily, 
“That he you nat biwopin thus yfinde, 
But ye wol have him wode out of his minde ? 
For wift he that ye farde in this manere 
He would himfelfin flea ; and if I wende 
‘To have this fare he fhould not comin: here 
Fof all the gode that Priam maie difpende, 
For to what fine he would anon pretende, 
‘That know I'well; and forthy yet} feie 
Bo leve this forowe’, or plainly, he woll deie + 
And fhiapith you his forowe for to’ abredge 
And nat cnerefin, lefé necc fwete ! 
Bethe rathir to him canfeof plat than edge, 
‘And with fome wifédom ye hisforowes bete 
What helpith it to wepin full a ftrete, 
Or though ye bothe in falte teris dreint ? 
Bet ir atime of cure aie than of pleint. 
«I mené thus, whan I bim hithir bring, 
Sens ye be wife, and bothe of one affent, 
So fhapith how to diftourbe your going, 
Or come aycn fone aftir ye he went: 
Women ben wile in fhort avifgment; 
nd let fene how your wit shall now availe, 
And what that 1 mic help tt thall nat faile. 
. Go, (quod Crefeide) and, uncle, truily 
1 fhail docn all my might me to reftrain 
Krom weping in his ight, aud bufily 
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Him for to glad I fhall doen ali my pain, 
And in my herté {Ukin every vain : 

If to this fore there maie ben foundin falve 
Tt fhall not lacke certaine on mine behalve. 

Goth Pandarus, and ‘Troilus he fought, 
Till in a temple’ he found him all alone, 
Ashe that of his life no Jengir rought, 

But to the pitous goddis everichone 

Full tendirly he praied and made his mone, 
To doen him fone out of this worlde to pace, 
For wel he thought there was non othir grace. 

And, fhortly, ali the fothé for to Lcie, 

He was fo fallin in difpaire that daie 
“That uttirly he fhope him for to deie s 
Vor right thus was his argument alwai 
He faied he n’as but lorne, welawai 
For all that cometh cometh by neceffite, 

‘Vhus to ben lorne it is my deftine 3 

For certainly this wore I well, he faide 
That forefight of the divine purveiaunce 
Had fene alwaie me to forgon Crefeide, 

Sens God feeth every thing out of doutaunces 
And them difpofith through his erdinaunce 
In his meritis fothly for to be 

As thei {hull comin by predeftine. 

But nathéleffe, alas! whom thaff ¥ leve? 
For there ben greté clerkismany one 
‘That deftine through argumentis preve, 

And fome yfain that nedely there is none, 
Bur that fre choice is yeven’ us cverichone. 
O welawaie ! fo fligh arne clerkis old 

"Yhat 1 not whofe opinion J] maiv hold. 

For fome men fain that God fecth al biforne, 
Ne God maie nat decevid ben parde ; 7 
‘Than mote it fallin, though men had it fworney 
That purveiaunce hath fene beforne to be 5 
Wherefore J faie that from eterne if he 
Hath wift beforn our thought cke as our dede 
We have no fre choice, as thefe clerkis rede. 

For othir thought nor othir dede alfo 
Might nevir hen ‘but foche as purveiaunce, 
Whiche miaie uot ben difcevid nevir mo. 

Hath feled biforne withoutin jazporniice 
For if there might yb variaunce 

‘To writhin out fro G,,ld’is purveying 2 
There n’are no prefciuce of thing comming; 

But it were rathir 44 opinion 

Uncertain, and no ity,-tatt forcfeing ; 

And certis that vx.¢ an abufion 

That God thyp’d have no perfed clere weting 
More thagae men, that have doubtous wening : 
But fochqan esrour upon God to geffe 

Were fane and foule, and wickid curfideneffe, 

Eke ‘ais is an gpinion of fome 
That have ther top ful high and fmothe ifhore, 
Thei fain right thus, that thing is nat to come 
For chat the prefcience hath fene before 
That it fhall come, but thei fain that sherfore 
‘That it fhal come, therfore the purveiaunce 
Wore it beforne witheutin iguoraunce, 

And in this manir this neceflite 
Retournith in his place contrary’ againe, 

For nedefully behovith it nat be 





























S thingis fillinineertaine > 


“That ben purveyed, but nedefally’, as thei faine,’ 


Behovith it that chingis which that fall 
‘Than thei in certaine ben purveyid all ; 
“U mene as though I laboured me in this 


To enquire which thing caufe of -which thing be, 


As whethir that the prefcience of God is 

The certuine caufe of the neceffite 

OF thingis that to comin be parde, 

Or if neceffite of thing coming 

Be the caufe certaine of the purveying, : 
But nowé ne’ enforce } me not in dhewing 

Hew the’ ordir of the caufis fant, but wot f 

That it behovith that the befalling 

OF thingis witté before certainly 

Be neeeffarie, al feme it not therby 

That prefcience put falling neceffayte 

To thing to come, al falit foule or faire s 

w For if there fit a man yonde on a fe, 

Than by necetlite behovith it 

certis thine opinion {othe be 

‘That wenift or conjectift that he fit; 

4ing furthirovir now, ayenwarde hit, 

Lo! right fo is it on the part contrarie, 

As thus; now hetkin, for f wol nat tarie : 
I fay that if the opinion of the 

Be fothe for that he fit, than fay I this; 

That he mote fittin by neceflite, 

And thus neceflite in eithir is; 

For in him nede of fitting is iwis, é 

And in the nede of fothe; and thus forfothe 

There mote neceflite ben in you bothe, 
But thou maift faine, the man fit nat therfore 

‘That thine opinion of his fitting foth is, 

Buc rathir for the man fate there before, 

Theriore is thine opinion fothe iwis : 

And I fay, though the caufe of fothe is this 

Cometh of his Gtting, yee neceflite 

Is enterchaungid bothe in him and the. 
‘Thus in the famé wife out of doutance 

I maie wel makin, as it femith me, 

PLesefoning of Godd’is Purveyaunce} 

And of ‘ive thimeia that to comin be, 

By whiché elon morieae wel ife 

Thae thilké thingis thathin erthe befall 

That by neceflite thei ¢wmin all: , : 
For although that this thing thall come iwis; 

Therfore is ie purveyid Sagtainly, * 

Nut that it cometh for it pur 

Yet nathélefle behoveth it ned? 

That thing to come be purveyid trey 

Or ellis thingis that purveyid be, 

That the} betidin by neceffite. a 

., And thus fuffifith right inough certsine 

For to diftroie our fre choile everydell ; 

But now is this abufin to faine 

‘That falling of the thingis temporell 

Is caufe of Godd’is prefeience eternell; 

Now trewily that is a falfe fentence : 

‘That thing to come thould caufe his prefcience; 
What might I wene and Lhad fuche a thought, 
jut that God purveiethtthing that is to come 

For that it is to come, and ellis bought? 
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So might f wene that thingis all and fotfie . 
‘That whilom ben bifall and ovircome 
Ben caufe of thiike foveraine purveiaunca 
That forwote al withoutin ighoraunce. 
And ore al this yet fay I more therto, 
‘That right as whan 1 wote there is a thing 
Iwis that mote nedefally be fo, 
Eke right fo whan | wotea thing coming, 
So mote it come; and thus the befallin, 
OF thingis that ben wifte afore the tide 
‘Thei mote not ben efchewid on no fide, 
Than faid he thus, Almighty Jove in 
That wottett of all this thing the fothfathni 

Rewe on my forowe, and do itie dien fone, 
Or bring Crefeide and me fro this difreffe, 
And while he was in all this hevineffe, 
Dilputing with himfelfe in this matere, 2 
Came Pandare in, and feide as ye maie here ; 

O mighty God (quod Pandarus) in tronet 
Eigh ! who faw er a wife man farin fof ~ 
Way, Troilus! what thinkit thou to dong f 

Lg thou Fach Taft to ben ids then foe he 
What! parde yet is not Dodede ap 
Why lift the fo thy felfe fordon for dred 
That in thine hed thine eyin femin dede: 

* Haft thou nat livid many’ a yere beforné 
Witkoutin her, and farde fal wel dt efe? 
Art thou for her and for one othir borne ? 
Hath Kinde the wrought al only her to plete? 
Let be, and thinke right thus in thy difefe, 
‘That in the dice right as there fallin chaunces; * 
Right fo in love there come and on, Plefapdcemy 

And yet this is 4 wondir moft o al. ef 

Why thou thus foroweft, feth thou wo i 
Touching her goyng how that it thal: fal; ? 
Ne if the can her felfe diftonrbia 4 %, 
Thou haft not yet aifayid al ber wit $ 
A man maie al betime his heck® bede 
Whan it fhal of, and forowen at the feda 

Forthy take hede of sl thie I fhal fay: 
| hive with her ilpeke and longe ibe, 
So as accomded was bétw ixe us twey, 

And evi me thirkith thes, that fhe 
Hath fomwhat in Ker hert’is Privite . 
Wherwith the ¢an, if 1 thal aright rede; 
Difturbe al this Gf whiche thou art in dredé, 

For which my counfel is, whan It is night 
Thou to her 8°, and make of this an ende; 

And blisful Juno, thyough her greté might; 

Shai (as hope) her grace unto us fende; 

Minc hert feith cettaiie that fhe thal nat wende § 
And forthy put thine hert a while in tet, 

And hole thy purpofe, for it is the Bett. 

This Troilus anfwee. :, dnd fighid fore, 
Thou fait right wel, and 1 wil do right fo, 
And what him lif he {aid unto him more $ 

And whan that it was timd for to go 
Ful privily himfelfe withoutin mo 
Unto her canie, as he-was wont to doge;’ 

And how thei wrotight [ thal You tellin (rity 
Soth is; that when thei gonnin firft to meté 

So gan the paine ther hertis for to twifte 

‘That neithir of "hem othir might greve, 
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But "hem in artis tokeand aftir kifte ; 
‘The laffe wofulff *hem bothe ne wiite 
Wher that tie ‘was, ne might 0 word out bring, 
As | faid’efft, for wo and for fobbing. 
‘The woful teris that thei Jetin fat 
_ As bittir werin, out of tcris kinde, 
For paine, as is ligne aloes or gal; 
So bittir teris wept nat,as I finde, 
"Vhe wofull Myrrha through the barke and rinde, 
‘That in this world ther n’1s fo hard an hert 
‘That n’old-have rewid on ther painis {mert. 
But whan ther wofull wery goftis twaine 
Returnid ben there as hem ought to dwell, 
And that fomwhat to wekin gan the paine 
By length of plainte, and ebbin gan the wel 
Of ther falt teris, and the bert unfwel, 
With broken vorce, all horfe for thright, Crefeide 
To.'froilus thefe ike wordis feide + 
O Jove! Edie, and mercy the befeche; 
Helpe, Froilus : and therwithal her face 
Upon his brett the laid, and loft her fpeche, 
Her wofull fpirite from his propir place 
Right with the worde away in point to pace: 
And thus fhe lith with hewis pale and grene - 
That whilom freth and fairift was to fene, 
This ‘roils that on her gan beholde, 
Cleping her name, and fhe lay as for ded, 
Withouti anfwere, and felte her limmes culde, 
Her eyin throwin upwarde to her hed, 
*Phis forouful man can new non othir rede, 
But oftin time her coldé mouthe he kifte : 
‘Where him was wo God and himfeif it wifte. 
He rifith up, and long ftraite he her leide, 
For figne of life for aught he can or may 
Can he none finde in nothing of Crefcide, 
For whiche his fonge ful oft is Welaway! 
But wha he fawe that fpecheleffe the lay, 
With forouful voice,and hert of bliffe ali bare, 
He faid how fhe was fro this world ifare, 
, So aftir that he long had her complained, 
His hondis wronge, and faid that was to fey, 
And with his téris {alt her brett beagiined, 
He gan tho teris wipin of full drey, 
And pitoufly gan for the fould prey, 
And faid, O Lord { that fet arnin thy trore, 
Rewe eke on me, for | {hat folow’ ber fone. 
She colde was, and withoutin fentément, 
For ought he wote, for brethe yet felte he none, 
Aud this was hin a prei,t.ant argument 
“Phat the was forth out of this worlde agone ; 
And when he faw there was non othir wenne 
He gan her.limmis dreffe in fache manere 
As men don 'them that fhall ben laide on bere. 
And aftir this with fterne and cruill herte 
‘His {werd anon out of his fheth he twight, 
Himifelfe to fleen, how fore fo that-him fmerte, 
So that his foule her foule folowin might 
‘Ther as the dome of Minos would it dight, 
Sith Love and cruil Fortune it ne wouid 
"That in this world he lengir livin fhoutd. 
‘Than faid he thus, fulfilde of high difdaine ; 
4 cruil Jove ! and thou Fortune adverfe! 
‘This al and fome is, falfely have ye faine 
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Crefeide, and fith ye may do me no werfe, 
Fie on your might and werkis fo diverfe ! 
‘Thus cowardely ye fhuk me nevir winne 
There fhal no deth me fro my lady twinne, 

For J this world, fith ye have flain her thus, 
Wol let, and folow” her fpirit lowe or hie; 
Shal nevix lovir faine that ‘Froilus 
Dare nat for fere with his lady die, 

For certaine I wol bere her companie 5 
Bat fithe ye wol nat fuflre’ us livin here, 
Yet (uffrith that ¢or foulis ben iferc. 

And thou, Cite! in whiche } live in wo, 
And thou, Priam! and brethrin al ifere $ 
And thou, my mothir ! farwel, for 1 go, 

And Atropos ! make redy thou my bere, 
And thou, Crefeidé ! o fwete hrerté dere! 
Receive thou now my {pirite, would he fey, 
With {werde az hert, al redy for te dey. 

But as God would of fwough the tho abraide, 
And gan to fighe, and Troilus ! the eride; 
And he anfwerid, Lady mine, Crefeide! 

Livin ye yet? and let his fwerde doune glide. 
Ye, herté mine ! that thankid be Cupide, . 
(Quod fhe} and therwithal fhe foré fight, 
and he began to glade her as he might; 

‘Toke her in armis two, and kifte her ofte, 
sind her to glad he did al his entent, 

For whiche her.goft, that flickered aie alofte, 
Inco her wofull hert aien it went ; 

But at the Jafe, as that her eyin glene 
Afide, anen fhe gan his fwerde afpie 
Asitlay bare, and gan for fere to crie, 

And afkid him why he had it out drawe ? 
And Tre anon the caufe her tolde, 

And how himfelf therwith he would have flawe 5 
For whiche Crefeide upon him gaa beholde, 

And gan him in her armis faft to folde, 

And faide,Q mercy, God! Io whiche « dede ! 
Alas! how nighe we werin bethé dedc | 

Than if } ne hadde fpokin, as grace was, 

Ye would have flaine your felfe anon ? quod fhe, 
Ye, dontileffe. And fhe anfwerde, Alas 

For by that ilke Lorde thazeert! me" 

In’olde a jurlong waiefon live have be, 

Aftir your deth, to hat> ben crounid quene 

Of al the lopde the fun’e on fhinith fhene ; 


But with this felvé gwerde which that here is 
My felfin 1 would hy flaine (quod the) tho. 
But ho ! for we Fave right inough of this, 
And let us rife“ind ftraite to bedda go, 
And there ‘tt us y fpekin of our wo, 
For by tht morter whiche that } fe brenne 
Know I {41 well that day is nat farhenne, 
Whan thei wer in ther bedde in armis folde 
Naught was it like tho nightis here beforuc, 
For petonfly eche othir gan beholde, 
As thei that haddin al ther bliffe ilorae, 
Bewailing al the daie that thei were borne, 
Till at the laf this wofall wight Crefeide 
To Troilus thefe iiké words feide : 
La, herté mine 4 wel wot ye this, (quod fhe) 
That if a wight al~aie ais wo complaine, 
And fekith nat how holpinforto be, ~ 
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Te mis but folie and enerece of Paine ; 
And fens that here aflemblid be we twaine 
“Vo findin bote of wo that we ben in, 
“It were all time right fone for to begin. 
Fam a woman, as ful wel ye wotte, 
~And'as 1am avifid fodainly, 
So wol I tel it you while it is hotte : 
Me thinkith thus, that neithir ye nor J 
Ouglit halfe this wo to makin fkilfully, 
Yor there is art inough for to redrefle 
That yet is miffe, and fleen this hevineffe, 


Sothe is, the wo the whiche that we ben inne, 


For aught I wote, for nothing els is 

Bur for the caufe that we fhould ytwinne; 

Confidrid al there mis no more amis : 

And what is than a remedy’ unto this 

Dut that we thape us fone for to mete ? 

‘This al and fome is, my dere hert? fwete! 

Now that I fhal wel bringin it aboute 

‘Vo comen’ ayen fone aftir that I go 

‘Vherof am Tne manir thing in doute, 

For dredélefle within a wekc or two 

J thal ben heres and that ic may be fo 
By a] right, and that in wardis few, 

1 fh) you wel an hepe of wayis thewe ; 





Fer whiche I woll nat makin Jonge fermon, 


For time ilofle may not recovered be, 

But | wol go to my conclufion, 

And to the befte in aught that I can fe 

‘And tor the love of God forgive it me 

IT ipeke aught aientt your hert’is refte, 

For treWily Ifpeke it for the bette s 
Making alway 2 preteftacion, 

That in effed& this thing that I thall fay 

N’is but to flew in you my mocion 

To find unto our helpe the bei? way, 

And talith it none othirwife f pray ; 

for, finally, what to ye me commaunde 

‘That wol I done, for that is no demaunde, 


Now herkenith this; Ye have well underftond 





My goyng grauntid is by purliment, 
So ferforth that it may not ben withftond 
Fox world, as by my jugcment; 
And fithe there hetiaknone avifément 
‘To lettin it, lette it paffe Ot of mind, 
And let us fhape a bettir whie to finde, 
The fothe is this ; the ty 
Wl us difefe and cruilly ayoie, 
Bat him behovith fomtime imyin paine 
‘That fervith Love, if that he Ww 
And fith { fhal no farthir out of 
‘Than I maie ride aien on halfe a moro‘ve 
ht ought the Jaffe caufin us for to forowe; 
So as I fhal nat now ben hid in mewe, 
‘That day by day, min owné herté dere! * 
Sens wel ye wote that it is nowe 2 trewe, 
Ye thal ful wel al mine eftate yhere, 
And ex that truce is done ¥ thal ben here; 
aud thus have ye both Antenor iwonne 
And me alfo. Bethe glad now if ye conne, 











And thinke it rightwbus, Crefeide is now agen, 


But what ? the thal come haftily ayen : 
-And whun? alas! by GodMo, right anon, 


“inning of us twaine 
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Er dayie ten, this dare I fafey faine, 
And than as erfte thall we be bothé faine, 
So as we fhali togithers evir dwell, 
‘That al this worlde ne might our bliffe tell. 
-,,_} fe that oft time, there as we ben nowe, 
‘That for the beite, our couafaile for to hide, 
Ye {peké nat with me nor I with you 
"Ta fourténight, we fe you go ne ride; 
And may ye nat ten gayis than abide, 
For mine honour, in fucke an avinture ? 
Iwis yc mowe, or ellis lite endure. 

Ye knowe eke howe that all my kin is here 
But if that onely it my fathir be, 
And cke ming othir thingis al ifere, 
And namily my deré herté ye, 
Whom that I n’olde tevin for to fe 
For al this worlde, as wide as it hath fpace, 
Or ellis fe I nevir Jov’is face, 

Why trowin ye my fathir in this wife - 
Covetith fo to fe me, but for drede 
Lefte in this toune that folkis me difpife 
Bicaule of him for his unhappy dede,? 
What wote nty fathic what life that : 
For if he wift in Troie how x11 fare” 
Us nedid for. my wending nat to-care, 

Ye fene that every day eke mote and more 
Mei trete of pece, and it fuppofid is 
That men the Quene Helena shall reftore, 
And Grckis us reftore that is arnis; 
So though there ne were comfort none but this, 
‘Yhat men purpofin pece on every fide, 
Ye may the bett at efe of herte abide : 

For if that it be pece, mine herté dere’! 
The nature of the pece mote nedis drive | 
That men muft entrecommunin ifere, — 
And to and fro cke ride and gone as dlive 
Alda, as thicke as beer flicn from an hive, 
And every wight have liberty to.bleve 
Where as him Mit the bet withoutin Ieve, 

And though fo be that pece ther maic be Rone, 
Yer hither, though ther nevis pece ne were, 
I muft ycome, for whidir. theuld I gone, 
Or how, mifchauncé | thould I dwellin there 
Among tho men of armis evre’ in fere ? 
For whiche, as wifely God my foul? rede, 
I can nat fene wherof ye fhouldin drede. 

Have here anothir way, if it fo be 
Thatal this thing ne maie you not fuffice ; 
My fathir, as ye knowin wele parde, 
isholdin olde and fui of covitife, 
And I right nowe have foundin al the gife. . 
Withoutin nette wherwith I thal him bent, 
And herkenith now if that ye wol affent. 

Lo! Troilus, men faine full barde it is 
‘The wolfe ful and the wedir. whole to have ; 
‘This is to faine, that men fu}l oft iwis 
Mote fpendinggartc the remnant for to faves 
For aie with golde men maie the hert ygrave 
Of him that is fet upon covitife ; 
And how L mene I fhal it you devife. 

The movable whiche I have in this toung 
Unto my-fathir fhal 1 take, and faie, 
‘That riche for truft and for falvacioun 
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It fent is from a frendeof his or twaie, 
‘The which frendié do fervently him praie 
To fendjn aftir sore, and that in hie, 
While that this toun’ fant thus in jeopardie ; 
And that thal he of golde huge quantite ; 
“Thus fhial I fain, but left folke it afpide 
This maic be fent by no wight but by me; 
Yfhal eke fhewin him, if pece betide, 
What frendis that I have on every fide 
'To doe the wrdthe of Priamus to pace 
owardif him, and don him flandin grace. 
* Go what for o thing and for othir, fwete! 
T thal him fo enchauntin with my fawes 
That right in hevin his foule that he mete; 
For al Apollo or his clerkis lawes, ‘ 
gr calculing, availith nat thre hawes; 
fire of goldé thal Yo his fouls blende 
Phat as phe lifte | shal} wel make an ende. 
‘And if he would aught by ‘his fort it preve 
Yf that I lie, in certaine 1 thal fonde* ** 
Piftarbin him, and plucke him by the fleve, 
Makin his forte, and berin him on honde, 
He hath nat wel the goddis undirflonde, 
For goddis fpeke in 4mphibologics, 
And for o fothe thei tellin twenty lies; 
Eke ‘dred! fond firft goddis, 1 fuppofe, 
‘Thus fhal 1 {aine, and that his ¢owarde ‘herte 
Made him ‘amis the goddis text to glofe “ ~ 
Whan he for ferdé out of Troie fterte; 
And'but I niakin hin fone to converte, 
And done my rede within a day or twey, 
\J wol to you oblijge me to dey. 
* “And trewily, as writtin wel I finde, 
hat al this thing was faid of gode entent, 
_ And that her herté trewé was and kinde 
Towardis him, and fpake right ds fie ment, 
And that fhe ftarfe for wo nigh when the went, 
And was in purpofe evir to be trewe, : 
This writin thei that of her werkis knewe. 
“Shis Troilus, with hert and eris fprad, 
Herde al’ this thin, dtvifid to and fro,’ 
And verily it femid that’ he had : 
"The fetvih witte, but yet to Ict her go 
His herté misforyavd him evirmo;  "~ 
- But finally he gan‘his hert? wreft ' 
‘To truftin her, and tcke it for the beft ; 
* For which thé grete fury of his pendunce 
‘Was quent with hope, and therwith ’hem bitwene 
Began for joye the amoréus daunce ; oan 
And as the birdis when’ tht fanbé fhene 
Delitin in ther fonge in levis-grene, ~ 
Right fe'the wordis that thei {pake' ifere 
Delitin them, and’ niade ther hettis chere. 
But nath-leffe, the wendin of Crefeide * 
¥or al this world muy nat out of his minde, 
For whiche fl oft He petoufly hee preide 
‘That of her hafte he might her tre@e yfinde, 
And aide ber; Certis if ye be unkinde, “ 
And but ye come'at daie-fet into Troi 
Ne fhal I neré have hele, honor, ne joie : 
* Forall fo fothe a funne upriit to morow, 
And Gnd fo wifely thou me wofull wretche 
‘To ref ybring out of this crail Brow, =~ 
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I wol my felvin fle if that ye dretche, 
But of my deth though litil be to retche, 
Yet er that ye me caufin fo to fmerte 
Dwel rathir here mine owné dere {wete herte! 
For trewily, mine owné lady dere! 
‘The fleightis yet that I have herd you ftere 
Ful fhapely ben to fallin al ifere, 
For thus men faith, That one thinkith the bere, 
But al anothix thinkith the ledere : 
Your fire is wife, and faid is out of drede 
Men may the wife outrenne and nat outredey 
It is full harde to haltin unefpied : 
Before a crepil, fophe can the crafte ; 
Your fathir is in fleight as Argus eyed, 
For albe’ it that his movble’ is him birafte 
His old: fleight is yet fo with him lafte 
Ye fhal not blende ‘him for your womanhede, 
Ne faine uright, and that is al my drede. 
I nor if pece shall evirmo betide,” 
But pece or no, for eroeft ne for game, 
I wote fith Calchas on the Grekis fide 
Hath onis ben, and loft fo foule his name, 
He dare no more come here ayen for thame, 
For whiche that we, for ought I can clpy, 
To truftin on n’is but, fantafie. c 
Ye thal eke fene your fathir thalt you glofe 
To ben a wife, and,'as hé can wel preche.. 
He thal fome Grekc fo'prefe and wel alofé, 
That ravifhin he thal you with his fpeche, ° 
Or do you done by force, as he fhal teche, 
And Troilus,on whom you n’il have routh, 
Shal cavfleBe fo fervin in this trouth, 
And ore al this your fathir thal difpife 
Us al, and faine this cite is but lorne, 
and that th’ alfegénevir fhal arifes © 
For why? thé Giekis have it all: fworne, 
Til we ben flaine and doun our wallis torne; 
And thus he fhal you with his wordis fere, * 
"That aie drede I that ye wo} blevin there. 
Ye fhall eke fene fo many’ a lufty knight 
Among the Grekis; ful of worthineffe, 
And eche’of “hem with herté, wit, and might, 
To plefin you done alhis bufinefl?, | --—= 
"That ye fhall dullin of t! sit 
Of us the fely s relon fear if rea 
Romordin you or vertce of your trouthe, 
And this to mé¢ fo gi}voufe is to thinke 
That fro my breft it wil my foule rende, 
Ne dredéleffe in'me#Aere may nat finke 
O gode opinion that ye wende ; 
For why ? ygeTtathir's fleightis wol ua fhende + 
And if ye'gone, as 1 have tolde you yore, 
So thinke 1 n’am but ded withoutin more; 
For which with humble, true, and pitous, hert 
‘A thoufande timis mercie 1 you praie, * 
So rewith on mine afpre painis fmert, 
And doth fomwhat as that I thal yew faic, 
And let ns ftele away betwikt us twaie, 
And thinke that foly’ is whan a man maie chef 
For accident his fubftaunce for to lefe. 
I mené thus, that fens wetmowe or dai¢ 
Well ftele awaie, dnd ben togither fo, ~ 
What wit were iy to puttin in aflaie 
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(in cafe ye fhouldia to your fathir go) 
Vi that ye mightin come aien or no? 
‘Thus mene I, that it were a grete folie 
To put that fikirneffe in jewpardie, 
And, vulgarly to fpekin of fubftaunce, 
Of Lisfour may we bothé with uslede a 
Ynough to live in honour and plefaunce 
E the time that we fhall ben dede, 
And thus we may efchewia all this drede ; 
For cvery othir waie ye can recorde 
Mine here iwis maje therwith nat acorde, 
And hardily ne dredith no poverte, 
For 1 have kin and frendie ellis where 
‘That though we comin in our baré fherte 
Us fhulde gevir lacke ne golde ne gere, 
But ben konourid while we dweltin there; 
And go we’ anone, tor as in mine entent 
the beit, if that ye wol affent, 
vefvidé wXh a fighe right in this wife 
Anfwerid him ; Iwis, my dere hert erewe ! 
‘We maic weil flele away as ye devile, 
And findin fuche unthrifty wayis newe, 
Ect altirwarde ful fore it wol us rewes 
Ald helpe me God fo at my moft2 nede 
Ap cautcleffe ye fuffrin al this drede ; 
For thilke day that I for cherifhing 
Or drede of fathir, or for othir wight, 
Or for ciigge, delite, or for weding, 
Be falfe to you, my Troilus, my kuight 
Saturnus duughtir Juno, through her might, 
As wode as Atalanta da me dwell 
Eternally in Styx, the pit of hell. 
And this on every god celeftia}i 
I iwere it you, and eke on eche goddeffe, 
On every nymph and dite infernall, 
On Satyrys and Faunys more and lefle, 
‘Phat halve goddis ben of wildirneffe ; 
And Atropos my thred of life to breit 
UT he falfe, Now trowe me if you left. 
And thou, Simois, that as an arowe clere 
‘Through ‘l'roje rennift aie dounward to the fe, 
Be witnefle of this worde that faid is here, 
"UMomabiJko day that fumrew. be | 
‘Vo ‘Troilus, minesauy: herté fre | 
‘That thou returne backO wurde unto thy well, 
-\nd [ with body and fou’ e finke to hell, 
But that ye fpeke awake thus for £0 go, 
And lettin al your frends, God forbede 
i * : 
Vor any woman that ye thguldin fot 
And namily fens ‘froie hath'Tmw duch nede 
Of helpe ; and eke of o thing tah hede, 
If chis were wifte, my life Jaie in bafaunce 
«And your honor, Ged fhilde us fro mifchaunce ! 
And iffo be that pece hereaftir take, 
Asal daic happith aftir angre gume, 
Why, Lorde ! the furow’ and wo ye woldia make 
‘Vhat ye ne durft comin ayen for fhame ! 
aind er that ye jeopardin fo your name. 
Beth nat to hafty in this hotté fare, 
¥or hafty man ne wantith nevir care. 
What trowe ye shg peple eke all aboute 
Would of it fay ? it is Pal light to’ arede 5 
woldin fRy, and fwkre it cut of doute, 





















Emene, as helpe me Juno, hevin’s quéxe,. 
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That love ne drave you nat to don this dede, 

But lute voluptuous and cuwarde drede + 

Thus were al lofte iwis, mine herte dere! 

Your honour, whiche that now fo flinith clere. 
And alfo thinkith on mine honefte, 

‘That flourith yet, how foule 1 fhould it fhende, 

And with what filth it fpottid thouldé be 

Ifin this forme-J fhouldé with you wende: 

Ne though 4 lived unto the worldis ende 

My name shonld I nevir ayenward winne + 

‘Thus were 1 Joft, and that were routh and finne, 
And forthy fle with refon al this-hete ; 

Men luine, The figiraunt overcometh parde, 

Eke Who fo wal have hfe mote lates. 

‘Thus makith vertue of neceflite ~ 

By pacience, and thinke that lorde is he 

OF Portane aie thut naught woll of her retch, 

And fhe ne dauntith no wight bit a wretch. 
Aud truftith this, that certis, herté fwete ! 

Or Pkacbus fuftir, Lucina the fhenc, . 

‘The Lion paflith out of this Arite 

I woll ben here withoutin any wene; 
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¢ tenth daje, hut if that deth me affaile, 
I woll you fene withoutin any faife, ” 
And now, fo this be fothe (quod Troilus) _ 
T Shall well fu@re unto the tenth daie, 
Sens that] fe that nede it mote ben thus; 
But for the love of God, if it be maic, 
So let us flelin privily awaie, 
For evre’ in one as dor to live in veft, 
Mine herté faieth that it woll be the beft. 
O mercie, God! what life is this ? (quod the’) 
Alas! ye flea me thus for very téne ; _ . 
1 fe well now that ye miftruftin:me, 
For by your wordis it is weil ifene’; 
Now for the love of Cynthia the thene 
Miftruft me nat thus cauféleffe for routh, 
Sens to be true [have you plight my trouth. 
Andthinkith wel that fomtime it is wit 
To fpendin atime a time for to win ; 
Ne parde lorne am I nat fro you yet, 
‘Though that we ben a daie or two atwin : 
Drive out tho fantafies you have within, 
And truftith me, and levith eke your forow, _ 
Or here my trouth, I wol nat live til morow ¢ 
For if ye wilt how fore it doeth me fmerte, 
Ye wouldé ceife of this : for God thou woft 
The pure fpirite ywepith in mine herte 
‘To fene you wepin whiche that | love mot, 
And that I mote gon to the Grekis hofte; 
Ye, rere it that I wift a remedie : 
‘To come ayen right here 1 wouldé die. 
Gut certis! am not fo nice a wight 
That I ne can imaginin a-waic 
‘To come ayen that daie that I have hight, 
For who maie holden’ a thing that wol awaig 
My fathir naught for all his queinte pl: ‘ 
Aud by my thrift my wending out of Troie 
Anothir daie fhalltourne us all to joie. 
Forthy with all mine herte I you befeke, 
If that you lift doen oug!.t for my praicre, 
And for the love whicke ubat Llove you che 
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"Phat er that I departin fro you here 
‘That of fo gode 2 comfort and a chere 
I maie you fene that ye maie bring at reft 
#Mine herté, whiche is at rhe poinct to breft, 
‘And ore al this.I praie you, quod fhe tho, 
Mine owné hert’is fothfalt fuffifaunce ! 
Sith tam thine all whole withoutin mo, 
Phat while that 1 am abfent no plefaunce 
{OE othir doe me fro your remembraunce, | 
For fam er agaft; for why? men rede 
"Phat love is thing aic fall of bufie drede. 
For in this worlde there livith ladie none, 
¥f that ye were untre, as God defende ! 
"That fo betrayid were or wo begon 
AsI, that allé trouthe in you entende ; 
And doutélefs if that othir wende 
1 n’ere but dedde, and er ye caufe yfinde 
For Godd’is Jove fo beth me naught unkinde, 
To this anfwerid ‘Troilus, and feide, : 
Now God, to whom there n’is no caufe iwrie, 
Me glad, as wis I nevir to Crefeide, 
Sithe thilke daie [ faw her firft with eye, 
Was falfe, ne nevir fhall till that [ die : 
At thort wordis, well ye maie me bileve; 
{can no more; it fhall be founde at preve. 
Graunt mercy, gode hert mine! iwis, (quod fhe) 
And, blifsful Venus! Jet me nevir fterve id 
Er I maie ftonde of plefapnce in degre 
‘Yo quite him well that fo well can deferve, 
And. while that God my wit will me conferve 
} fhall fo doen, fo true I have you found, 
‘That aie honour to me ward fhall rebounde ¢ 
For traftith well that your eftare roiall, 
Ne yeing delite, nor onely worthjneffe 
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Of you in werre or tarhaie marciall, 

Ne pompe, artaie, nobley, or eke richeffe, 

Ne madin me to rue on your diftreffe, 

Bur morall vertue, groundid upon trouth, 

"Chat was the cafe | firft had on you routh: 
Eke gentle bert, and manhode that ye had, 

And that ye bad (as me thought) in difpite 

Evéry thing that fownid inte bad, 

‘As rudénellc, and peplithe appetite, 

And that your refon bridlid your delite ; 

‘This made abovin evéry creture 

‘That I was yours, and fhall while I maie dure, 
And this may length of yeris nat fordoe, 

Ne remuable Fortune deface, 

But Jupiter, that of his might maie doe 

‘Phe forowfull be glad, fo yeve us grace 

Er nightis tenne to metin in this place, 

So that it maie your herte and mine fuflif : 

And fare now well, far time is that ye rife. 
And aftir that thei long iplanid had, 

And oft ikift, and ftraite in armis folde, 

‘The daie gan rife, and ‘Troilus him clad, 

And rofully his ladie gan behold, 

As he that felt of deth’is caris cold, 

And to her grace he gan him recommaunde 

Where he was wo this holde [ no demaunde ; 
For mann’is hedde imaginin ne can, 

Ne’ entendément confidir, ne tongue tig, 

The cruill painis of this wofult man, 

‘Yhat paffin every tourment doune in hell; 

For whan he fawe that fhe ne might ydwell, 

Whiche that his fonle out of his body rent, 

Withoutin more out of she chambre’ he wen}. 
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Avrocmn gan the fatall deftine 

‘That Jovis hath in difpoficioun, 

And to you angrie Parce, fuftrin thre, 

Committich to doen execucioun, 

Por whiche Crefeid? muft out of the toun, 

And Trodus fhall dweilin forth in pine 

Till, Lachedis his threde no lengir twine. 
‘The goldirt treflid Phoebus high on loft 

‘Thryis had allé with his bemis clere 

The fhowis molte, and Zephirus as oft 

Throught ayea the tegdir levis grene, 

Sens that the fonne of fitcuba the Quene 

Began to love her firft, for whom his forowe 

‘Was all that the departin thould amorowe, 
Yull redy was at primé D omede 

Crefeide unto the Grekis hofts to lede, 

Yor forowe’ of whiche the felt hz herté blede, 

is fhe that ne wilt what was bet ixpede : 

y) as men in bokis rede, % 
nevir woman have the care, 
Ne was fo luthe out of a toune to fare. 









hat hath his joyis eke forlore, 

ing on his ladie evirmore, 

¢ was the fothfaft croppe and more 
Of all his lu or joyis heretofore 3 

But Troilus, now fareweli all thy joie! 

Yor dhplt thew nevir 4 : eft in Troie, 





Soth is, that while he bode in this manera 
He gan his wo full manly for to hide, 
‘That well unneth it fene was in his chere, 

; Bat at the yaté there fhe fhould out ride 
With certain folke he hovid her to’ abide, 
So wo higon, all would he not him plain, 
‘That on his hors unneth he fate for pain. 

Yor ire he quoke, fo gan his herté gnawe, ° 
Whan Diomede on hors gan him to dreffe, 
And faied unto himfelf this ike fawe ; 
| Alas! (quod he) this foule o wretchidneffe 
Why foflre’ Lit? why n’illt it redreffe? 
Were it nat het at onis for to die 
! ‘Than evirmore in langour thus to deie ? 

Why n'ill I make at onis riche and pore 
‘To have inough to doen er that the go? 
“Why n ill I bring all Troie upon a rore? 


: Why n’ill I flaen this Diomede alfo ? 


| Why nil] rathir with a man or two 
Stele her awaie? Why woil I this endure? 


‘| Why n’ill [helpin to mine owné cure? © 


But why he n’oldé doen fo fella dede 
‘That fhall I fain, and why him Lift it Spare: 
He had in herte alwaie g manir drede 
Left that Crefeide, in rumour of this fare, 
Should have ben flain : Jo! this was al his care 





Aud ellis certain, as I fayid yore, 
He had it docn withoutin wordis more, 
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Crefeidé, whan fhe redy was to ride, 
Full forowfully fighed, and faied Alas ! 
But forthe fhe mote for aught that maie betide, 
And forthe fhe ritte a full fobirly pafe ; 
‘There is none othir remedy’ in this cafe : 
What wondir is chough that her fore {mert 
*Whan fhe forgoith her owne fweté herte? 
This Yroilus in gife of curtifie, 
‘With hauke on hond; and with an hugé rout 
Of knightis, rode and did her companie, 
Ypaffing all the valey ferre without, 
And ferthir-would have riddin out of doube 
Full faine, and wo was him to gone fo fone, 
‘But tourne he muft, and it was eke fo doen. 
And right with that ‘was Antenor icome 
Out of the Grekis hofte, and every wight 
‘Was of him glad, and faicd he was welcome ; 
And Troilus, all n’ere his herté light, 
He pained him with all his full’ might 
“Him to withholde of weping at the left, 
And Antenor he kift, and made grete felt. 
And therwithall he muft his leve ytake, 
And caft his eye upon her pitoufly, 
‘And nere he rode, his canfe for to makc, 
"Yo take her by the honde all fobirlie ; 
And Lorde: fo fhe gan wepin'tendirlic, 
And he full foft and flighly gan her feic, 
Now holde your daie, and doe me not,to deie. 
‘With that his courfir tournid be about 
‘Wich face full pale, and unto Diomede 
Nibwerde he fpake, ne none of all his rout, 
Of whiche the fonne of Tydeus toke hede, 
As he that kouthé more than the crede 
foche a craft, end by the rain her hent, 
“Wid Troilus to Troie hormwardis went. 
“This Diomede, that lad her by the bridell, 
Whan that he fawe the folke of Troie awaie, 
‘Thought al} my labor fhall not ben on idellj * 
YE that E'maie, for fomwhat fhall I faie, 
For at the wortt it fhortin maie our waie , 
Thevetherd faic cke timis twife twelve 
He is a fole that woll foryete him felve, 
But nathéleffe this thought he well inough, 
‘That ccttainly Iam aboutis naught 
¥ that I fpeke of love or make it tought, 
Por doutilefs if the have in her thought 
Him that I geffe he maie not ben ibrought 
So fone awaie; but I fhall finde a mene 
“Chat fhe nat yet wete shall what that I mene. 
‘This Diomede, ashe that could his gode, 
Whan this was doen gan fallin forth in fpeche 
Of chis und that, and afkin why fhe ftode 
In foche difefe ? and gan her cke befeche, 
Thac if that he encretin might or eche 
With any thing her efe that the fhould 
Commaunde it him, and faid he doen it would : 
For truily he fwore her as a knight {plefe 
‘That ther n’as thing with which he might her 
‘That he n’olde doen his pain and al his might 
‘To doen it, for to doen her herte an efe, 
And prayid her the would her forowe’ apeft, 
And faied, Iwis we Grekis can have joie 
‘To henoure you as wull as felke of Trcic, 
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He faide cke thus, 1 wot you thinkith firaunge, 
No wondir is, for it is to -you newc, 

Th’ acqueintaunce of thefe Trojans for to chaunge 
For folke of Grece, which that ye nevir knewe ; 
But wouldd nevir God but if as true 

A Greke ye fhould emong us all yfinde 

Asany Trojan is, and eke as kinde. 

‘And by the caufe I fwore you, lo! right now 
‘To ben your frende, and help you to my might, 
And for that more acqueintaunce eke of you 
Have [ had than anothir ftraungir wight, 

So fro this forth 1 praic you dare and night 
Commaundith me, how fore fo that:me fmerte. 
Yo decn all that maie like unto your herte : 

And that ye me wold as your brothir trete, 
And takith not my frendthip in difpite ; 

And though your forowes hen for thingis grete, 
N’ot I nat why, but out of more refpite 

Mine hert hath for to’ amende itgrete delite, 
And if {maie your harmis nat redreffe 

Lam right forie for your hevineffe : 

For though ye Trojans with vs Grekis wroth 
Have many’ a daie ben, slwaie yet parde 
@ god of Love in fothe we fervin bothe : 

And for the love of God, my ladic fre, 
Whom fo ye hate as beth not wroth with me, 
For truily there can no wight you ferve 
‘That halfe fo loth your wrathe would deferve, 

And n’ere it that we ben fo nere the tent 

Of Calchas, whiche that fene us both? maie, 

I would of this you tell all mine entent; 

But this enfelid till anothir daie : 

Yeve me your honde; I am and fhali be aie, 
God help me fo, while that my life maie dure, 
Your owne abovist:evéry crcture. ; 

Thus faid I nere. cr now to woman borne, 
For God mine herte as wifely gladé fo 
Tlovid nevir womau here beforne 
As paramours, ne nevir fhall no mo 3 
And for the love of God be not my fo, 

Allean I not to you, my ladic dere! 
Complain aright, for 1am yet to lere. 

And wondrith nought, min owné lady bright + 
Though that I fpeke of Joxeo you thus blive 
For I have herd or this of many’,a wight 
‘That lovid thing he nere faw in his live; 

Eke I am not of power for.to ftrive 
Ayenft the god of Love, but him obaie 
I woll alwaie, and mercie I you praie. 

‘Ther beth {g-worthy knightis in this place, 
And ye fof>%e, that everiche of "hem all . 
‘Woll paitun him to ftondin in your grace 5 
But might to me fo faire a grace befall 
"Phat ye me for your fervaunt woulde call, 

So lov ly ne fo truily you ferve 
N’ill none of "hem as 1 fhall till 1 fterve. 

Crefeide unto that purpofe lite anfwerde, 
As fhe that was with forowe’ oppreffid fo 
"That in effe@ fhe naught his talis herde, 

But here ¢nd there now here a worde or two; 
Her thought her forow{w! herte bruft atwo 5” 
¥or whan the gan her-sathir ferre efpie 

Well nigh doune of “er hors fhe gan to fig. 
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But nathéleffe the thonkith Diomede 
Of ail his travaile-and his godé chere, ~ 
4nd that him lift his frendthip to her bede, 

‘And the acceptith it in gode manere, 

and woll do fain that is him lefe and dere, 

ind truftin him fhe would, and well fhe might, 
As fayid fhe, and from her hors fhe’ alight. 

Her fathir hath her in his arniis nome, 
And_twentie times he kift his doughtir {wete, 
And faied, O der? deughtir mine ! welcome. 
She faied cke the was fain with him to nrete, 
And ftode forth fill, mild, muet, and manfuete, 
Bur here I Jeve her with her fathir dwell, 
Angdaithe I woll of Troitus you tell. 

— fo Troie is come this wofull ‘Hroilus 

Yn forowe abovin all forowes fmert, 

With felon loke and with face difpitons, 

‘Vho fodainly doune from his hors he ftert, 
And through hiz paleyfe with a fwollin hert 
‘To chambir went; of nothing toke he hede, 
Ne none to him dare fpeke o worde for drede, 

And there his forowcs that he fpari¢ bad 
He yave an iffue large, and Deth he ctide,* 
sAnd In his throwis frenetike and mad 
He curfith Jove, Apollo, and Cupide, 

He curfith Buchus, Ceres, and Cypride, 
His birthe, bimfelf, his fute, and eke Nature, 
And fave his ladie evéry creture, 

‘To bed he goth, and wellith there and turneth 
In furie as doeth Ixivn in hell, 

And in this wife he nigh till daie fojourneth, 
But tho began his herte alite unfweil 

‘Through teris which that gonnin up to wel, 
And pitoufly he cried upon Crefeide, i 
And to-himfelf right thus he fpake and feide ; i 

Where is mine owné fadie lefe and dere ? 
Where is her whité brett? where is it? where 2 
Where ben her armis and her eyin clere 
‘That yefterdaic this time with me were? 
Now maie I wepe alone many 2 tere, 

And grafpe about [ maie, but in this place 
Save a pilowe I find naught to embrace. 

How fhall I doen? whan thal] the come again? 

1 a’ot, alas! Why ke her fo- go? 

As wouldé God I had as tho be flain! 

O herte mine, Crefeide ! 0 fweté fo! 

© ladie mine! that I love and no mog 
‘To whom for evirmo mine herte I vowe, 
Se how I die; ye n’ill me not refcowe ! 

Who {cith you now, my right-lodéfterre 2, 
Who fittith now or ftant in your prvence ? 
Who can comfortin now your herv’is werre, 
Now Iam gon whom ye yeve audience ? 

Who fpekith: for me now in my abfence ? 
Alas! no wight, and that isall my care, * 
Yor well wote I as ill as ye fare, 

How fhould I thus ten dayis full endure 
Whan J the firft night havin all this tene ? 
And how fhall the eke, forowfull creture, 

For teudirneffe how fhali the this fuftene 
Soche wo for me? o.beaitous, pale, and grene, 
Shall woxin bem her freff womanly face 


for Jangourer Me tourne tte this place, 
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And whan he fill in any flombringis 
Anon begin he fhouldé for to grone, 

And dremin of the dredfullift thingis 
That might yben, as mete he were alone 
In place horrible, making aie his mone, 
Or metin that he was emongis all 

His enemies, and in their hondis fall. 

And therewithall his bodie fhouldé fterte, 
And with the ftarte all fodainly awake, 
And foche a tremour fele about his herte, 
‘That of the fere his bodice thould® quake, 
And therewithall he fhould a noife ymake, 
And femin as though he fhould fallin depe, 
From high aloft, and than he woalde wepeg 

And rewin on himfelf fo pitoufly 
‘That wondir was to here his fantatic ; 
Anothir time he fhouldé mightily 
Comfort himfelf, and fain it was folic 
So canfélefle foche drede and wo to drie, 
And eft begin his afpre forowes newe, 

‘Phat every man- might on his painis rewe. 

Who could tell-all arigtit, or full difcrive 
His wo, hiv plant, hislangour, and his pine? 
Nat all the men that han or bem on-live 2: 
‘Thou, Redir, maieft thy felf full well devine 
That foche a wo my wit can not defines 
On iell for to write it thould I fwinke 
‘Whan that my wit is weric it to thinke, 
On hevin yet the fteris werin fence, 
Although full pale iwoxiti was the mone, 
And whitin began the horizon fhene 
All eftwardis; as it is wont to doen, 

And Phebus with his rofie carté fone 
Gan aftir that to dreffe him up to fare 
Whan ‘Troilus hath fent aftir- Pandare. 

This Pundare, that of all the daie beforne 
Ne might have comin Troilus to fe, 
‘Although that he on his hedde it had fworne, 
For with the King Priam al daie was he, 

So that it laie nat-in his liberte : 
No where to gon, but on the morowe’ he went 
‘To Troilus, whan that he for him fent ; 

For in his herte he couldé well devine 
That Troilus all night for forowe woke, 
And that he woulde tell him of his pine 5 
This knewe he well inough withoutin boke; 
For which to chambir ftreight the way he toke, 
And Troilus tho fobirly he grette, 

-And on the bedde full fone he gan him fette. 

My Pandarus | (quod Troilus) the forowe 
Whiche that I drie I maie not long endare; 
I trowe.1 fhall not livin till to morowe; 

For whiche I would alwaies on avinture 
‘To the devifin of my fepoulture 4 
‘The forme, and of my movbie thou difpone 
Right as the femith bef is for to doen : 

But of the fire and flambe funérall 
In whiche my body brennin thal to glede, 
And of the feft and playis Paleftrall 
At my vigile I praic the take gode hede 
‘That that be well, and offr Mars my ftede, 
My {werde, mine helme, and, levé brothir dered 
My hhelde to Pallas yeve thar fhinith clerg 
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The poudre’ in which mine hert ibrend -thall 
‘That praie I the thou take, and it conferve [turn 
Ina veffell that men clepith an Urne, 

Of golch, and to my lady that I ferve, 
For love of whom thus pitouily ¥ fterve, 
So yeve it har, and doe me this plefaunce 
To praic her kepe itfor a remembraunce : 

For well I felin‘by my mialadie, 

And by my dremis now and yore ago, 
All certainly that I mote necis die ; : 

. The oule eke whiche that hight Afcalapho 
Hath aftir me fhright all thefe nightis two : 
And god Mercurie, now of me woful wretch 
The fovlé guide, and whan the lift it fetche. 

Pandure anfwerid and faied, Troilus, 

My der? frende$ as I b?ve toid the yore 
That it is folie for to Sorowen thus, 

And caufélefic, for + hiche I can no more, 
But who fo woll not trowin rede ne lore 
Ican not fene in him no remedie, 

* But let him worchin with his fantafie, 

But, Troilus, I praie the tell me now 
¥f that thou trowe er this that any wight 
Hath lovid paramours as well as thou? 

Ye, God wat, and fro many’ a worthie knight 
Hath his ladie forgon a fourtenight 

And he nat yet made halvindele the fare; 
‘What nede is the to makin all this care? 

Sens dai by daic thou maieft thy felvin fe, 
"That from his.love or ellis from his wife 
A man mote twinnin of neceflite, 

Ye, though he love her as his owne life, 
Yet n’ill he with hinsfelf thus makin ftrife ; 
For well thou wot, my levé brothir dere! 
‘That alwaie frendis maic not ben ifere. 

How doen this folke that fene ther loviswedded 
By frendis might, as it bitidith oft, 

And fene *hem in ther fpoufis bedde tbedded ? 
God wote thei take it wifely faire and foft; 
For’why? gode hope halt up ther herte aloft, 
And for thei can a time of forowe’ endure; 
As time "hem hurtith a time doeth ’hem cure, 

So fhouldift thou endure, and lettin Nide 
‘The time, and fondé to ben glad and light; 
‘Tenne dayis n'is not fo Jong to abide ; 

And fens the to comin the hath behight 
She nil her heft brekin for any wight, 
For drede the nat that the n’ill finde a waie 
'To come ayen, my life that durit I laie. 

‘Thy fwevines eke, and all foche fantafie, 
Drive out, and Jet *hem farin to mifchaunce, 
For thei procede of thy melancolic, 

"That doeth the fcle in flepe all this penaunce : 

A. ftrawe for all {wevenis fignifiaunce ! 

God helpe me fo! } coumpt ’hem not a bene; 

‘There wot no man aright what dremis mene. 
For preftis of the teniple tcllin this, 

"That dremis ben the revclacions 

OF goddis, and als well thei tell iwis 

That thei ben infernalle illufions, 

And lechis faine that of completions 

Procedin thei, of faft or glotonie : 

‘Who wot in fpthe thus what thei fignifie? 
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Eke othir fain that through impreffions, 
As if a wight hath fat a thing in minde, 
‘That thereof comith foche avifions; 
And othir fain, as thei in bokis finde, 
That aftir timis of the yere by kinde 
Men dreme, and that th’ effect goth by the nione 
But lcve no dreme, for it is nat to doen, 

‘Well worth of dremis aie thefe oldé wives; 
And troly eke anguric of thefe foulis, 

For fere of which men wenin fefe ther lives, 
As ravin’s qualm, or ichriching of thefe oulis, 
‘To trowin om it bothé falfe and foule is : 
Alas! alas! that fo noble’ a creture 

As is aman fhould dredin foche orduye! 

For whiche with all mince hert I the befeche” 

Unto thy felf that all this thoa foryeve; 

And rife now up, withoutin moré fpeche, 

And Jet us caft how forch maie beft be drive 
‘The time, and eke how frethly weemaie live 
Whan fhe camith, the which thall be right fone; 
God helpe me fo the bef is thus to doen. 

Rife, ler us tpeke of luftie life in Traig 
‘That we have lad, and forth the tim: drive, 
And cke of timé coming us rejoic, . 
‘That bringin thall our bliffe now fo blive, 
And Iangour of thefe twifé dayis five 
We thal] therwith fo foryet or opprefic 
‘That well unncth it doen fhall us dureffe. 

This toune is full of lordisall about, 

And truis laftith al] this mene while ; 

Go we playin us in fome luftic rout, 

To Sarpedon, not hennis but a mile, 

And thus thou fhalt the timé well begile, 

And drive it forth unto that blifsfall morowe 

‘That thou her fe that caufe is of thy forowe. 
Now rife, my deré brothir Troilus; 

For certis it non honour is to the 

‘To wepe, and in'thy bedde to roukin thus, 

For truily of o thing truft to me, 

If thou thus ligge a daie, or two, or thre, 

The folke wol wene that thou for cowardife 

‘The fainift fick, and that thou darft not rife. 

‘This Troilus anfwerde, O brothir dere ! 
This knowin folke that have ifefirid pain, 
‘That though he wepe and make forowfull chere 
Thaé&elith harme and fmerte itt every vain 
No wondir is; and though J evir plain 
Or alwaic wepe I am nothing to blame, , 
Sens T have loft the caufe of al my game, 

But fithins of fine force I mote arife 
1 thal arife as S¥ue as er I maie, 

And God, té whom mine herte I facrificc, 
So fende us haftily the tennith daie, 

For was there nevir foule fo faine of Maie 
AsI that hen whan fhe comith in Troie 
‘That caufe is of my tourment and my joie. 

But whidir is thy rede, (quod Troilus) 
‘That we maie plaie us beft in all this toun ? 
By God n:y counfaile is (quod Pandarus) 

‘To ride aud plaic us with King Sarpedoun, 
So long of this thei fpekin sxand doun 
Till ‘Troijus gan at the lat aflene ~ 

To rife, and forth to Srtpedon thei went. 
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“This Surpedon, as he that honourable 
Was all his live, and full of hie proweffe, 

ith all that might ifervid pen on table 
That leinte was, all cofte it grete richefle, 
Fic tide "hem daie by daie, that foche nobleffe, 
As laiden hothe the mofte and eke the left, 
Wee nere er that daie wifte at any feft 

Nor in this worlde there is none inftrument 
Delicious through winde or touch on corde, 
Asicree as any wight hath er iwent, 

‘That tonge tell or hert3 maie recorde 
But at that feft it was well herd acorde, 
Ne’ of ladies cke fo faire a companie 
‘NATAce cr tho was never fene with eye. 

But what availith this to Troilus, 

Bhat for bis forowe nothing of it rought, 

at evir in one his herté pitous 

Full bufily Crefeide his ladie fought ? 

Ou her was evir all that his herte thought, 

Now this now that fo faft imagining 

That gladin iwis can him no fefting, 

‘hefe ladies eke that at this feft bene, 

~ Stns Ue he fhwe his ladie was awaie, 

It was his Yorowe on hem for te fene, 

Or for to here on inftramentis plaie; 

Vor the that of his hert berith the kaie 

Was abfent, lo: this was his fantafie, 

‘That no wight fhouldé makin melodie : 

Now there n’as hour in all the daie or night, | 
Whan he was there as no man might him here, 
That he ne faied, O lovefome ladie bright! 
Mow have ye farin fins that ye were there? 
Welcome iwis, mine own? ladie dere ! 

But welawaie} all this n’as but a mate; 
Fortune his love entendid but to glafe, 

‘The lettirs cke that the of olde time 
Had him ifent he would alone irede 
An bundrid fithe atwixtin none and prime, 
Refiguring her fhape and womunhede 
Within his hert,-and every worde angdede 
‘What paflid was; and thus he drove to’ an ende 
‘The ferthé day, and thennis wolde he wende ; 

And faidé, Leve-hrothir Pindarus ! 
Intendift thou that we hall here byleve 
‘Vil Sarpedon wol forth conveyin us ? 

Vet were it fairir that we toke our leve; 
For Godd’is love let us now fone at eve 
Onur leve take, and-homwarde let us tourney 
For trew-ly I wil mat thus fojourne. 

Pandare anfwertd, Be we comin ‘hither 
‘To tetchin fire and rennin home again’? 

God helpe me fo I can nat tellin whither’ 
Wemightin gouc, if E thall fothly fuine, 
There any wight is of us moré faine 
Than Sarpedon; and if we hennis hie 
Thus fodainly { holde it vilanie ; 

Sith that we feydin we wouldin byleve 
Wich hima weke, and now thus todainly 

rthe day to take of him our leve, 
ondri it treweély . 


Locos Maide foysiagur pukpofe fermily, 
Att iens thay te bel-.ghtim hima to’ abide 
Holde sorwtrde now, and altic let usride, 
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This Pandaras with mochit pine and wo 3 
Made him to dwel; and at the wek'is ende 
OF Sarpeden thei toke ther Ieve to go, 
And on ther way they fpedin hem to wende, 
(Quod Troilus} Mow, Lorde, me gracé fende 
‘That I maie findin at mine home-comming 
Crefeide Spmin, and therwi:h gan he fing. 
Ye halif wode thought ywis Pandare, 
And to him felfe ful foftily he feide, 
God wote refroidin may this hotté fare 
Er Culeasfendé ‘Troilus Crefeide 7 
But nethéleffe he japid thus, and feide, 
And fwore iwis, his hert him wel behight 
She swouldin comcas fone as er the might. 
Whan thei unto the paleis were icomen 
Of Troilus thei doun of horfe alight, 
And to the chambre ther waie have thei nommen, 
And unto timé that it gan to night 
‘Thei fpekin of Crefeide the lady bright, 
And afcir this, whan that hem bothe lefte, 
‘Thei fpede ‘hem fro the fuppir unto reft: 
On morow’ as fane as day began to-clere: 
This Troilus gan of hislepe to! abreide,’” = 
And to Pandarus his owae brothir dere, 
For love of God, ful pitowily he feide; 
As go we fene the paleis of €refeide, 
Vor fens we yet maic have none othir feft 
So let us fene her paleis at the left! 
And therwithal+his meine for to blende 
A caufe he fondle into the toun to go, 
And to Crefeid’is palcis they gone wendes 
But Lorde! this icly Troilus was wo, 
Him thought his forouful hert braft atwo, 
For when he faw her doris Sperrid all 
Wel nigh for forow’ adoun he ‘gan tofall, 
‘Therwith when he was ware, and gan beheld 
How thet was every window of the-place, 
As froit him thought hie hert began to cold, 
For whiche with chaungid'dedly pale face 
Withoutiv worde he farth by gan to pace, 
And as God wonld he gan fo faft to ride 
‘That no wighe of his countinaunce afpide, 
‘Than faide he thas; O paleis defolate! 
O honie of houfis whilom bet ydight! 
O palcis empty and difconfalate ! 
O thou lanterne, of which queint is the light] 
O paleis whilom day, that now art night! 
Wel oughtift thou to fal and I to die 
Sens the is went that wont was us to gie, 
O paleis whilom crounc of honfis al! 
Enluminid with fenne of allé bliffe, 
O ving, of whiche the rubie is ont fali! 
O. caufe of we that caufe haft ben of bliffe: 
Yet fens I may no-bet faine would f kifle 
‘Eby colde doris, dur I for this route ; i 
And farwel thrine of whiche the faint is out! . 
‘Therwith he caf on Pandarus his cles * 
With chaungid face, and pitous to beholde, 
And whan he might his time aright afpie 
Aie as he rode to Pandarus he tolde ; 
Elis uewe forow, and eke his joyis olde, 
So pitoufly, and with fo ded an hewe, 
‘That every wight might on his forow rewe, 
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Fro thinnis forth he ridith up and doune, 
And every thing came him to remembraunce 
As he rode forth by placis of the toune 
Yn whiche he whilom had all his plefaunce; 
Lo! yondir faw I mine owne lady daunce, 
And in that temple with her eyin clere 
Me captive caught firft my right lddy dere : 
And yondir have I herde fel luitily 
My dere hert Crefeide Iaugh, and yondir plaie 
Bawe I her onis eke ful blisfully, 
And yondir onis to me gan fhe faic, 
Now, gode fwete !"lovith me wel 1 you prayes 
‘And yonde fo godely gan the me beholde 
That to the deth mine hert is to her halde: 
And at the cornir in the yondir houfe 
Herde 1 mine aldirlevift lady dere 
_ So womanly with voice melodioufe 
Singin fo wel, fo godely ahd fo clere, 
That in my foule yet me thinkith J here 
"The Blisful fowne, and in that yondir place 
My lady firft me toke unto her grace. 
‘Pan thought he thus, O blisfull Lorde Cupide ! 
‘Whan I the proceffe have in memoric 
How thou me haft weried on every fide 
* Men might a boke make of it like a ftorie; 
‘What nede is the to feke on me. vidtorie . ~ 
‘Sens Iam thine and wholly at thy will? 
‘What joy haft thou thine own? folke to fpill? 
‘Wel haft thou; Lorde; iwroke on me thine ire, 
Thou mighty God, and dredful for to greve 5 
Now-siercy; Lorde! thou wott wel I defire 
Thy grace motte of alle luttis leve, 
And Jive and dic J wol.in thy beleve, 
For whiche Une’ alke in guerdon but a bone; 
‘That thou Crefeide aien me fendé fone. 
Diftrainin her hert as faft to returne 
As thou doeft mine to longin her to fe; 
"Than wote | wel that the n‘il nat fojourne ? 
“Now blisful Lorde ! fo cruil thou ne be 
‘Unto the blode of Troie, I praié the, 
As Juno was unto the blode Thebane; 
For whiche the folke of Thebie caught ther bane. 
And aftir this he to the yatis wente 
Ther as Crefeide out rode a full gode paas, 
And up and doun there made he many’ a wente; 
And to him felfe ful oft he faid, Alas! 
Fro hennis rode my bliffe and my folas 
As wouldé blisful God now. for his joie 
1 might her fene ayen comin to Troic! 
And to the yondir hil I gan her gide, 
Alas: and there } toke of her my leve, 
And yonde I faw her to her fathir ride, 
For forow of whiche mine hert fhal to cleve, 
And hithir home I came whan it was eve, 
And here J dwel, out caft from allé joie, 
And thal, til I maie fene her efte in Troie. 
And of him felfe imaginid he ofte 
"To ben defaitid, pale,and woxinleffe , 
‘Than he was wonte, and that men faidin fofte 
What may it be? who can the fothé geffe 
‘Why Troilus hath al this hevineffe ? 
‘And al this n’as but his melancolie, 
- Phat he had of him {elfe fuche fantafie. 
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Anothir time imagifiin he would 
‘That evéry wight that went by the wey 
Had of him routhe, and that thei fuine fhould.” 
lam right fory Troilus wol dey: 
And thus he drove a daie yet forth or twef, 
As ye have herde? fuche life gan he to Iede 
As he that ftode betwixin hope and drede : 
For which him likéd in his fongis thewe 
Th’ enchefon of his wo as he beft might, 
And made a fonge of wordis but a fewe, 
Somwhat his woful! herté for to light, 
And whan he was from every mann’is fight 
With foité voice he of his lady derz, 
That abfent was, gan fing as ye maie heic 7 
O fterre! of which I loft have all the light, 
With hefté fore wel ought I to bewaile 
Chat evir derke in turmient, night by night, 
Towarde my-deth with winds }, ftere and faile, 
For whiche the tennith night if that I faile 
The giding of thy bemis bright-an houre 
My fhip and me Carybdis woll devoure, 
‘This fongé when he thus fongin had fone 
He fil aien into his fighis olde, 
And every night, as was his wont te done; 
He ftodé the bright mone to beholde, 
And al his forowe he to the mone tolde, 
And faid, Iwis whan thou art hornid newe 
1 hal be glad if al the world be trewe. 
. Lfaw thine hornis olde eke by that morow 
Whan hennis rode my bright lady dere, 
That caufe is of my turment and my forow, 
For whiché,.o bright Licina the clere 
For jove of God ren fat about thy fphere, 
For whan thine hornis newe ginnin to {pring 
Than fhal fhe come that maie my blifle ybring, 
The daie is more and lengir every night 
Than thei ben wont to be, thim thoughré tho, 
And that the funné went his courfe unright 
By lengir waie than it was wonte to go, 
And fuid, Jwis t drede me evirmo 
The funn’ls fonne Pkacton be gn live, 
And that his fathir’s carre amifle he drive. 
Upon the wallis faft eke would he walke; 
And on the Grekis hoft:he would yfe, 
And to him felfe right thus,he would ytalke 5 
Lo! yondir is mine owné lady fre, 
Or ellis yondit there the tentis bes 
And thence comith this ayre that is fo fote, 
Thatin my foule I fele it doth me bote. 
And hagdily this winde that more and more 
Thus ftoundemele encrefith in my face 
Is of my Iadies depé fighis fore ; 
U preve it thus, for in none othir {pace 
Of a! this toun, fave onely itt this place; 
Fele Ino winde that founith fo like paine, 
It faith Alas! whty twinid be we twaine? 
This longé tithe he drivith forth right thus; 
Til fully pallid was the ninthé night, 
And aie befide him was this Pandarus, 
That befily did allé his ight 
Him to comfort and/nakepicherté light, 


Yeving him hape akway the tazhé morow 
‘That fhe fhal peice ftintin SS irew: ‘, 
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Upon that othir fide eke was Crefeide 
With women fewe among the Grekis ftrong, 
« ‘Sor whiche fui oft a day Alas! fhe feide, 
‘That I was borne! wel maie mine herté long 
Aftir my deth, for now live I to long; 
Alas! and Ine may it not amende, 
For now is worfe than evir yet I wende, 
My father n’il for nothing do me grace 
To gone ayen for aught I can him queme, 
Ani if fo be that T my termé pace 
My Troilus, alas! fhal in his hert deme 
‘That fam falfe, and fo it maie wel fem 
Thas fhal 1 have unthonke o every fid 
sSfas borne fo welaway the tide } 
And if that I me put in jeopardie 
"Ro ftule awaie by night, and it befal 
‘That 1 be caught hal be holde a fpie, 
Or ellis, lo! this, drede 1 moft of al, 
Af in the hondis of fomé wretche I fal 
In‘am but loft,.al be mihe herté trewe + 
Now mighty God thou on my forow. rewe! 
Fulqpale iwoxin was her brighté face: 
fier + lene, asthe that al the daie 
Stode wi the durft, and lokid on the place 
There fh 
And al the night weping, alas! fhe laic 5 
And thus difpeirid out of ailé cure 
She lad her life this foroufull creture. 
Ful oft a duie the fighed eke for diftreffe, 
And in ber felfe the went aie purtraying 
OF Troilus the greté worthineffe, 
And al his godely wordis recording 
Sens firit that daie her love began to {pring ; 
And thus fhe fette her wofull hert afire 
























Through remembraunce of that fhe gan defire. 


Tall this world there n’is fo cruil hert 
‘That her had herd complainin in her forow 
That n'old have wepin for her painis fmert ; 
So tendirly fhe wept both eve and morow 
Her nedid not no teres for to borow; 

And this was yet the worlt of all her paine, 


‘Fher wes no wight to whom fhe durit complaine. 


Ful rewfully the lokid upon Troie, 
Behelde the touris high and eke the hallis; 
Alas © (quod fhe) the plefaunce and the joie, 
The whiche that now al turned into gal is, 
Mave | had oftin within yondir wallis? 

O Troilus! what docit thou new? fhe feide ; 
Lord, whethir thou yet think upon Crefeide ! 
aMbis! that ne’ had trowed on your lote, 
And went with you, as ye me redde er this, 

‘Phan had 1 now not fighid halfe fo fore: 
Whe might have faid that [had don amis 
“Co ftele awaie with fuche one as he is? 
But al to late comith the ledtuarie 

Whan men the corfe unto the gravé carie. 

‘Vo late is now to fpeke of that matere; 
Prudcuce, alas! one of thine eyin thre 
Me lackid alway er that I came here, 
for on time pallid remembrid me, 

Aud pref “Omid Ewel yie, 
I was‘ the fnare, 
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was hort, and fhe had dwellid aye; 


But nathéleffe, betide what may betide, 

I thal to morow’ at right, by e& or weit, 
Out of this hofte ele on fome manir fide, 
Aad gon with-Troilus where as him leit; 
‘This purpofe wol t holde, and this is beft 
No force of wickid tongis jonglerie, 

For er on love have wretchis had envie: 

For who fo wol of every worde take hedey 
Or colin bim by every wight’is wit, 

Ne thal he nevir thrivin out of drede, 
For that that fome men blamin ever yet 
Lo othir manir folke commtendin it; 
And as for me, for al fuche variaunce 
Felicite clepe I my fufifaunces - « 

For whiche, withoutin any wordis mo, 
To Troic 1 wol, as for conciuitoun. 

But God it wote er fully monthis two 

She was ful ferre fro that entencioun, 

For bothé Troilus and Troi: toun 

Shall knotéleffe throughout her herté flide, 
For the wol take a purpefe for to’ abide, 

‘This Diomede of whom I you tel gan, 
Goth now within himfelfe sic arguing, 
With al the fleight and al that er he can, 
How he maic beft with fhortift tarying 
Into¢is nette Crefeid'is hert bring; 

‘To this entente he couthé nevir fine; 
‘To fithin her he aide out hoke and linc, 

But nathéleffe wel in his hert he thought 
That fhe n’as nat without.a love in ‘Troie, 
For nevir fithin he her thennis brought 
Ne couthe he fene her laugh or nrakin joiez 
He n‘ift how bett her hert for to acoic, 

But for t" afley he faid nought it.ne grevethy 
For He that naught affayith naught atehewethy * 

Yet faid he to him felfe upon a. night, 

Now am I nat a fole that wote wel hawe: 
Her woe is for love of anothir wight: 
And herupon to gon affaie her nowe ? 
Tonaie well wete it n’il nat ben my prowe, 
For wife folke in bokis it expreffe, 

Men foal nat rorwe a wight in bevineff 

But who fo might ywinniin fuche a floure 
Fro him for whom fhe mournith night and daie 
He might wel faine he were a conqueroure ; 
And right anone, as he that bold was aie, 
Thought in his hert, happin what happin may, 
Al fhould } die I wol her herté feche, 

I thal no mor! lefin but my fpeche. 
This Diomede, as bokis us decare, 
Was in his nedis preft and corageous, 
With ftern~ voice, and mighty limmis fquare, 
Hardy and teftife, ftrong and chevalrous, 
Of dedis like his fathir ‘Tydéus; 
And fome men faine he was of tong? large, 
And heire he was of Caledon and Arge. 

Crefeidé mene ywas of her ftature, 

‘Therto of fhape, of face, and eke of chere, 
‘There ne mightin hen no fairir creter 
And oftin timis this was her mancre 
To gone itreffid. with her heris clere 
Doun by her coierg at her backe behinde, 
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And fave her bowis joynedin iferer 
‘There n’as no lacke in aught I can efpien; 
But for to fpekin of her cyin clere, 

Lo! truily thei writtin that her feien 

"That paradis ftode formed in her eien, 

And with her riché beauty evirmore 

Strove love in her aie which of ’hem was more. 

She fobre was, fimple, and wift withall, 
The bet inorifhid eke that might be, 

And godely of her fpeche in generall, 
Charitable, eftately, lufty’, aad fre, 
Ne nevirmore ne lackid her pite, 
‘Tendrchertid, and fliding of corage, 
But truily I can nat tel-her age. 

And Troilus wel woxio. was in hight, 
And complete, formid by proporcioun 
So wel, that Kinde it naught amendin might, 
Yong, frefh, and ftrong, and hardy as lioun, 

’ And trewe as ftele in eche condicioun, 
Onc of the belt entetchid creature 
‘That is or thal while that the world maie dare, 

And certainly in ftory it is fonde 

‘Thag Troilus was nevir to no wight, 

As tn his time, in no degre feconde 

In daring do that fongith to a knight ; 

Al might a giaunt paifin him of might 

His hert aie with the firft and with the beft 
Stode peregall to dare done what him left, 

But for to tellin forthe of Diomede 
It fil, that aftir on the tennith daie 
Sens that Crefeide-out of the cite yede 
‘This Diomede, as freth as braunche in Maie, 
Came to the tenté there as Calchas laie, 
And fainid him with Calchas have to done, 
But what he mente I fhal you tellin fone. 

Crefeidé, at thorte wordis for to tel, 
‘Welcomid him, and doun him by her fette, 
And he was etbe inough to makin dwel ; 
“And aftir this, withoutin longé lette, 

‘The {picis and the wine men forth "hem fette, 
And forthe thei {peke of this and that ifere, 
As frendis done, of whiche fome fhall ye here. 

He gan firft fallin'‘of the warre in fpeche 
Betwixin them and the folke of Troic toun, 
And of th’ affiege he gan eke her befeche 
‘To tellin him what was her opinioun; 

Fro that demaunde he fo difcendith doun 
‘To afkin her if that her ftraungé thought 
The Grekis gife and werkis that thei wrought, 

Aud why her fathir taryith fo long 
To weddin her unto fome worthy wight? 
Crefeidé, that was in her painis ftrong 
For Jove of Troilus her owné knight, 

So ferforth as he conning had or might 
Anfwerde him tho, but as of his entente 
It femid that fhe ne wift what he mente. 

But nathdleffe this ilke Dionicde 
Gan on him felfe affure, and thus he feide ; 
If J aright have taken on you hede 
Me thinkith thus, o lady mine Crefeide! 
‘That fens ¥ firft hond on your bridil teide, 
‘When L out came of Troid hg the morow, 
We might I nevir fene you butin forow, 
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1 canatat fain what maie the cauf be, 
But if for love of fome Trojan it were, 

‘The whiche right fore wouldin athinkin me, 
That ye for any wight that dwellith there 
Shulden yfpil a quartir of a tere, 

Or pitoully your felvin fo begile, 

For dredélefie it is nat worthe the while. 

‘The folke of Troie, as who faith al aid fome, 
In prifon ben, as you your felvin fe, 

Fro thenuis fhal nat one on live come 

For al the golde atwixin funne and fe; 
Truftith wel this, and undirftondith me, 
‘There fhal nat one to mercy gone on liye, 
Al were he Jord of worldis twifé five, -—~ 

Such wrech on them for. fetching of Helcine. 
There fhal be take, er that we hennis wende, 
‘That Manes, whiche that godais ben of Paine, 
Shal ben aga& that Grekis-wy) 7hem fhende ;° 
And men thal drede unto the world’is ende 
From hennis forthe to Pevithe any quenc, 

So ctuil thal our wreche on them be fene, 

And but if Calchas Jed us with ambagesy 
That is to faine, with double wordis fly 
Suche as men cl¢pen a word with tw? vilages, 
Ye thal wel knowin that I do‘nat lie, 

And al this thing right fene it with your cic, 
And that anon, ye n’il nat trowe how fone; 





‘Now takith hede, for it is for to done. 


What! wenin ye that your wife fathir would 
Have yevin Antenor for you anon, 
If he ne wifté that the cite fhould 
Diftroyid ben? Why, nay : fo mote I gone 
He knew ful wel there fhal nat fcapin one 
That Trojan is, and for the greté fere 
He durit nat that ye dwellid lengir there. 
What wol ye more, o lovefome lady dere! 
Let Troie and Trojans fro your herté paffe ; 
Drive out the bittir hope, and make gode cherey 
And clepe ayen, the beaute of your face, 
That ye with falté teris fo deface, 
For Troie is brought im fuche a jeopardic 
‘That it to fave is now no.remedie. 
And thinkith wel ye fhal_in Grekis finde 
A love more parfite, er that it be night, 
Than any ‘Trojan is, and moré kinde, 
And bet to fervin you wol don his might; 
And if that ye vouchfafe, my lady bright! 
I wol ben he to fervin you my felve, 
Ye, levir than be lorde of Grecis twelve. 
And wich that word he gan to waxin red, 
And in his fpeche a litil while he quoke, 
And caft afide a litil with his hed, =. 
And ftinte a while, and aftirwarde he woke, 
And fobrely on her he threwe his luke, 
And faid, Tam, al be’ it to you no joi 
As gentle’ a man as any wight in ‘T'roie + 
For if my fathir Tydeus, he feide, 
Ilivid had, tho 1 had ben er this 
Of Calidony’ and Arge a king, Crefeide, 
And fo hope [ that E fhaLyet iwis, 
But he was flaine, alas# thehpoxe harm is, 
Unhappily at Thebiséal to raz 
Polynices and mary” a man to 
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But, herté mine! fithe that I am your man, 

-And ye ben the fir of whom I feche grace, 
‘To fervin you as hertely as Tcan, 

And evir thal while I to live have {pace, 

So that er I depart out of this place 

Ye wol me grauntin that { may to morow 

At bettir laifir tell you of my forow. 

W? yt fhould J teli his wordis that he feide? 
He {pake inough for o daie at the meft ; 
ft previth wel he fpake fo that Crefeide 
Grauntid on the morow at his requeft 
Forthy to fpekin with him at the lefte, 

So thgt he n’olde fpekin of fuche matere, 
nus fhe to him faid, as ye mowe here, 
j As the thas had her hert on Troilus 
#50 fait yfet that none might it aracc, 
And ftraungély'dhe fpake, and feidé thus : 
© Diomede! | five that ilke place 
‘There I was bogie, and Jovis of thy grace 
Delivre’ it forfof al thst doth it care + 
God for thy might fo leve it wel to fare! 
That Grekis wold ther wrath on Troyd wreke, 
“Héshec thei might, Uknow it wel iwis ; , 
But it ql naught befallin as ye {peke, 
And Codtufome, and farthir ovir this 
1 wotc, my fathir wife and redy is, 
And that he me hath bought, as ye me tolde, 
So dere T am to him the more yholde. 

That Grekis ben of high condicioun 
I wote eke well, but certaine men fhall finde 
As worthy folke within Troi? toun, 

As conning, as parfite, and eke as kinde, 
As ben betwixin Orcades and Inde; 

And that ye couldin wel your lady ferve 

¥ trowe cke wel, her thonke for to deferve. 

But as to {peke of. love, iwis, the feide, 
Thad a Sorde to whom I weddid was, 

The whofe mine hert was al til that he deide, 
And othir love, as helpe me now Pallas, 
There in mine hert ne is ne nevir was; 

And that ye ben of noble’ and high kinrede 

1 have wel herde it tellin out of drede. 

And that doth me to have fo grcte a wonder 
That ye wol fcornin any woman fo ; : 
Eke God wote love and J ben fer afonder ; 
1am difpofid bet, fo mote I go, 
Unto my deth to plaine and mak‘ggwo; 
What I fhal aftir done I can nat faic, 
But truily as yet me lifte nat plaie. 

Mine hert is now in tribulacioun, 
And ye inarmis befy daie by daie ; 
Hcreaftir when ye wennin have the toun 
Paravintur than fo it happin maie 
That whan I fe that I nevir ere faie 4 
‘Than wol [ werke that  nevir ere wrought; 
‘This word to you inough fuftifin ought. 

To morow eke wol I fpeke with you faine, 
So that ye touchin nought of this matere, 

And whan you tit ye maie come here againe ; 


I faie nat therfore that ¥ wol you love, 
Ne faie nat naic, but, in conclufiqua, 
I mené wel, by God that fit above ; 
-\nd therwithal the caft her eyin doun, 
and gan to figh, and faide, O Troyé toune! 
Yer bidde I God in quiet and in reft 
Emuie the fene, or do mine herté breft. 
But in effectc, and thortely for to-faie, 
This Diomede al frefhly newe againe 
Gan preafin on, and faft her mercy praie ; 
And aftir this, the fothe for to faine, 
Her glove he tokc, of which he was ful faine, 
And, finally, whan it was woxin eve, 
And al was well, he rofe and toke his leve. 
‘The bright Venus folowid and aie taught 
‘The waie there brodé Pheebus doune alight 
And Cytherea her chare-horfe o'r raught 
‘To whirle into the Lioun if the might, 
And Signifer his candils fhewith bright, 
Whan that Crefeide unto her bed wente 
Within her fathir’is faire brighté tente, 
Retourning in her foule aie up and down 
‘The wordis of this fodeine Diomede, § 
His gret eftate, and peril of the toun, 4 
And that fhe was alone, and haddé nede 
Offrendis heipe, and thus began to drede 
‘The caufis why, the fothé for to tell, 
That the toke fully purpofe for to dwell. 
The morow came, and, goitly for to ipcke, 
This Diomede is come unto Crefeide ; 
And, fhortly, left that ye my talé breke, 
So wel he for himfelfin fpake and feide 
That al her fighis fore adoun he leide; 
And, finally, the fothe for to faine, 
He reft her of the grete of alle her pain, 
And aftir this the ory tellith us 
‘That the unto him yave the faire baie fhede 
‘The whiche the onis wan of Trois, 
And cke a broche (and that was litil nede) 
‘That Troilus was, fhe yave this Diomede, 
And eke the bet from forowe’ him to releve 
She made him were a pencell of her fleve. 
I finde eke in the flory ellis where, 
Whan through the body hurt was Diomede, 
OF Troilus tho wepte the many’ a tere, 
Whan that ihe faw his widé woundis blede, 
And that fhe toke to kepin him gode hede, * 
And for to helin him of his woundis fmerre ¢ 
Men faine, { n’ot, that fhe yeve him her here, 
But truily the ftory tellith us 
There madin nevir woman moré wo 
Than fhe whan that he falfid Troilus; 
She faide Alas! for now is clene ago 
My name in trouthe of Jove for evirmo, 
For I have falfid one the gettilleft 
That ever was, and one the worthieft. 
Alas! of me unto the world’is ende 
Shall neithir ben iwrittin or ifon; 
No gode worde, for thefe bokis woll me thende; 















And er ye gon thygaguché I faie you here, Irollid fhall I ben on many’ a tong, 
A> heipe me ‘wita her heris clere, ‘Throughout the world my bell hall be yrong, 
Ye tht gare any Creke have routhe And women mofte woll hatin me of all; 


it thovittybe your feivia bywmy trouthe. Alas that foche a caas me fhould befall! 
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Thei well fain, in as moche as in me is 
Thave ’bem doey difhoneur, welawaie ! 
All be] not the fir ghat did amis, 
‘What helpith that to deen my blamé awaie? 
But ferls I fe there is no bettir waie, 
And that to late is now for me to rue, 
“S'o Diomede 1 woll algate be true. 
But, ‘Troilus, fens I ne bettir maie, 
And fens that thus departin ye and I, 
Yet praie 1 God fo yeve you right gode daic, 
As for the gentillift knight truily 
‘That er I fawe to fervin faithfully, 
And beft can aie his ladie’s honour kepe, 
(And with that worde fhe brait anon towepe-} 
Anda certis you ne hatin fhall I never, 
And frend’is love that fhall ye have of me, 
‘And my gade worde, all should I livin ever; 
And traily Fwould right foric be 
For to fein you in adverfite ; 
And giltilefic 1 wot well I you Teves 
And all fhall pale, and thus take Fmy leve; 
But truily how long it was birwene 
That the forfoke him for this Diomede 
"There is none auéthour tellith it I wene, 
‘Take every man now to his bokis hede 





He fhall no termé findin out of drede, - 


’ For though that he began to wowe her fone, 
‘Er he her wan yet was there more to done. 
Ne me ne lift this {clic woman chide 
Ferthir than that the ftovie woll devife; 
Her name, alas! is publithid fo wide 
‘That for her gilt it ought inough fuffife ; 
And if I might excuse her in fome wife, 
For the fo forie was for her untrouthe, 
Iwis I would excufe her yet for routhe. 
"This Troilus, as I before have told, 
Thus drivith forth as wel as he bath might, 
But oftin was his herte hote and cold, 
And namily that ike ninithe night 
Whiche on the morowe fhe had him behight 
: Lo come ayen ; God wote full lirtle reft 
Had he that night; nothing to flepe him left. 
"Phe lauril-crounid Phebus with his hete 
Gan in his cgurfe aie upward as he went 
‘To warme of the eft fe the wavis wete, 
And Circe’is doughtir fong with frethe entent, 
Whin Troilus his Pandare aftir fent, 
And on the wallis of the toune thei pleide, 
‘Lo toke if thei can fene aught of Crefeide ; 
‘Till it was none thei fledin for to fe 
Who that there came, and every manir wight 
*Vhat came fro ferre thei {aidin it was fhe, 
"TH that thei couldin knowin bin aright + 
Now was his herté dull, now was it light; 
‘And thus bejapid Rodin for to ftare 
About naught this Troilus and Pandare. 
TTo Pandarus this Troilus tho feide 
For aught I wot before none fikirly 
Into this toune ne comith not Crefeide, 
She hath inough to doin hardily 
To twinnin from her fathir, fo trowe 1; 
Her oldé fathir woll yet-make her dine 
kr that the go; God yeve bis herté pine ! 
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Pandare anfwerd, it may wel ben certain 
And forthy let us dine, [ the befeche, 
And aftir none than maift thou come again : 
And home thei go withoutin mogé {peche, 
And comin ayen; but long maie thei feche 
Er that thei findin that thei aftir gape ; 
Fortune *hem bothe ythinkith for to jape. 
(Quod Troilus) I fe well now that the 
1s taryid with her old fathir fo 
That er the come it woll nigh evin be; 
Come forthe, Iwoll unto the yaté go, 
Thefe portirs hen urkkonning evirmo, 
And I woll doen "hem holdin up the yate- 
As naught ne were, althouth the comin latl. 
The daie goth fat, and after that came eve, 
And yet came not to Troilus Crefeide + 
He lokith forth by hedge, by tre#by greve, 
And ferre his hedde ovir the wahrhe leide, 
And at the lait he tournid him, Yad feide, 
By God I wote her mening now, Prndare ; 
Almofte iwis all newe was all my care. 
Now doutilefs this Sadie can her gode; 
I wote fhe comith riding privily ; ‘ 
I commendin her wifedome by mine hod/% 
She woll nat makin peple nicily 
Gaure on her whan fhe cometh, but foftily 
By night into the toune the thinkith ride, 
And, dere brcthir! thinke nat long to abide. 
We have naught ellis for to doen iwis; - 
And Pandarus, now wilt thou trowin me, 
Have here my trouth I fe her; yond the is: 
Heve up thine eyin man ; maieft thou nat fe? 
Pandare anfwerid, Nuie, fo mote I the; 
All wrong by God: what faift thou man?wher art? 
‘Vhat I fe yonde afarre n’is but a carte. 
Alas! thou faieft right fothe, (quod Troilus) 
But hardily it is not all for nought 
That in mine herte I now rejoice thus ; 
It is ayenft fome gode : Ihave a thought, 
N’ot J nat how, but fens that { was wrought 
Ne felt I fuche a comfort dare I faie; 
She cometh to night, my life that durft I lay. 
Pandare an rde, Jt maie be well inough 3 
And helde with him of all that er he faied, 
But in his herte he thought, and foft he lough, 
And to himfelf full fobirly he faied, 
From hafilwodde, there Joly Robin plaicd, 
Shall come all that that thou abidift here; 
Ye, farwell all the fnowe of ferné yerc. 
‘The wardein of the yatis gan to call 
The folke which that without the yatis were, 
And badde “hem drivin in their beftis all, 
Or all the night thei muft bylevin there ; 
And ferse within the night, with many’ a tere, 
‘This Troilus gan homward for to ride, 
For well he {eeth it heipith nat te’ abide. 
But nathéleffe he gladdid him in this, 
He thought he mifaccomptid had his daie, 
And faicd, | underftande have all amis, 
For thitké night I fat Cr aie 
She faied 1 shall ben poeta vet maie, 
Er that the mone, o myfdere ha. Grete! 
The Lion paffe out “Chis Aricte + 
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For whiche fhe maie yet hold all her behef; 
- And on the morowe to the yate he went, 
>And up and. doune, by welt and eke by eft, 
Upon the wallis made he many’ a went ; 
But al for naught; his hope alway him blent; 
For which at night in forow and fighes fore 
He went him home withoutin any more.” 
‘Thishope all clene out of his herté fledde, 
He ne’ wath wheron new lengir for to hong, 
Bat for the pain him thought his herté bledd, 
So wer his throwis fharp, and wondir ftrong, 
For whan he fawe that fhe abode fo long 
He ne wift what he judgin of ir might, 
dhghath brokin that fhe him behight. 
nirde, the fourth, the fifte, and the fixt, daie 
{tir tho dayis tenne of y.hiche I told, 
Xctwisin hope and drede his herté laie, 
Yet fonawhat truffing on her heftis old} 
But whan he fuwg the n’olde her termis hold 
He can now fenepone othir remedie 
Bu: tor to fhapit“him fone for to die. 
Vherwith the wickid {pirit, God us bleffle! 
~Whiche that men clepin the wode Jaloufie, 
Gin T un crepe in all this hevineffe, 
For which bicanfe he wouldin foné die 
He n’ete nedyonks for his melancolic, 
Andcke fromNgvery compani¢ he fledde s 
‘This was che litk that all this time he ledde, 
He fo defaite was that no manir man 
Unnethis him might knowin there he went, 
So was he lene und therto pale and wan, 
and feble, that he walkith by potent, 
And with his ire he thus himtelfin fhent ; 
but whoto aftcid him wherof him {merte, 
He fuied his harme was all about his herte, 
Priam full oft, and eke his mothir dere, 
His bretherne and his fuftrin, gan him frain 
Why he fo woftll was in al] his chere, 
And what thing was the caufe of al his pain ? 
But all for naught; he n’olde his caufé plain, 
But faied he felt a grevous maladie 
About hisherte, and fain he wouldé die. 
So ona daie he taie bim douneto flepe, 
And fo bifell it that in flepe him thought 
‘That in a forefl fall he walked to wepe 
Yor love of her that him thefe painis wrought, 
And up and doune as he that foreft fought 
He met he fawe a bore with tubkis grete 
‘That flept ayenift the bright funn’is hetes 
a\nd by this bore, fait in her armis fold, 
Laie kiffing aie his ladie bright Crefeide, 
For forowe’ of whiche, whan he it gan behold, 
And for difpite, out of his flepe he breide, 
And Joude he cried on Pandarus, and feide, 
© Pandarus! uow knowe I crop and rote® 
J n’am but dedde ; there mis none othir bote. 
My lade bright, Crefeide, hath me betraide, 
In whom Ptruftid motte of any wight ; 
She cllifwhere hath now her hert apaied 5 
‘The blisfull goddis thorough ther grete might 
Have in my dremeyieayid it full right ; 
Thus in my dy ref de have I beholde, 
And all this 2g to Pandgrus be tolde, 
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Omy Crefeide! alas! what fubtilte, 

What neweé luft, what beaute, what Icience, 
What wrathe of jufte caufe have ye unto me? 
What gilt of me, what fell experience, 

Hath fro me rafte, alas! thine advertence ? 
Otraft! o faithe ! quod he’, o depe affuraunce ! 
Who hath me rafte Crefeide, all my plefaunce 2 

Alas! why let f her from hennis go? 

For whiche well nigh out of my wit I breide ; 

Wio fhafl now trowe on any othis mo? 

God wote I wende, 0 ladie bright Crefeide! 

That every worde was gofpell that ye feide z 

But who maie bet begile if that him lift, 

Than he ov whom men wenin beff'to trift ? 
What fhall I doen, my Pandarus?* alas! 

I felin now fo fbarpe a newé pain, 

Sens that there is no remedy’ in this caas, 

‘That bet were it f with mine hondis twain 

My felvin Nowe than alwaic thus to plain, 

For through the deth my, wo fhuld have’ an endey 

There every daic with life my felf I thende. 

Pandare anfwerde and faid, Alas the while 
‘That I was borne | Have I nat faied ér this 
‘That dremis many’ a manir man begife? | * 
Aad why ? for folke expoundin ‘hem amis: 
How dari thow fain that falfe thy ladie is 
For any dreme ? right for thine owne drede 
Let he this thought; thou canft no dremis rede, 

Paravinture there thou dremclt of this bore 
{t maie fo be that it maic fen 
Her fathir, whiche that old is and eke hore, 
Afen the funne lyith on poinct to die, 

And the for forowe ginnith wepe and crie, 
And kiflith him, there He lieth oni the ground 
Thus fhuldift thou thy dreme aright expound... 

How might I than doin (quad Troitus 
To knowe of this, yea, were nevir fo Kte 
Now faie thou wifely, (quéd this Pandarus) 
My redy is this, fens thou canft well endite, * 
‘That haftily a lettir thou hér write, —_ 
Thorough which thou thalt wel bringin about 
To knowg a foth of that thou art in dout. 

And fe now why; for this I dare well faing 
‘That if fo isthat fhe untrue ybe 
I can not trowe that fhe woll write again; 
And if the write thou fhalt full fone ife 
As whethir fhe hath any liberte 
To come ayen, or ellis in fome claufe 
If the be let fhe wol affigne a canfe, 

Thou haft not writtin to her fens fhe went, 
Nor fhe to the; and this 1 dur wele laie, 
‘There maie foche caufé ben in her entent 
That hardily thou wolt thy felvin faie 
‘That her abode the beft is for you twaie > 
Now write her than, and thou halt felé fo3 
A foth of ail; there is no more to done, 

Acordid ben to this conelufioun, 

And that anon, thefe ilke lordis two, 

And haftily fat Troilus agoun, 

And rollith ia his nerté to and fro 

How he maie bet difcrivin her his wo, 

And to Crefeidé his owne ladie dere 

He wrote right thus, and faid as ye maie berg 
Cc ij ee 
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Right freth flour, whofe i have aye ben and fhall, 
Withoutin. part of ellifwhere fervife, 
With herte and bodie, fife, lu, thought, and all, 
l wofuli wight, in every humble wife 
Thattong.can tell or herté maie devife, 
As oft as mattir occupyith place, 
‘Me recommaunde unte your noble grace. 
Likith it you to wetin, fweté herte ! 
As ye well knowin, how long time agon 
‘That ye me left in afpre painis fmerte, 
‘Whan that ye wextin, of whiche yet bote nom 
Have J non had, but evir-worfe bigen 
Fro daie to daie am 1, and fo mote dwell 
While it you Lift, of wele and wo my well. 
For whiche to you with dredefuil herte true 
T write, as he that forewe driveth to write, 
My wo, that every houre encrefith newe, 
Complaining as I dare or can endite ; 
And that detacid is that maie ye wite 
The teris which that from mine eyin rain, 
That wuldin fpeke if that thei durft and plain. 
,. You firft befeche f that your eyin clere 
"Lo loke on this defoulid ye nat hold, 
And ore all this that ye my Jadie dere 
‘Woll vouchfafin this lettir to beheld, 
And by the canfe eke of my catis cold, 
That faeth my wit, # aught amis me fterte 
Foryevith it me, mine owne fweté herte ! 
Hf any fervaunt durft or ought of right 
Upon his ladie pitoufly complain, 
‘Than wene I that I ought to be that wight, 
Confidrid this, that ye thefe monthis twain 
Have taried there ye faidin, fothe to fain, 
But tense dayis ye n’olde in hofte fojourne, 
But in two monethis yet ye not retourne, 
But for as roche as me mote nedis like 
All that you Lit I dare nat planin more, 
Bat humbly with forowfull Sghis fike 
‘You write F mine unrettie forowes fore, 
Fro daie to daie defiring cvirmore 
‘To knowin fully, if your willit were, ~ 
How ye have fared and don while ye be there; 
eUhe whofe welfare and hele eke God encrefe 
In honour foche, that upward in degre 
it growe alwaie, fo that it nevir cefe; 
Right as your herte aie can, my ladie fre, 
Devife, 1 praie to God fo mote-it be, 
And graunt it that ye fone upon me rewe, 
‘As witcly as in all Pam to you true. 
And if you likith knewin of the fare 
Of me, whofe wo there maie no wight diferive, 
Tcan no mere, but cheit of every care, 
At writing of this Iettir I’ am on five, 
‘All redy out of my wofull ghott to drive, 
Whiche I delaie and holde him yet in honde 
‘Upon the fight of mattir of your fonde. 
‘Mine eyin two, in vain with whiche { fe, 
Of forowfull teres falt arn wox'n wellis, 
‘My fong in plaint of mine adverfite, 
My gode in harme, mine efe eke woxin helis, 
My joie in wo: f can fey now nought ellis 
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But tournidis, for-whiche my life I waric, 
Every joie or fe in his contrarie : 

Which with your coming home ayen te Troy 
Ye maie redrefle, and more a thoufande Sthe 
Than er I had encreflin in me joie, 

For was there nevir hert: yet fo blythe 

‘Fo have his Jife as 1 thall ben as fwithe 

As I you fe, and though no manir routhe 
Can mevin you, yet thinkith on your trofithe, 

And if fo be my gilt hath deth deferved, 
Or if ou lift no more upon me fe, 

In guerdon yet of that [have you ferved 
Befeche tyou, mine owné ladie fre 

‘That hereupon you wouldin write to me 

For love-of Jovis, my right lode fterre, 

‘That deth maie make an end of al my werre. 

If othir caufe aught doeth yoy for to dwel, 

That with your lettir ye me r¢tomfort, 
For though to me your abfency i$ an hell, 
With pacience 1 woll my wo-coMfort, ~ 
And with your letter’ of hope I Wolf difport + 
Now writith, fwete! and let me thus nat plain 5 
With hope or deth delivereth me fre pain, 

Iwis, mine owné deré herté true! 

I wot that whan ye next upon me fe, / 

So loft have 1 mine hele and eke mip? hewe, 
Crefeidé fhall not conne tho knovy%a me; 
Iwis, mine hert’is dai¢, my ladje fre ! 

So thurftith aie mine herté to behold 

Your beaute shat unneth my life [ hold. 

I faie no more, all have } for to fey 
To you well more than that 1 tellin maie s 
But whethir that ye doe me live or dey 
Yet praic 1 God fo yeve you right gode daie : 
And fasith well, thou godely faire frefhe Maie! 
As ye that Jife or deth me maie commaunde, 
And to your trouth aie | me recommaunde, 

With helé foche, that but ye yevin me 
The famin hele I fhall non hele yhave : 

In you lieth, whan you lift that it fo be, 

‘Fhe daic in whiche me clothin fhall my grave, 
And in you my life, in you might to fave 

Me fro-difefe of all my painis fmerte : 

And farith now wele, myne own dere fwete herte! 
Le vofire, To 


This lettir forthe was fent unto Crefcide, 
Of whiche her anfwere in effe@ was this; 
Full pitouily the wrote ayen, and feide, 
That all fo foné as the might iwis 
She would come, and amende that was amis3 
And, finally, fhe wrote and fayid thea 
She would ycome, ye, but the n’ift not when. 
But ia her lettir madin fhe foche feftes 
That wondir was, and {wore the loved him heft, 
Of whiche he found but botomies biheftes. 
But, Troilus, thou maieft now eaft and weft 
Pipe in an ivie Iefe if that the left : 
Thus goth the world ; Ged fhild us fro mifchannce, 
And every wight that mesif}trouth avaunce ! 
Enorefin gan the wo ffo d: 
OF Troilus for tazyingrof Crefeide, ~ 
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And leffit gan his hope and ck his might, 

For whiche al doun he in his bedde him. Igide; 
-He ne ete, dronke, ne fiept, ne wordé feide, 
Imagining aie that the was unkinde, 

For whiche well nigh he wext out of his taind. 

This dreme of whiche I told have cke beforne 

Maie nevie come eut of his xemembraunce ; 
He thought aie well he had his ladie Jorn, 
And thgt Jovis of his hie purveiaunce 

Him fhewed had in flepe the fignifiaunce 

Of her untrouth and his difavinture, 

And that the bore was fhewed him in figure; 

For whiche he for Sibylle his fuftir fent, 
‘Th; Aid was Caffandre’ cke alt about, 
“nd all his dreme he told: her er he ftent, 

Rnd her befougHe affoilin him the donist 

Of the ftrong bose with all his rutkis Rout; 
And, finally, witk na litil Rounde 

Caffandra him p’-thus his dreme expound. 

She gan firft [riile, and faid, Q brothir dere! 

If thou a fothe of this defirch teknéwe '; 
Thou muft a fewe. of oldé fortes here, 

To _purpofe how that Fortune ovirthrowe 
Hath lors old, ehroagh which within a throw 





Thou thelthis bore well know, and of what kinde 


He comin ittgs men in bokis finde, 

Diana, we! that wrothe was and in ire, 

For Grckis n’olit. dein her facrifice, 

Ne encens on her Mar fet on fire, 

She for that Grekis gon her fo dipife 
Ywrake her in a wondir cruill wile, 

For with a bare as grete as oxe in fall 
She made up frete ther corne and vinis all 

To flea the bore was all-the countrie reifed, 
Emongie whiche there camethis boré to fe 
A maid, one of this warlde-the bef ipraifed ;. 
And Meleager, lorde of that: countre, 

He lovid fo this frefhé maidin fre, 
‘That with his manhode er he wouldé ftent 
‘This bore he flongh, and her the hed he fent, 

Of whiche, as oldé bokis tellin us, 

There rofe a contcke and a grete envie; 
Aud of this lorde difendid Tydeus 

By Signe, or cllis oldé bokis fie : 

But how this Meleager gan to die, 
Thorougir his mothir, woll Tyou not tell, 
For all to long it werin for to dwell,» 

She telde eke how T'ydeus, er the flent, 
Unto the flrongé cite of Thrhes 
(To claimin kingdome. of the cite) went 
For his felawé Dan Polynices, 

Of whiche the brothir Dan Eteocles 
Full wrongfuily of Thebis held the ftrength ; 
‘This toldé the by proceffe all by length. 

She telde cke how Hemonides afterte 
Whan Tydeus flough fittie knightie ftoute ; 
She tolde eke all the prophefies by herte, 
And how that fevin kingis with ther rout 
Befiegedin the cite all aboute, 

And of the holie ferpect,and the well, 
And of the Furies. aise gan him tell. 
brofugPydeus primo Potynicem, 
dacel, inf. 
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Quartus babet Reges ineuntes pralia fipters, 
Lemniadum Furia qainto narrantur,  anguaty 
Archemori buftum fexto, ladique leguntur, 
Dat Thebis catem Geatocum foptimus umbris, 
Otavo cecidit Tydeus, pes, vita Pelofrums, 
Hippomedon xoxo meritur cum Par thentpao, 
Fulmine percuffue decime Capancus fiperatur, 
Undevime fife periomunt per oulacra fratres, 
oun flentem narrat ducdenus, & ignem. 
Of Archinorie’s burying and the plaies, 
And how Amphiaraus fill through the grounde; 
How Tydeus was flain, Lerd of Atgeies, 
Aud how Hipome’don in a litil founde . 
Was dreint, and dedde Parthenope of wound, 
And alfo how Capanéus the proude 
With thonder dint was flain, that'ctyd loude.~ 
She gan cke tell him: how that cithiy brother, 
Eteocles and Polynice alfo, : 
At a fcarmifhe eche. ef *hem floughs the ether, 
And vis iigand thermo, _ 
And ee coh eattent the told. eke tho-s: 
And tho difcendid: deanc from: jetta old. 
‘To Diomede, and thas. Bhe Spake and solds: 
This ithe bore betokenith Diomeds;: 
Tydeus fonne,,that doune difeendid is. : 
F om: cle’ager, that made the bore to blede, 
And thy ladie, where fo the be iwis, 
This Diomede her herte hath and fhe his : 
Wepe if thou wolt or leve, for out of doug 
‘This Diomedeis in and thou art out. 
oT hou faieft nat fothe, (quod he): thow forccreffe, 
With all thy fal ghotk of prophecies %, 
Thou wenift ben. a greve devinerefle, 
Now feoft thou nat this fole ef fantatie 
Pinin her wpon ladies for to He : adie 95 
Awaie, (qued he) there Jovis yeve the forowed 
Thou thalt be fale paxa' wemture er. to totow. 
As well thoe mightit lem om gat 
‘That was of all creturis(but:men lie} © 
‘That evir werin kind#tt and the beta; 
For whan-her bufboode was in: jeopardis. 
To dic himfelf, but if fe woulde die, 
She chefs for hime to die and gon to hell, 
And ftarfe anon, as ua thie bokis tell, 
Caffandre zneth ; and he with cruill hegte 
Foryate his wo for angre of her fpeclie, 
And fro bis bedde all fodainly he fterte,. 
As though all whole him had imade a leche, 
And daie by daie he gan enquire and feche 
A fothe of this with all Bis befy cure j 
And thus he drivith forthe his avinture: 
Fortune, whiche that the permutacion: 
Of all:thinges hath, as itis her committed: 
‘Through purveiaunce and difpoficion 
OF high Jove, as reignis fhall ben pAlitted 
Fro folk to folk, or whan thei ffial- hen fitted, 
Gan pull awiie the fethirs bright of Troie. 
Fro daie to-daie, till thei ben bare of joie. 
Emong all this the fine of the’ jeopardie 
Of He@or gan approchin wandir biixe,. 
The Fatis would his fends fhould unbedia, 
And fhapin had a mene it out to drive, 
Ayenft whiche fate him helpith not to ftrive, 
Ce iij i 
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But on 2 daie to fightin gan he wende, 
At whiche, alas! he caught his liv’is ende : 

For whiche me thinkith every manir r wight 
That haantith armis oughtin to bewaile 
‘The deth of him that was fo noble’ a knight, 
For ag he drough a king by th’ aventaile, 
Unware of this Achilles through the riaile 
And through the bodie gan him for to rive, 
And thus the worthy knight was reft of live; 

For whom, as old} bokis tellin us, 

‘Was made foch wo that tong it maic nat tel, 
And namily the forowe’ of Troilus, 

‘That next him was.of worthinefle the well, 
And in this wo gan Troilus to dwell, 

“phat what for forowe, love, and for unreft, 
Full oft a daie he had his herté brett. 

~ But nathéleffe though he gon him difpaire, 

And drede aie that his ladie was untrue, 

‘Wet aic on Ker his hert? gan repaire, 

Aind, as thefe lovirs doen, he fought aie ggwe 
‘To get ayen Crefeids bright of hewe, 
‘And in his herte be went her excufing, 
"That Calchas caufid all her tarying. 

And oftin time ke was in purpofe grete 
‘Him fetvin like a pilgrim to difgife 
"Yo fene her; but he maie not counterfete 
‘To ben unknowen of folke that werin wife, 
“Ne finde excufe aright that maie fuifice, 

‘¥ he among the Grekis knowin were, 
For whiche he wept full oft many a tere. 

To her he wrote yet oftin time all newe 
Full pitoufly, he left it nat for flouthe, 
Befeching her, fithins that he wastrue, 
‘That fhe would come ayen and hold her trouth : 
For whiche Crefcidé upon a daie for routh, 

I take it'fo, touching all this mattere 
‘Wrote him ayen, and faied as ye maie here: 

Cupid’is fonve, enfample’ of godelihede, 
© fwerde of knighthode, fours of gentilneffe | 
How might a wight in turment and in drede, 
And heleleffe, you fendin as yet giadneffe ? 

I herstileffe, I ficke, 1 in diftreffe, 
Sens ye with me nor } with you maie dele, 
You neithir fende J maic ne herte ne hele. * 

Your Jettirs full the papir all ipiainted 

Commeyid havin myne bert'is pite ; 

Ihave eke fene with teris all depainted 

‘Your tettir, and how ye requirin me 

‘To come ayen, whiche yet he maie not be, 
But why, left that this lettir foundin were, 
No mencioun ne make TI now for fere. t 

Grevous to me (God wote) istyour unreft, 
Your haft, and that the goddis ordinaunce 
It femith nat ye take it for the bet, 

Nor othir thing n’is in your remembraunce 
As tbinkith ‘me, but onely your plefaunce ; 
But beth nat wroth, and that I you befeche, 
For that ¥ tarie’ is all for wickid fpeche : 

For L have herd well moré than I wend 
‘Touching us two how thingis have iftond, 
Whiche } thall with ¢iffimuling amende ; 

And beth not wroth, I have eke undirftond 
How ye ne doe but holdin me in honde ; 


TROILUS AND CRESEIDE. 





| BEF 
But now no force ; T can nat in you geffe 
But alld trouthe and alld gentilneffe. 

Comin 1 well, but yet in foche disjointe 
I ftond as now, that what yere or what daic 
That this fhall be that can ¥ nat apointe; - 

But in effect I praie you as f maie » 

Of your gode worde and of your frendthip. sic, 

For truily while that my life maie dure, 

‘As fora frende ye maie in me affure, + 

= Yet praie L you on evill ye na take 

That it is fhort whiche that 1 to you write; 

I dare nat there Lam well Jettirs make, 

Ne nevir yet ne could I well endite ; 

Eke grete effe@ men writin in place lite pas 

Th’ entent is all, and nat the lettirs {pace : 

And farith well ; God have you in his grace ! 
‘Le wofire, ce 

This Troilus thought this Ieftir al fraunge 

Whan he it fawe, and forowfi Oy he fight ; 

Him thought it like a kalendes Wy efchaunge; 

But, finally, he ful ne trowin might 

‘That the ne would him holdin that the hight, 

For with ful evill wil lifte him to leve 

‘That lovith wel, in fuch cafe, though 

But nathéleffe men fain that at th: 
For any thing men thal the fothé 
And fuche a cafe betide, and th: 
That Troilus wel underftonde 
N’as nat fo kinde as that heefought to bes 
And, finally, he wote now out of dout 
‘That al is loft that he hath-ben about. 

Stode on a daie in his melancolie 

This Troilus, and in fufpectioun 
Of her for whom he wenid for to die, 
And fo befil that throughout froic toun, 
As was the gife, iborne was up and doun 
A manir cote armoare, as faithe the ftorie, 
Beforn Deiphobe, in figne of his vidtoric ; 

‘The whiché cote, as tellith Lollius, 
Deiphobe it had yrente fro Diomede 
The fame daie ; and when this Troilus 
It fawe he gan to takin of it hedc, 
Avifing of the length and of the brede, 
And al the werke, but as he gan beholde 
Ful fodainly his herte began to colde, 

As he that on the coler fonde within 
A broche that he Crefcidé yave at morow 
That the from Troié toune muft nedis twin, 

In remmembraunce of him and of his forow, 
And fhe him laide ayen her faith to borow 
To kepe it aie; but now ful wel he wift 
His lady p'as no longir on to trift. 

He goeth him home, and gan fal fone fende 
For Pandarus, and al this newé chaunce, 

And of this broch he tolde him orde and ende, 
Complaining of her hert’is yariaunce, 

His longé.love, his trouth, and his penaunce ; 
And aftir Deth, withoutin wordis more, 

Ful faft he cried, his reft him to reftore. 

Than fpake he thus; O lady mine, Crefeide! 
Where is your faith, and where is your beheft? 
Where is your love? wh our trouth? he 

feide y, . 
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Of Diomede have ye now al his feft ? 

«Alas! I would have trowid at the left 

"that fens yc n’olde in trouthé to me ftonde 
‘That ye thus w’olde have holdin me in honde. 

Who thal now trowen on any othis mo? 
Alas! [ nevir would have wende er this 
“Mat ye, Crefeide, coulde have chaungid fo, 
Ne Lat Thad agilte and don amis; 

So axacl wende [nat your herte iwis 
To fe me thus; alas! your name of trouthe. 
Js now’ fordone, and that is al my routhe. 

Was there none othir broche you lift to lete 
To feffe wath your newé love, (quod he) 
Burghilke broche that { with teris wete 

* You yave as for a remembraunce of me? 
None other cic, alas! ne haddin ye 
But for difpitd, and eke for that ye mente 
‘All uttirly to ( ewin your entente + 

Vhrough wich 1 fe that clene out of your 
Ye have mic grit, and{ ne cannor maie {minde 
For all this world within mine herte finde 
To’ unlovin you aquartir of a daie ; 

_ln_curiMt time I borne was, welawaie ! 
That you that done me ail this wo endure 
Yet lovodkthe bet of any creture. 

Now qd: (quod he) me fendin yet the grace 
That EF mardymetin with this Diomede, 
And teuily it’ have might and fpace 
Yee fhall Tas hope his fidis blede : 

Now God (quod Me) that aughtift takin hede 
‘To forthrin trouthe, and wrongis to punice, 
Why wilt thou don a vengeaance of this vice ? 

O Pandarus! that in dremes for to trifte, 
Me blamid haft, and wonte art oft upbreide, 
Now maift thou fene thy felfe, if that the lift, 
How tewe is now thy nece bright Crefeide : 
In fondry formis, (God it wete) he feide, 

‘The goddis fhewin bothé joie-and tene 
1a flepe, and by my dremce it is now fene, 

And certainly, withoutin moré fpeche, 
From hennis forthe, as ferforthe as | maie, 
Mine owne deth in armis woll feche, 

Tne retche nat how fond be the daie ; 

Bat trewily, Crefeide, fweté Maic! 

Whom I hay hal my might iferved, 
‘That ye thus done T have it nat deferved. 

‘This Pandarus, that al thefe thipgis herde, 

And wifte wel that he faid a fothe of this, 
He nat a worde ayen to him anfwerde, 
For fory of his frend’is forow” he is, 

And fhamid for his nece hath done amis, 
And ftante aftonied of thefe caufis twaie 
As ftil as ftone; 0 worde ne coulde he faie. 

But at the lait thus he yfpake and {cide : 

My brothir dere! I may do the no mare ; 
What thould I faine? T hate iwis Crefeide, 
And God it wote I wo] hate her er-more ; 
And that thou me befoughtift don of yore, 
Having unto mine honour ne my reite 
Right no regarde, 1 did al that the lee. 

Yf1 did aught which that might likin the 
i: is me lefe, gnd of vhis trefon now 
Good wote tilt it a forew is tyme, 
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And dredcleffe, forhert’is efe of you, 
Right faine 1 would amende it wift I how, 
And fro this world Almighty God I praie, 
Delivir her fone! I can no more faie. 
Great was the woe and plaint of ‘Troilus, 
But forthe het courfe Fortune aic gan to holde, 
Creféide lovith the foune of Tydeus, 
And Troilus mote wepe in caris colde : 
Such is this worlde, who fo it can beholde 5 
In eche eftate is litill hert’is refte ; 
God leve us to takin'it for the beite! 
In many cruil bataile, out of drede, 
Of Troilus this ilké noble knight 
(As men maic in thefe old@ bokis rede) 
Was fene his knighthod and his grete might, 
And dredcleife his iré daic and night 
But cruilly the Grekis aie abought, 
And alwaie moft this Diomede he fought. 
And oftin timis I finde that thei mette 
With blody ftrokis and with wordis grete, 
Affaving how ther {peris werin whette; 
And God it wote with many’ a cruif hete 
Gan Troilus upon his helme to bete s+ - 
But nathéleffe Fortune it naught tie Would’ 
Of cithir’s honde that eithir dyin-fhould. 
Aud if Thad itakin for to write © * 
he armis of this ilié worthy man, 
‘Than would I of his battailis endites 
Bac for that L to writin firit began 
Of his love, I have faidin as 1 can 7 
His worthy dedis, who fo lifte "hem here, 
Rede Dares, ke can tel "hem al ifere. 
Befeching every lady bright of hiewe, 
And every gentil woman, what fhe'be, | 
Al be it that Crefpidé was untrewe, 
‘That for that gilt ye be nat wroth with me, 
Ye maie her gilte in othir bokis fe 5 
And gladdir I would writin if you lefte 
Of Penclope’s trouth and gode Alcefte. 
Ne faie 1 nat-this all only for men, 
But moft for women that betrayid be 
Through fals folke, God yeve "hem forraw, Amen? 
That with ther greté witte and fubtilte 
Betrayin you, and this commevith we 
To fpeke; and in effete you al I praie ; 
Beth ware of men, and herkenith what I faie + 
Go, litil boke, go litill tragedie, 
‘There God my makir yet er that I die 
So fende me might to make fome comedie ; 
But, licil] boke, make thou the none envie, 
But fubject ben unto al poefic, 
And kiffe the fteppes wher as thon feift pace 
Of Virgil, Ovide, Homer, Lucan, Stace. 
And for there is fo grete diverfite 
In Englith, and in writing of our tonge, 
So praie I to God that none mifwrite the, 
Ne the miffe-metre for defaute of tonge ; 
And redde where fo thou be or ellis fonge 
That thou be undirftonde God I hefeche; 
But yet to purpofe of my rathir fpeche. 
‘The wrathe, as] began you for to feic, 
Of Troilus the Grekis boughtin dere, 
For thoufandis his hondis madin deye, 
ee “ 
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As he that was withoutin any pere, 
Save in his time Heer, as I can here; 
But welawaie! (fave onely Godd’is wil) 
Difpitoudly him flough the fierfe Athil, 

And-whan that he was flain in this manere, 
His lighté gofte ful blisfully is went 
‘Up to the’ holowneffe of the feventh {phgre, 
In his place leting everiche element, 
And there he fawe, with ful avifément, 

‘The erratike fterrcs, herkening harmonic, 
“With fownis full of hevins melodie. 

And doun fromthennis faft he gan avife 
"This litil fpotte of erth that with the fe 
Embracid is, and fully gan difpife 
"This wretchid world, and helde al vanite 
In refpedte of the plaine fglicite 
‘That is in heven above, and at the laf. 

"There he was flaine his loking den he caft. 

And in him felfe he lough right-at the wo 
Of them that weptin for his dethe fo faft, 
Apd dampnid all our werkes, that foloweth fo 

e blindé luft whiche that ne may nat laft, 
And fhuldin al our herte on hevin caft ; 
And forthe’he went, fhortily for to teil, 
‘There as Mereury fortid him to dwel. 

Suche fine hath, lo! this Troilus for love, 
Suche fine hath all hie greté worthineffe, © 
Suche fine hath his eftate royal above, + 
Suche fine his luit, fuche fine hath his nobleffe, 
Suche fine hath this falfe world’is brotilnedfe | * 
And thus began his loving of Crefeide 
As Thave tolde, and in thia wife he deide. 

Q yonge and frefhé folkis, he or the! 

Yp whiche that love up growith with your age, 
Repairith home from worldely vanite, 
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To thilke God that aftir his image 
You made, and thjakith al n’is but a faire, 
‘This world that paflith fone, as flouris faire: 
And lovith him the whiche that right for love 
Upon a croffe, our foulis for to bey, 
Firft ftarfe and rofe, and fit in héven above, 
For he n’il falfin no wight, dare I fey, 
‘That wol his hert al wholly on him ley; 
And fens he beft to Jove is and moft meke. 
What nedith fainid Jovis for to feke ? 
Lo! here of Painims curfid oldé ritesT 
Lo! here what al ther goddis maie @aile 
Lo! here this wretchid world’is appetite 
Lo! here the fine and guerdon for.travai 
Of Jove, Apollo, Mars, aud {uch guikaile ! 
Lo! here the forme of cldé clerk's {peche 
In poetrie, if ye ther bokis feche 
OQ, moral Gower! this Boke I direte 
To the and to the philofophicall erode, 
‘Yo vouchfafe there nede is for to coxreate 
Of your benignities and zelis gode ; — 
And to the fothfaft Chrift, that ftarfe on rode, 
With al minc hert of mercy er I praie, |.“ 7 7 
And tothe Lorde right thus I fpeke apgilaic z 
‘Thou Qne, and Two, and Thre! cter se on live, 
‘That raignift aie in Thre, dad Twoand Onc ! 
Uncircumfcript, and all maift cireupalcrive, 
From vifible and invifible fone,” 
Defende us in thy mercy evexichone ! 
So make us, Jefus, to thy mercy digne, 
For love of maide and mothir thine benigne! 
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A cus -fefon till a carefull dite 
Should corresponds and be equivalent; 
Right fo it Yas whan I began to write 
“This tragedy, weder right fervent, 
Whan Aries in “uiddis of the Lent 
Showris of haile Exp fro the north difcende, 
That fcantly fro the bold I might me defende. 
Yet nertheleffe within mine orature 
1 ftode, whan Titan had his bemis bright 
Withdrawin doun, and fcylid undir cure, 
And faire Venus the beaute of the night, 
Upraife, and fette unto the wefte ful right 
Her goldin face, in oppofitioun 
Oi god Phebus, directe difcending doun, 
‘Throughout the glaffe her bemis braft fo faire 
‘That I might fe on every fide me by, 
The northrin winde hath purified the aire, 
And fhedde his mifty cloudis fro the fie, 
The frofte frefid, the blaftis bittirly 
Fro pole Artike came whitking loud and fhill, 
And caufid me remove ayenft my will : 
For I truftid that Venus, Lov'is quene, 
‘To whom fomtime I hight obedience, 
My fadid hert of love ihe would make grene, 
Aud thereupon with humble’ reverence 
T thought to praie her hie magnificence, 
But for grete colde as than I lettid was, 
And in my chambre to the fire gan pas. 
Though love be hote, yet in a man of age 
It kindlith nat fo fone as in youthed, 


* The Author of ‘he 'Teftament of Crefeide, which 
might pafs for the fixth book of this ftory, [have been 
4nformed by Sir James Grifkia late Earl of Kelly,‘and di- 
verfe aged fcholars of the Scottith nation, was ‘one Mr. 
Robert” Henderfon, chief fchoolmaker of Damferlin, 2 
little time before Chaucer was fielt printed, and dedicated 
tu Ring Henry VIII. by Mr. Thynne, which was near the 
end of his reign, Mr. Henderfon wittily obferving that 
Chaucer in his fitth byok had reiated the death of Trei- 
jus, bue made no mention what became of Creteide, he 
Jeatnedly takes upon him, in a fine poetical way, to ex- 
pref the punithment and end due toa faite unconitant 
whore, which commonly terminates in extreme mifery. 


Wry, 
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| OF whom the blode fs Bowing in a raja, 


And in the olde the cotage. dul and 

Of whiche the fire ontwarde is ek sd 
To belpe by phifike wher that nature failed: 
Tam experte, for bothe 1 have affailed. 

I made the fire and bekid me aboute, 
Than toke I drinke my fpitites to comforte, 
And armid me wel fro the colde theroute ; 
To cutte the wintir night and make it fhotte 
1 toke a quere, and lefte al othir Sporte, 
Writin by worthy Chaucer gloiious 
Of faire Crefeide and lufty Froilus: stint 

And there i founde aftir that Diomede* 
Recevid had that lady bright of hewe 
How Troilus nere out of his witte abrede, 

And wept full fore, with vifage pale of hewe 
For which wanhope his seris gan renewe: 
While Efperus rejoyild him againe; 

Thus while im joie he lived and while in paine, 

Of her beheft he had grete comforting, 

Trufting to ‘Froie-that the wold make retour, 
Whiche he defired moft of al erthly thing, 
For why! fhe was his onely paramour; 
But whan he fawe paffid both day and hovr 
Of her gaincome, in forowe gan appreffe 
His woful herte in care and hevinefle, 

Of his diftreffe me nedith nat reherfe, 
For worthy Chaucer in thet famé boke 
In godely termis and in joly verfe 
Compilid hath his caris, who will loke : 

To break my flepe anothir quere I toke, 
In which I founde the fatal deftiny 
Of faire Crefeide, which endid wretchidly, 

Who wotc if all that Chaucer wrate was trewe! 
Nor I wote nat if this narracion 
Be authorifed, or forgid.of the newe 
Of fome pocte by his invencion, 

Made to the lamentacion 
And wofull ende of this lufty Crefeide, 
And what diftreffe fhe was in or the deide, 
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“Whan Diomede had al his appetite 
And nore fulfilled of this faire lady 
Upon anothir fette was his delite, 
And fende to her a libel repudy, 

And her excluded fro his company 3 
"Than defolate fhe walkid vp and doun, 

As fome men faine in the covrte as commune, 
O faire Crefeide | the floure and a per fe 
Of Troie and Gre.c, how were thou fortunate 

To chaunge in filthe al thy feminite, 

And be with flethly luft fo maculate, 

And go among the Grekes erly and late 

So giglotlike, tuking thy foule plefaunce! 
have pite the thould fail fuche mifchaunce, 

Yet nerthéleffe, what er men deme or fay 
In fcornfull langage-of thy beotilnest, 

Tfhall excnfe asferforth as Tmay _ 
‘Thy womanhed, thy wifedome, and fairneffe, 


The which Fortune hath put to fache diftreffe, - 


Asher plefid, and nothing throughe the gilte 

Of the through wickid langage to be fpilte 
"This faice lady, on this wife deftitute 

Of al comforte and confolatioun, 

Right prively, without felo’whhip or refute, 

Dithevelid, pafftd out of the toun 

A mile or two unto @ manfioun 

Bildid ful gaie, where her fathir Calchas 

Which than among the Grekis dwelling was. 
Whan her he faw the caufe he gan enquire 

Of her coming ; fhe faid, fighing ful fore, 

For Diomede had gottin his defire . 

He wore wery, and would of me no more. 


Quod Calchas, Doughtir wepe thou nat therfore, 


Paravinture al comith for the bef: 
Welcome ; tome thon art ful dere ageft. 

"This olde Calchas, aftir the lawe was tho, 
‘Was kepir of the temple as a prefte 
In whiche Venus and her fonne Cupido 
Were honourid, and his chambre was neft, 
To which Crefeide with bale enewed in breft 
‘Ufid to paffe, her prayirs for to faic, 

While at the aft upon a folempne daie, 

‘As cuftome was, the peple ferre and nere 
Before the none unto the temple went 
With facrifice devout in ther manere; 

But Pil Crefeide, hevy in her intent, 

Into the church would nat herfelf prefent, 
For giving of the peple’ any deming 

Of her expulfe fro Diomede the King, 

But paflid into a fecrete oratore, 

‘Where fhe might wepe her wofull deftiny; 
Behindeher backe fhe clofid faft the dore, 
‘And ott her kneis bare fel doun in hie; 
Upon Venus and Cupide angirly 

She cryid out, and fayid in this wife, 

‘Alas that er 1 made you facrifife ‘ 

Ye gave me ones a divine refponfaile 
"That I fhould be the foure of love in ‘Troics 
Now am I made an unworthy ontwaile, 
‘And al in care tranflatid is my jeic : 

BWho thal me gide ? who fhal mc now convoic, 
Sithe { fro Diomede and noble Troilus 
Am clene excluded, abjeé, odious? 
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 falfe Cupide! none isto wite but thou, 
And the mothir of Love, that blinde goddace 5 
Ye caufed me undirftande alwaie and trow 
‘The fede of love was fowin on my face, 
And aic grewe grene thorough your fople grace ; 
But now, alas! that fede with froft is flaine, 
‘And L fro lovirs lefte and all forlaine. “ 
Whan this was faid, doun in an extafy, 
Ravifhed in fpirite, in a dreme fhe fel, 47 
‘And by apparaunce herde where fhe did “ie 
Cupide the King tinging a filvir bel, 
Which men might here fro hevin jato hel, 
At whofe founde before Cupido feres 
‘The feven planets difcending fri! the fphfggs, 
Whiche hath powir of al thi * gene'rable, 
To rule and ftere by their gret 
Wedir and winde, and courfe vfriable ; 
And firft of al Saturne gave his fentence, 
Whiche gave to Cupide itil rgvérence, 
But as a boiftous chorle in his Ngnere 
Came crabbidly with auftrine loke and chere. 
His face frounfid, his lere was like the lede, 
His cethe chattrid, and fhivered with the chin, 
His eyin droupid, whole fonkin in his hede, 
Out at his nofe the mildrop faft gaerin, 
With lippis blew, and chekis lene gid thin, 
The ifeickils that fro his heer dove honge 
Was wondir grete, and as a tpex? as Jonge 5 
Attour his belte his liart 3 laie 
Feltrid unfaire, or fret with froftis hore, 
His garment and his gite ful gay of graic, 
His widrid wede fro him the winde out wore, 
A bouftous bowe within his honde he bore, 
Undir his girdle’ a fathe of felone flains 
Fedrid with ife and hedid with holftains, 
Than jupiter right faire and amiable, 
God of the fterris in the firmament, 
And norice to al thing generable, 
Fro his fathir Saturne farre different, ~ 
With burly face, and browis bright and brent, 
Upon his hed a garlonde wondris gaie 
Of flouris faire, as it had ben in Maie 5 
His voice was clere, as criftal was his cien, 
As goldin wier fo glittring was his here, 
His garment and his gite ful gaie of grene, 
With goldin liftis gilte on every.gere, 
A burly brandy about his middle’ he bere, 
And in’ his right hand he hada groundin fpere, 
Of his fathir the wrothe fro us to bere. 
Next aftir him came Mars, the ged of ire, 
Of ftrife, debate, and all difcencioun, 
‘To chide and fight as fierfe as any fire, 
In harde harneffe hewmonde and habergioun, 
‘And on his haunch a roufty fel fauchoun, 
And Sa his hande he had a roufty fworde, 
Writhing his face, with many angry worde 3 
Shaking his brande before Cupide he come, 
With red vifage and grifly glowing cien, 
And at his mouth a blubbir ftode of fome, 
Like toa bore whetting his tufkis kene, 
Right tulfurelike, but temperaunce in tene, 
An horne he blewe with many bonftous bragge, 
Whichealusygrorldwithwarrebath made towugge 
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‘Than faire Phecbus,Janterne and lampe of light, | _ Her gite was gray and ful of {pottis blake, 


OF man and heft both frate and florifing, _ 

.Pendir norice, and banifhir of night, 
Aud of the worlde caufing by his moving 
«And4nfiuence life in al erthly thing, 
~-Mithout comforte of whom of force to nought 
Mev go dyin all that this world hath wrought. 
As king rayall he rode upon a chare, 

chiche Phacton fomtime gided unright. 

The biightneffe of his face whan it was bare 

Non mst beholde for perfing of his fight, 

i arte with firy bemis bright 

dis ful dierent of hewe 

ing through the fpheris drew. 
forde, with mane as red as rofe, 

y the orient ; 

“The teconde fttde to name hight Erhiofe, 
Whitely and pale, and fomdele afcendent ; 
‘The third Pyybis, right hote and fervent 5 

"Phe fourth wa: blak, and caliid Phlegone; 
Which rollith Phabus doun into the fe. 

Vepus was there present, that goddes gay, 

‘Her fonii’is quarrel to defende, and make 

Ucr owne complaint, cladde in a nice aray, 

“The one hakfe grene, th’ othir halfe fable blake, 
‘White heew as gold, kembit and fhede abake, 

But in her toce gemid grete y 

Whiles parfittruth and whilis 

Undir fmilingthe was diffimulate, 

Provocative with biinkis amorous, 

And fodainly chaungid and alterate, 

Angry as any ferpent venomous, 

Right pungitive with wordis odious ; 

“hus variaunt fhe was who lift take kepe, 
‘With one eye laugh and with the othir wepe, 

In tokening that al flefhely paramour, 

Which Venus hath in rule and govirnaunce, 

Is fometime fwete, fometime bittir and four, 
Right unftable, and ful of variaunce, 

Minglid with careful joye and falfe plefaunce, 
Now hotte, now colde, now biith, now ful of wo, 
Now grene as lefe, now widrid and ago. 

With boke in hand than come Mercurious, 

Right cloquent and ful of rethorie, 

With polire termis and delicious, $ 
With penne and inke to reporte al rediey 
Setting fongis, and finging merily, . 

His hede was red heciid attour his croun, 

Like til a poete of the-elde fafioun. 

Boxis he bare with fine clectuarcs 

And fugrid firopes for digeftion, 

Spicis belonging to the potiquares, 

With many wholfome fwete confection, 

Door in phifike cledde in fcarlet goun, 

And furrid wel, as fuche one ought tobe, 
Honeft and gode, and nat a worde couth lie. 

Next after bim come Lady Cynthia 

The latte of al, and fwiftift in her fphere, 

Of colour blake, bufiid with hornis twa, 

And in the night the liftith heft @ apere, 

Flawe as the leed, of colour nothing clere, 

Fpg al the light the borrowcth at her brother 

‘Yitay, for of her felfe the hathn gther, 
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And on her breft a chorle paintid ful e¥en, 
Bering a bufhe vf thérnis on his bake, 3 
Whiche fer his theft might clime no ner the héven. 
‘Thus when thei gadrid were the goddis feven 
Mercurias thei chofed with one affent 
To be fore-fpekir in the parliment. 

Who had ben there and Liking for to here 
His faconde tonge and termis exquifite, 
Of rethorike the pra@tike he might lere, 
In brefe fermon a preignant fentence write, 
Before Cupide, valing his cappe a lite, 
Speris the caufe of that vocacioun, 
And he anon fhewde his entencioun, 

Lo, quod Cupide, who wol blafpheme the name 


‘| Of his owne god cither in worde or dede 


To al goddis he doeth bothe loffe and fhame, 
And thould have bittir painis to his umede; 

I faié this by yondir wretche Crefeide, 

‘The whiehe through me was fomtime flour of love; 
Me’ and my mothir fhe ftately can reprove, 

Saying of her gret infelicite 
I was the caufe, and my mothir Venus 
She called a blinde goddes.and might nat fe, 
With fclaundir and defame injurious; 
“Thus her living unclene and lechirous 
Sle would retorte on me and my mother, 

‘To whom I fhewde my grace above al other. 

And fithe ye are al fevin deticate 
Participant of divine fapience, 

This gret injury done to’ our high eftate 

Me thinke with paine we fhuld make recompence; . 
Was ner. to goddis done fuche violence 5 

As wel for you @ for my felfe I faie, 

‘Therfore go help to revenge I you praic. 

Mercurius to Cupide gave anfwere, 

And faid, Sir King, my counfaile is that ye 
Referre you to the hyift planet here, 

And take to him the lowitt of degre, 

The paine of Crefeide for to modifie, 

As God Saturne with him take Cynthia. 
Iam content (quod he) to take thei twa, 

“Chan thus procedid Saturne and the Mone, 
‘Whan thei the matir ripely had digeft, 

For the difpite to Cupide that the’ had done, 
And to Venus opin and manifeit, 

In al her life with pain to be opreft, 

And turment fore, with fikeneffe incurable, 
And to al lovirs be abhominable, - 

‘This doleful fentence Saturne toke in hande, 
And paffid doun where careful Crefeide laic, 
And on her hed he-laide a frofty wande, 
‘Than Jaufully on this wife gan he faie; 

‘Thy grete fairneffe and al thy beauty gaie, 
Thy wanton blode, and eke thy goldin here, 
Here I exclude fro the for evirmere = 

I chaunge thy mirthe into melancoly, 
Whiche is the mothir of al penfivenefle, 

Thy moiftir and thy hete to colde and dry, 
Thine infolence, thy plaie and wantonnefie, 
To grete difefe, thy pompe and thy richefle, 
Into mortal nede and grete penurie; 

Thou fuffre fhalt, and as a beggir dic. 


ana 

-© ctuil Satwrne ! froward and angric, 
Harde is thy dome and to malicious, 

Of faire Crefeide why haf thow-no metcie, 
Whiebe-was fo fwete, gentill, and anrosvus ? 
‘Withdrawe thy fentence and be gracious, 

As you were ner, fo fhewith through thy dede 
A wrekeful fentence givin ow Crefeide. 

“Than Cynthia, whan Saturne pelt avaic, 
Out of hes fete difeendid douné blive, 

And red a bill on Crefeidé where fhe Jaie, 
Containing this fentence diffnitive, 

. Fro hele of body here I the deprive, 
And to thy fikeneffe thal be no recure, 
But in dolour thy dayis to endure ; 

‘Thy criftal eyem mengid with blode | make, 
‘Thy voice fo clere unplefaunt here and hace, 
‘Thy luftic lere orfpred with {pottis blake, 
And humps hawe appering in thy face, 
‘Where thou comift eche mvan fhall flie the place ; 
‘Thus fhalt thou go begging fro hous to hous 
‘With cuppe and clappir, tikea Lazarous, 

‘This dolic dreme, this ugly vifioun, 
Brought till an ende, Crefeide fro it awoke, 
And all that courte and convocacioun 
Vanithed awaic; than rofe fhe up and toke 
A polifhed glaffe, and her fhadowe couth loke, 
And whan fhe fawe’ her vifage fo defoxmate” 
Mf fis in herve weee wo I n'ote, God wate. 

Weping falfore, Lo! what it is (quod fhe) 
‘With froward langage for to move und flere 
Our crabbid goddes! and fo’ is fene on me; 
My Helpbeming now have I bought fal dere, 
All yerthty joie and mirthe 1 fet arerc; 

Alas this daie, alas this woful tide, 
‘Whan 1 began with my goddis to chide ! ‘ 

By this was faied a childe came fro the hal 
‘To warne Crefeide the fappir was redie, 

Firft knockid at the dore, and eft couth call, 
Madame, your fathir biddith you cum in hie, 
He hath marveile fo long on grofe ye lie, 
‘And faith your bedis beth to long fomdele, 
‘The goddis wote all your entent full wele. 

Quod fhe, Faire chiid, go to my fathir dere, 

And praie him come to fpcke with me anon; 


And fo he did, and faied, Doughtir, what chere ? 


Alas! (quod fhe} fathir, my mirthe is gone. 
How fo? (quod he} and the gan all expone 
As L have told, the vengeaunce and the wrake 
For her trefpas Cupide on her couth take. 
He lokid on her ugly lepir’s face, 
The whiche before was white as lily flour, 
‘Wringing his handes oftimis faied Alace 
‘That he had lived to fe that wofull hour ! 
For he knewe well that there was no focour 
‘To her fknefic, and that doublid his pain : 
‘Thus was there care inow betwixt ‘hem twain, 
‘Whan thei togidir mournid had full lang, 
Quod Crefeide, Fathir, I would nat be kende, 
Therfore in fecrete wile ye let me gange 
To yon hofpitall at the toun’is endc, 
And thidir fome mete for charite me fende 
‘To live upon, for all mirth in this yerth 
Is fro me gone, foche is my wickid werth. 
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‘Whan in 2 mantill and « bevir hat, 
With cuppe and clappir, wosidit privily 
He’ opened a fecrete gate, and out therat 
Conveyid her that ro man fhould efpic, 
‘There toa village halfe 4 mile therebic 
Delivered her in at the fpittill hons, as 
And daily fente her part of his almous, 

Sum knew her well, and fum had no knowlege 
Of hes, bicaufe the was fo deformare, 

With bilis blake orfpred in her vifage, 
And her faire colour fadid and alt’ erare 
Yet thei prefumid for her hie regrate+ 

And ftill mourning fhe was of nobic kin, 
With bictie will there thei tokinjher in. 5, 

‘Fhe date pafitd, and Phoebus went to reity 
The cloudis blake orwhelid all tfe fie, 
God wote if Crefeide were # forjowfull geft, 
Scing that uncouth fare and herborie ; 
But mete or drinke the dreflid her ta lic 
In a darke cornir.of the hous alone, 
And on this wife weping fhe made her mone. 

Here folowcth the complaint of Cre{vide. 

O foppe of forowe fornkin into care! 
O caitife Crefcide now and evirmare ! 
Gon is thy joie and al thy mirthe in-verth ; 
Of all blithneffe now art thou blake rnd bare; 
‘There is no falve that helpin maiehy fare; 
Fell is thy fortune, wickid is. thy<eerthe, 
Thy bliffe is banifhed, and thwzale unberde ; 
Undir the grete God if I gravin ware 
Wher men of Grece ne yet of ‘l'roie might herd 4, 

Where is thy. chambir wantonly befene, 
With burly bed and blankits broudid bene, 
Spicis and wine to thy colatioun, 

‘The cuppis all of gold and filver thene; 

‘Thy fwete metis fervid in platis clene, 

With favere fauce of a gode fafhioun, 

‘Thy gaie garmentes with mary godely goun, 
‘Thy plefaunt laune pinnid with goldin pene ? 
Allis arere thy grete rozali renoun. 

Where is thy gardein with thy Grecis gaie, 
And frefhé flouris, which the quene Floraie 
Had paintrid plefauntly in every paine, 

Where thou were wont full mesily in Maie 
To walke, and take the dewe by it was daia, 
An@ here the merle and mavife many one, 
With ladies faire in earolling 20 gone, * 

And fe ther roiall renkis in ther raie? 

This lepir loge take for thy godely house, 
And for thy bed take raw a bounche of ftroy 
For wailid wine and metis thou had tho 
‘Take moulid bred, pirate and fidir foure, 
But cuppe and clappir is all now ago, 

My clere voice and my courtly carolling 
Is ranke’as roke, full hidous here and bace, 
Defygmid is the figure of my face, 

To loke on-it no peple hath liking, 
So fped in fight, I faie with fore fighing 
Lying emong the lepir folke, Alas! 

O ladies faire of Troie and Grece! attendc 
My freile fortune, mine infelicite, 

My grete mifchefe which no man can amené, 
And in your mite 4 mirrour make of inc, 
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As Tam new paravinture that ye, 
* For al your might, may come to the fame ende 
Or ellis worfe, if any worfe maie be; 

Beware therefore, apprachith nere your ende. 

Novght is your fairneffe but a fading floure, © 
“Noughe is your famous laude and hie honour 
But .vinde inflate in othir mennis eres, 

Your rofing redde to soting {hall retoure, 
cmple make of me in your memoure, 

ich ¢€foche thingis wofull witnes eres, 
Al welth's yerth as wind awaic it wercs; 
Beware ther re, approchith nere your hopr. 

Thus chiding with her drerie deftine 
Veping fhe wok the night fro ende to ende: 
Eut all in wain; “her dole, her carefull crie, 
Might not remec’s, ne yet her mourning mend ; 
& lepir lad! rofe' and to her wende, 
And faied, Why fpurnift thou again the wall 
To fle thy felf, ahd mende nothing at all? 

Sith that thy weping but doublith thy wo, 
T counfaile the make vertue of a nede, 
Go lerng-to clappe thy clappir to and fro, 
And lerne aftir the lawe of lepers lede. 
‘There was no bote, but forthwith than fhe yede 
Fro place towslace, while cold and hungir fore 
Compellid her to be aranke heggore. 

That fame tine of Troie the garnifoun, 
Whiche had the'sheftain worthy Troilus 
Through jeoperdy (£warre had ftrikin doun 
Knightis of Grece in Hombir marveilous, 
With grette triumphe and laude victorious 
Again to Troie right roially thci rede 
‘The waie wher Crefeide with the lepir ftode. 

Seing that companie come with o fteven 
‘Thei gave a crie, and fheke cuppis, Gode fpede, 
Worthie lordis! for Gedd’is love of heven: 
‘To us lepirs part of your almofe dede! 

‘Than to her crie noble Troilus toke hede, 
Having pite, nere by the place gan pas 
Where Crefcide fat, nat weting what fhe was. 

Than upon him fhe keft up bothe her eyen, 
And with a blinke it eome intill his thought 
That he fomtime her face before had fein, 












But the was in foche plight he knew her nought, 


Yet than her loke into his minde he brought, 

‘The fwete vifage and amorous blenking 

Of faire Creivide, fomtime his own desiing, 
No wondir was fuppofe in mind that he 

Toke her figure fo fone; and lo! now why 

‘The’ idea of a thing in cafe maie be 

So depe enprintid in the fantafie 

‘That it deludith the wittes outwardly, 

And fo appereth in forme and like eftate 

Within the minde as it was figurate. 


A [parke of love than til his hert couth %pring; 


And kindilid his body in a fire 
‘With hote fevir, in fwette, and trembiling 
tim toke, while he was redie to exfpire ; 

‘To bere his fhilde bis breft begon to tire, 
Within a while he chaungid many’ 2 hewe, 
And nerthéles nat one anothir knewe. 

For knightly pite and memoriell 
Of faire Crefeide a girdill gan h 
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And in the fkirte of Crefeide doun gan thake, 
‘Than rode awaie, and nat a worde he fpake, 
Penfife in herte, while he came to the toune, 
And for grete care off fith almofte fell doune. 
The-lepre folke to Crefeide then courh draw, 
To fe'the equell diftribucioun 
Of the almofe; but whan the golde they fawe 
Eche one to othir privily gan roun, 
And faied, Yon lorde hath more affectioun, 
Hower it be, unto yon Lazarous 
Than to us all, we knewe by his‘almovs. 
What lorde is yon, (quod fhe) have ye ne fele, 
That decth to us fo grete humanite ? 
Yes, quod a lepre man, J knowe him wele, © 
Troilus it is, a knight gentle and fre. 
Whan Crefeide undirftode that it was he 
Stiffir than ftele there fterte a bittir ound 
Throvghout her hert, and fill dounc to the ground, 
Whan the, orcome with fighing fore and fad, 
With many” a carefull crie and cold atone, 
Now is my breft with ftormie ftoundis ftad, 
Wrappid in wo, oh wretchfull will of one! 
Than fell in fwoun ful oft or fhe would fone, - 
And cvir in her fwouning cried the thus, - 
O falfe Creféide, and true knight Troilus! 
Thy love, thy laude, and all thy gentilneffe, 
J comtptid fmalf in my profperite, 
So cflatid T was in wantonneffe, 
And clambe npon the fickle whele fo hie, 
All faithe and love I promittid to the 
‘Was in thy felf fikill and furious ; 
© fulfe Crefeide, and true knight Troilus! 
For love of me thou kept thy countinaurics, 
Honeft and chaft in converfacion; 
Of all vomen protectour and defence 
Thou were, and helpid ther opinion : 
My minde on flethly foule affection 
Was enclinid to luftis lecherous; 
Fie, falfe Crefeide ! 0 true knight Troilus? 
Lovirs, beware, and take gode hede about 
Whom that ye love, for whan ye fuffre pain 
Ilet you wit there is right fewe throughout 
Whom ye maie truft te have true love agains 
Prove whan you woll, your labour is in vair; 
Therfore I rede ye take them as ye finde, 
For thei are fad as wedircocke in winde 
Bicaufe I knowe the grete unitableneffe, 
Brittle as glafle, unto my felfe I faic, 
Trufting in othir as grete brutiineffe, 
As inconftaunt, and as untrue of faie; 
‘hough fome be true I wot right few ar thei 
Who findith truthe let him his lady rafe ; 
None but my felf as now I woll accufe. 
Whan this was faid, with papir fhe fat doun, 


And in this manir made her Teftament; 
Here I bequeth my corfe and carioun 


‘With wormis and with todis to be rent, 
My cuppe, my clappir, and mine ornament, 


And all my gold, thefe lepre folke thall hava, 


Whan I am dedde to burie me in grave. 

This roiall ring, fet with this rubie redde, 
Whiche Troilus in dowrie to me fende, 
To him again I leve it whan I am dedde,. 
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To make my careful deth unto him kende : 
Thus I conclude fhortly and make an ende; 

My fp’rit I Jeve to Diane, where the dwelles, 
To walke with Ker in waft wodis and welles. 

© Diomede! thou haft bothe broche and belee! 

Whiche ‘Troilus gave me in tokining 

Of his true love; and with that worde fhe fwelt. 
‘And foue a lepirman toke off the ring, 
‘Than buried her withoutin tarying ; 
To Troilus forthwith the ring he bare, 

And of Crefeide the deth he gan declare. 

+ Whan he had herd her grete infirmite, 

Her legacie, and Jamentacioun, 

And how fhe endid in Juch poverte, 

He fwelte for wo, and fell doune in a fwoun, 
For forowe his herté to braft was boun, 
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Sighing full fadly faied I can no more, 
She was untrue, and wo is me therfore. 
Some faith he made a tombe of marbie graie, 
And wrote her name and fuperferipcioun, 
‘And laid it on her grave whereas fhe laic, 
In golden lettirs, conteiuing this refoun ; 
Lo! faire ladies, Creicide of Troié toun, 
Somtime comptid the floure of womanhed, 
Undir this ttone, late lepir, iyith dedde ! _- 
Now worthy women, in this balade the rt, 
Made for your worfhip ard inftruction, 
Of charite I monifhe and exhorte, 
Minge nat your love with fali¢ diftepcion, 
Bere ia your minde this fore contflution 
Of faire Crefeide as 1 have faied Refore ; 
Sith the is dedde I fpeke of hes n. morc. 
o 
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A ruowsanp timis I have herd men tell 

That there is joie in heven and pain in hell, 

And Lacord'it wele that it is fo, 

But nathélefle yet wot I wele alfo 

‘That there n'jgnon dwelling in this countre 

Thar eithir hath jn heven or hell ibe, 

Ne maic of it none othir waics wittin 

But as he herd faied or found it writtin, 

For by affaic there. >aic no man it preve, 
But God forbede but shat men fhuldiu leve 

‘Well more thing than thei han feen with cye! 

Men fhall nat wenin every thing a lie 

But if himfe}f it feeth or els it docth, 

For God wote thing is nevir the leffe foth 

‘fhough every wight ne maie it not ife, 
Bernarde the monke ne faugh not all parde, 

‘Than moté we to bokis that we finde, 

(Through which the oldé thingis ben in minde) 

And to te doGrine of thefe olde wife, 

Yeve credence in evéry fkilfull wife, 

‘That tellin of thefe old apprevid ftories 

Of holines, of reignis, of victories, 

Of love, of hate, and othir fondrie thinges, 

Of whiche ] maie not mukin reherfinges 5 

Andif that old? bokis were awaie 

VY lowne were of afi remembraunce the kaic. 
Well ought us than honourin and beleve 

Thefe bokis there we han nonce othir preve. 
aind us for me, though that I can but lite, 

On bokis for to rede I me delite, 

And co hem yeve I faithe and ful credence, 

«ind in mine herse have "hem in revérence 

So hertily, that there is gamé uone 

‘hat tro my bokis makith me to gone, 

But it be fetdome, on the holie daie, ’ 

Seve certainly whan that the month of Maie 

1s comin, and J here the foulis fing, 

And that the flouris ginnin for to {pring, 





jiew in the court took offence at Chaucer's 
ink the untruth of women, therefore the 
him te compile this book in the com- 
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Farewell my boke and my devocion, 

Now have I than eke this condicion, 
That above all the flouris in the mede 
Thar love I mofte thefe flouris white and rede, 
Soche that men callin Daifies in our toun; 
‘To them have I fo grete affe@ioun, 

As I fied erft, waan comin is the Maie, 
‘Yhat in my bedde there dawith me no daie 
That { n’am vp and walking in the mede 
‘To fene this floure ayenit the funne fprede 
Whan it uprifith erly by the morowe ; 
‘That blisfull fight foftinith ail my forowe; 
So glad am I when that } have prefence 
Of it to doin it all revérence, 

As he that is of all flouris the floure, 
Fulfillid of all vertue and honoure, 

And evir ilike faire and frethe of hewe 

As wel in wintir as in fummir newe; 

‘This love I evre’, and shall until I die, ‘ 
All {were I not of this, I woll nat lie. 

There luvid no wight hottir in his life; 

And whan-that it is eve I renne blithe, 

As fone as evir the funne ginnith weft, 

‘Yo fene this foure how it woll go to reft ; 

For fere of night, fo hatith fhe derkneffe, 

Her chere is plainly fpred in the brightneffe 

Of the funn’, for there it woll unciofe + 

ifie, rime, or profe, 
csife aright £ 

‘A yc that han conning and might, 

hat can make of fentiment ; 

In this cafe ought ye to be diligent 

To forthrin me fomwhat in my labour, 

Whether ye ben with the Lefe or the Flour, 

For well I wote that ye han here beforne 

Of making ropen and lad awaie the corne, 

And I come aftir glening here and there, 

And am full glad tf I maie finde an ere 

Of any godely worde that ye han lefte; 

And though it happe me to reherfin eft 

‘That ye han in your frethé dongis faied 

Forberith me, and beth not ill apaicd, 

Sith that ye fe { Goe it in the’ honour 

‘Of Love, and eke in fervice of the floar, 
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Whom that { ferve as I have wit or might; 
She is the clereneffe and the very light 

‘That in this derke world me windith and ledeth ; 
‘The hert within my wofull brett you dredeth 
And loveth fo fore, that ye ben verily 

The maiftris of my wit and nothing I ; 

My worde, my workes, is knit fo in your bonde, 
‘That as an harpe obcyith to the honde, 

And makith foune aftir his fingiring, 

Right fo mowe ye out of mine herté bring 
Soch voice right as you lift to laugh or pain; 
Be ye my guide and ladie fovérain + 

As to mine yerthly god to you I call 

Bothe in this werke and my forowis all. 

But wherfore that £ fpake to yeve credence 
To old ftories, and doen "hem revérence, 
And that men muftin moré thing bileve 
‘Than men may fene at cye or ellis preve, 
"That thali I fein whan that I fe my time; 

T maie not all at onis fpeke in rime; 

My bofie ghoft, that thurftith alwaie newe 
To fene this four fo yong, fo frefhe of hewe, 
Conftrainid me with fo gredie defire 

‘That in mine herte I felin yet the fire 

‘That madé me to rife er it were daie, 

And this was now the firt morowe of Maic, 
With dredfull herte and glad devocion 
For,to ben at the refurrection 

Of this flouré, whan that it thould unclofe 
Again the funne, that rofe as redde as rofe, 
‘That in the breft was of the beft that daie 
That Agenor’is doughtir ladde awaie ; 

And doune on knees anon right J me fette, 
And as I could this frefhé floure I grette, 
Kneling alwaie till it unclofid was 

Upon the fmall, and foft, and fweté gras, 
That was with fouris fwete embroudid al, 
Of foche fwetneffe and foche odour oer all 
‘That for to fpckin of gomme, herbe, or tre, 
Comparifon maie none imakid be, 

For it furmouatith plainly all odoures, 

And of riche beaute the moft gaye of floutes. 
Forgottin had the yerth his pore cftate 

Of wintir, that him nakid made and mate, 
And with his fworde of calde fo fore greved; 
Now hath the’ atempre foune al that releved 
‘That nakid was, and clad it newe again ; 
The fmalle foulis, of the fefon fain, 

‘That of the panter and the net ben fcaped, 
Upon the foulir that "hem made awhaped 

In wintir, and deftroyid had ther brode, 

In his difpitc them thought it did "hem gode 
"Yo fing of him, and in ther fong difpife 

‘The foulé chorle that for his covitife 

Had ‘hem betrayid with his fophiftrie : 

‘This was ther fong; The foulir we defie, 
And all/his crafte : and fome yfongin clere 
Layis of love, that joie it was to here, 

In worfhipping and praifing of her make, 
And for the newé blisfull fomir’s fake; 

Upon the braunchis full of blofmis foft 

In ther delite thei tcurnid them full oft, 

And fongin, Bliflid be Sam@ Valentine! 
“For on his daie I chefe’you to be mine, 
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Withoutin repenting, mine herté fwete ! 
And therwithall their beckis gonnin mete, 
Yelding honour and humble obeifaunce 

To Love, and didden‘ther othir obfervaunce 
That iongith unto love and to nature; ~ 
Conftrewe that as you lift; 1 doe no cure: 
And tho that had doin unkindéneffe, 

As cocth the tidife for newefangelueile, 
Befoughtin mercie of ther trefpafing, 

And humilly fongin ther repenting, _ 

And fworin on the blofmis to be try; 

So that ther makis would upon jhem rue ¢ 
And at the laft thei madin ther, acorde, 

All found thei Daungir for thegtime a lorde, 
Yet Pite thorough his Rrong g.ntill might 
Foryave, and madé mercy pain right 
‘Through Innocence and rulid Curtefie 5 

But I ne clepe nat innocence folie, 

Ne falfe pite, for vertue is the mene, 

As Ethicke faieth, in foche manir I mene ? 
And thus thefe foulis, voide of all malice, 
Accordidin to love, and laftin vice > 

Of hate, and fongin all of one acorde, 
Welcome Sommir, our governour and lorde! 
And Zephyrusand Flora gentilly 

Yave to the flauris foft and tendirly ~ 
Ther foté breth, and made "hem for to fpredeg, 
AS god and goddeile of the Brie mede, 

In whiche me thought I p-ight daie by daic 
Dwellin alwaie the joly monthe of Maie 
Withoutin flepe, withoutin mete or drinke 3 
Adoune full foftily I gan to finke, 

And Jening on my elbowe and my fide 

‘The longé daie I fhope me for to’ abide, 
For nothing ellis, and I ihall nat lie, 

But for to Jokin upon the Daifie,” 

“Phat well by refon men it caHé maie 

The Daific, or els the eye of the daie, 

The emprife, and the floure of flouris all 2 
I praie to God that fairé mote the fall, 

And all that lovin flouris for her fake ! 

But nathélefle ne wene nat that I make 

Tn praifin of the Floure again the Lefe 

No more than of the corne again the thefe, 
For as to me n’is levir nove ne lother ; 
In’am witholdin yet with neithir nother, 
Ne’ In’ot who fervith Lefe ne who the Floure; 
Well broukin thei ther fervice or laboure; 
For this thing is all of anothir tonne, 

Of old ftorie, er fvche thing was begonne. 
Whan that the funne out of the fouth gan weit, 
And that this floure gan clofe and gon to reft, 
For derknes of the night the whiche the dredey 
Home to mine honfe full {wiftly I me {pede 
To gone to reft, and erly for to rife 

To fene this floure to {prede as I devife; 
And in a little herbir that I have, 

‘That benchid was of turvis frefh igrave, 

I bad men fhouldin me my couché mak2; 
For deinte of the newé fommir's fake 

T bad *hem ftrawin flouris on my bedde : 


. Whan | Wo-Jaied and had mine eyin hedde 


1 fell aflepe, sad flept an houre or two, 
Me met how I laie iy the midowe the 


“And from aferre came wal 
‘The god of Love, and inh 
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‘To fene this floure that I love fo and drede, 


king in the mede 
is hande a quence, 


* And fhe was clad in roiali habite grene, 


A fret of goldé fhe had nex 
And upon that a white core 
With flourounis fmall, and 
For wl the world? right as 
Scrouuid is, with whité ley: 


t her here, 
oune fhe bere 

» Lthall nat lie, 
a Daifie 

is lite, 


So were the flcrouns of her crouné white, 


Sor of o perl: fine oriental 
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Her white coroune was imakid all, 


For which the white corou 
Ymede her like. a 1 
Confidrid eke ! ert 
Tdlethid was ths 
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Tn filke cmbroivid, full of grené pr 


In whiche there was a fret 
The frefhitt feys the world 
IHs gilt here was yerounid 
In ttede of gold, for hevinet 





ne above the grene 


for to fene, 


ld above; 
‘od of Love 





of red rofe eves, 
le Was firft bigon 5 
with a jon 

Te and weight, 


‘Pheewith me thought his face thone fo bright 


Visac Weil unnethis might E 
And in his hand methough 


him behold, 
t 1 fawe him hold 


"two firie dartis as the gledis rede, 


Anil angels wingis fa 
And all be that men fain tl 
Algatisme thought that he 
Yor tternily on ave he gan 

So that his loking dvsth mi 
And by the hande he helde 


we Tfprede; 

hat blinde is he 
might wele fe, 
behold, : 
an herte cold; 
this noble quene, 


Crounid with white, and clothic al in grene, 
So womanly, fo benigne, and fo meke, 


‘That in this worlde though that men woldin feke 


Halfe her beaute ne fhould. 


in thei nat finde 


In creture that yformid is by Kinde, 
Aud therfore maie I fain, as thinkith me, 


‘This fong in praifing of th 
Hide, Abfolon, thy gilte 
Heiter, laie thou thy meke 


is ladie fre : 
treflis clere, 
neil: all adoun, 


Hide, Jonathas, all thy frendly manere, 
Fenelepe, and Marcia Catoun, 


Make of your wifehede no 
Hide ye your b 
My Iadie comerh, that all 

“Phy feice bodie ne let it 








comparifoun, 


ies Lfoude and Eelein, 





this maie ¢ 
hot appete 





Lavine, and thou Luctece uf Rome town, 
And Polyzene, that boughtin love fo dere, 


And Cleopatra, with all th 
Hide ye your trouthe of lo 
And thou ‘hifbe, that hai 
My lidie conwcth, that all t 

Hero, Dido, L.nodomia’, 
ing for D 
Sy efpvid by thy 





And Cat ‘ 
+ Lyptipyle, berray id by Jaf 





idakizh of your trouth ne 
Nor Hypernmettra’ or - 
My lasie cometh, that all 








y pafiioun, 

ve and your renoun, 
of lov: loche pain, 
his maie diftain, 
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emapheon, 

chere, 
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 bofte ne foun, 
adne, ye twaine, 
this maie diftain, 


This balade maie full weil ifongin be, 


As [have faid erft, by my 
For certainly all tke 
‘Vo? apperin with n:y Judi 





Vort. 
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For as the {unné woll the fire diftain, 
So paffith all my iadie fovérain, 
‘That is io goede, fo faire, fo dehonaire, 
I praic to Gad that evir fall her fairc t 
For ne had comiert hen of her prefeuce 
Thad ben dedde without any defence 
For drede of 1.ov’is wordis and his chere, 
As whan time is hereaftir ye fhall here. 
Behinde this god of Love upon the grene 
1 Lowe coming of ladyis ninetene, 
Ju reial habit, a fuil efie pace, 
and altir them of women foche a trace 
! i us thar God Adam had made of yerth 
he thirdé part cf mankin de, or the ferth, 
Ne wende F nat by poflibilite 
Had evir in this wid: werlde ide, 
Aud true of love thefe women were echon 3 
Now whether was that a wondir thing or non, 
That right anon as that thei gonne efpie 
‘Vhis foure whichy that I clepe the Duifie, 
Full fodainly thei tintin all at ones, 
And knelid doune as it were for the noncs, 
And fongin with o voice, Hele and honour 
To trouth of womanbede, and to this Sour, 
That berith our aldir prife in figuring, 
Her solite ceroune berith the witneffing f 
aASd with that worde a compas enviroun 
‘Thei ittin "hem fall foftily adoun : 
Firft (at the god of Love, and fith his quene, 
With the white coroune, yelad all in grene, 
And fithin all the remnaunt by and by, 
As thei were of eftate, {ul] curtifly ; 
Ne nat a werde was fpokin in the place 
‘The mountevance of a furlong waie of face, 
I kneling by this foure in gode entent 
Abode to knowin what this peple ment 
-\s ftill as any ftone, till at the lat 
‘This god of Love on me his eyin caft, 
And laid, Who knélith there? and I anfwerd 
Unto his afking whan that [it herde, 
And faied, Sir, It am 1, and come him nere, 
«And falued him. (Quod he) What doef thou here 
So nigh mine owne floure fo boidily ? 
Ic werin bettir worthy truily 
A worne to nighin nere my flour than thou, 
And why, Sir, (quod I) atid it lilcith you? 
Kor thou (quod he) art therto nothing able; 
Te ismy reli cand delitable, 
z nd all my folke werrieft, 
-E imine old fervauntis thou miffateft , 
& them with thy tranflacion, 
And lectiit folke from ther devocion 
‘Yo fervin me, and holditt it folie 
‘Vo frvin Loves thou maieft it nat denie, 
For in plain text, withoutin nede of glofe, 
‘| 1” hait tranflatid The Romaunt of the Rofe, 
‘That isan herefie ayenft my lawe, 
And makift wife folke iro me to withdrawe ry 
Anil of Crefeide thou haft fhide as the lift, 
‘That makith men to women elle to trifte, 
‘That ben as trewe as er was any ftele : 
Of thine anfwwere avifin the right wele, 
For though that thou renyid halt my lawe 
As othir wretchis heve done many’ 2 daie, 
Dd 







































are 
By Sciat Venus, which that my mothir is, 
YW that rhon live thou fhalt repeniiu this 
So cruiliy that ie fhal . 
Tho Spake this Jady, clothid all in grene, 
And fayid, ¢ ht of your curtilie 
Ye mote Rerkin at he can replic 
Ayenital this that ye have to him meved ; 
A God ne fhouldé nat be Uius agreved, 
But of his deite he fhall be iiable, 
And therto gracious and mercrible, 
And if ye were a god thar knowin all 
Than might it be,us Lyon tellin fhall, 
‘This man to you maic fallely ben accufed, 
"Vhat as by tight him oughtin ben excufed, 
For iv your court is many’ a Jofingcour, 
And meny a queint totoler accufour 
“Chat tabouren in your cris many’ a foun 









Gad, 

















Raghe slice ther imaginacioun 
"Vo have your doliaunce, and for envy; 
"Thele ben the caulis, and, 1 fhal nat Jie, 





Envie ts lave’ndir of the court alswaie, 
For fhe ne partith neithiv night ne dsic 
Out of the houle of Catur, thus daith Dant, 
Who fo thas goetivalgate the wol nat want. 
Aad cke : Yor this man is mice 
He miyhtin deve it, geliing no mulice, 
Bat for ne ufith thing to make 
Him reckich nought of what matir he take, 
Or hins was bodin nsakin lke tow cy 
Of feme pertone, and durit it nat withicy, 
i ith atturly ot chis, 
nat done fo grevoully amis 
"To tramflatis that old) Glevkis wriren, 
As thougir that he uf malice would coditen 
pite of Love, and had himfelfe ic wrought 5 
"This fhould a mgitwife lorde have in his thought, 
And nat be like tiruuntes of Lombardic, 
"That han no rewarde but at tirannie; 
For he tha: king or loice is naturel, 
Him ought not be a tiraunt ne cruel 
asa form ur, to done the harme he can, 
He mul thinkin it is his liegé man, 
As is his trefonr, aid hus golde in cofe 
"This is the fentence of the philofopher 
A kinge to kepe bis livgisin justice, 
Writhoutin douté that is his office, 
Al woi he kepe his lordes in ther degre. 
As it is right and fil that thei fhoulde be 
Enhauufid und honourid, and moft dere, 
For thei bon halfegoddis in this world here, 
Yetimote he done both right to pore and riche, 
Albe that ther eftate be nath both liche, 
And have of povir folke compaltion ; 
For lo the gentil kinde of the lion ! 
For whan a flic offendith him or biteth 
He with his taile awaie the flie yfmiteth 
Ai efily, for of his gent 
Him deimith nat te wre ke him on a flic, 
‘As docth a curre or els anothir belt ; 
In noble corage ought to ben arcit, 
And wayin every thinge by equite, 
And have regarde unto his owne degre; 
For, Sir, itis no maiftrie for a lorde 
‘Yo dympne a man without anfwere of word 
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And for a lorde that is ful foule to afe ; 
And it fo be be maie him nat excule, 
But afkith mercy with a dredeful herte, 
And profirith him right in his bare therte 
"Vo ben right at your owné jugément, 
Phan ought a gad by fhort avif 
Coniidre’ his owne honour and his trefpace, 
For tith vo cane of deth lieth in this cafe 
Youo the Kghtlier merciable : 
Lettith your ire. and beth fomwhat tretable 5 
‘Vine man hath tervid you of his conninges, 
And forrhrid well your law in his mak+nges; 
Al be it that he can nat wel endite, 
Vet hach he madin leude 
‘To fervin you, in preiling of your 
He made the boke that hight ‘1 
‘And cke The Deth of Blaunch* the Ducheffe, 
And The’ Parliament of Foulis, asl ¢ 
And al Tl ove of Palamon and. Arcite 
Of Phcbis, though the ftorie is knoweu lite, 
And many an hymne for your holy daics, 
‘That bightin Balades, Rondils, Vircluies; 
And for to ipcke of othir holineffe, ; 
He hath iv prof: tranflatid Boece, 
And made ‘The Life alfo of Saint Cecile, 
HH. madin alio, gon is a greate whi! oS 
Oriysines upon the Maudelaine, 
Mim oughtin now co have the lef? paine ; 
He hath made many’ a ley and many’ a thing. 
Now as ye be a god and eke a king, 
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Houle of Fame, 






































auinight of your gr 
‘Uhat ye him nevir hurte in af hus live, 
And he dhal fwerin to you, and that blive, 
He fhal ner more agiltin ia this wife, 

But fhal makin as ye wo: him devife 

we in loving al their I'fe, 
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you as mnche as he miffeide 
Or in ‘Lhe Refe, or ellis in Crefvide. - 


"Che vod of Love aufwerde her th ++ 
dune, (quod he) it is fo longe agon 
"Vhat I you kuew fo charitable’ and trewe, 





‘Phat nevir yet iithin the worlde was news 


‘Yo me ne founde I bettir none than ye; 

Uthat I wol yfavin my degre 

x wol nat Werte your reque! 

Allieth in fou; ae h with him as you left, 
Tal tin Jengir tpece, 

or doth a grace 

Do it betime, his thatike Qat be the more, 

And demith y t he ihat do therefore, 
Go, thankith now my Indy here (quod he.) 

Trofe, and down Tet me on’my kne, 

And fayid thus; Madame, the God above 

Kor yeld you that ye the god of Love 

Have makid me his wrath "to foryeve, 




























know fothity: sels ye be 

holpen and putin this degre! 
ce da in this caas 

«ne done to Love trefpas ; 
For w nye ? gageweinan withoutin drede 
Bath wat to partin with a thev'is dede 5 
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Ne a ttewe Jovir onght me not to blame 
“Though that { fpeke a fale lovir (ome thame, 
‘hei vughtin rather with ne for to helde 

+ Por that | of Crefeid? wrote or tolde, 
Or of the Rofe ; what fo mine autho# mient 
Alpatis Gud wote it was mine entent | 
1 forthrin trouth int love, and it chefice,; 
And to ben ware fro falfeneffe and fro vice, 
By whiche enfample this was my mening. 
«And fhe anfwerde, Let be thine arguing, 
For Love ne wol not countirpletid be 
1 nt ue wrang, and terne that of mi: 
halt thy grace, and hol 
Now woll I faine what aunce thea rhalt do 
For thy trefpace Underitandith it here 
‘Thou fhalt while that thou liviit yere by yere 
The mold partie of tliy time fpends i 
In making of a glorious Legende 
OF Gode Wonyn, both maidinis and wives, 
That wv trewe in loving all ther lives, 
a\nd tellin of falle men that "hem betraien, 
‘Chat al ther life ne do nat but aifaien 
How many women thei maie done a fhame, 
For in your world that is nat holde a game; 
And though that the like nat a lovis be 
Spcke webenlore, this peniunce yeve 1 the, 
And to the gotsof Lave I thal fo praie 
hai charge his fervantes by’ any waie 
‘Lo ierthrin the, and wel thy labour quite; « 
Go now thy waie, this penaunce is but lite; 
And when this boke is made yeve it the Quene 
On my behalfe, at Eltham or at Shene. 
“the god of Love gan fmile, and than he feide ; 
Wot thou (quod he) wher this be wife or maide, 
Or quene or counteffe, or of what degre, 
‘Shat Wath fo litill penaunce yevin the, 
“Chat hatt defervid forcly for to fmerte ? 
But pite rennith fone in gencle herte, 
‘Vhat maiit thou fene; th. kithith what fhe is: 
And} anfwerde, Naie, dir, fo have I blis, 
No mote but that Ie wel fhe is yode. 

‘That is a trewé tale by mine hode 
(Quod Love) and that thou knowift wel pardey 
If it be fo that thou avifé the: 

Hatt thou nat.in a boké in thy chefte 

‘The greté godeneffe of the Quene Aleefie, 

“That turnid into a Dili, 

She that for her huibond: chefe to dte, 

And eke to gone to hell rathir than he, 

And Hercules refenid her parde, 

And brought her out of hel againe to blis ? 

And T anfwerde againe, and fayid, Yes; 

Now know I her; and is this gode Alcefte, 

‘the Diicfie, and mine owne hert’is refte ? 

Now fele I wel the godeneffé of this wit 
« That both aftir her deth and in her ti 

Her greté bounte doublith her renoun, 

Wel hath fhe quit me mine affectioun 
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‘That I have to her floure the Diiefie; 
No wondir is though Jove her ftellifie, 
As tellith Agaton, for her godencfte, 
Her white corowne ‘berith of it witneffe, 
For all fo many virtuis had fhe 
As final forounis in her crowne be ; 
tn remtembraunce of her and in honour 
Cybilla made the Diiefie, and the flour 
{crownid ali with white, as men nrsie fe, 
And Mars yave her a corown red parde, 
In ftede of rubies fet among the white ; 
Therwith this quene woxe red for fhame-alité 
the was praifid fo in her prefence. 
i] Love, A ful grete negligence 
ie, that ilk time thon made , 
fis) in bulade, 
in thy fonge to fette, 
Sith that thou art fo grethy in her dette, 
And wotiit wel that kalender is the 
‘Yo any woman that wol lovir bey 
For fhe taught all the crafte of trewe loving, 
And namily of wifehode the fiving, 
And all the bondis that fhe ought to kepe; 
‘Thy litil witte was thilke time aflepe; 
But now I chargé the dpon thy fifé 
‘That in thy Eegende thou inake of this wife, 
Whan thou hai othir fale imade before 5 
And iare now wel, § charg? the no more, 
But er I go this muche I wol the tel, 
Ne fhal uo trewé lovir come in hel, 

Thete otiir ladies fitting bere arowe 
Ben in my balade, if thou conit hem knowe, 
And in thy bokis al thou fhalt *hem finde, 
Have "hem now in thy Legende at in minde, 
T mene of thent that ben in thy knowing, 
For here ben twenty thoufinde mg fitting 
Than that thou knowiit, and gode women al,’ 
And trewe of love, for, ought that maic befal;- 
Makith the metris of hem as the lefte, i 
I mote gone home, the funné drawith wefte, 
To Paradis, with al this companic, 
And fervin alwaie the freth Diifie : 
At Cleopatra’ I wol that thou begitine, 
And fo forthe, and my love fo fhalt thou winne y 
Eor jet f now what man that lovir be 
Wol donc fo ftrong a paine for love as fhe. 
I wote wel that thou naj otal it rime 
‘That fuche loviris diddin ia cher time; 
it were to longe to redin and to here; 
th me thou mike in this manere, 
‘That thou reherce of al ther life the grete, 
Aftir these olde. authors lilte for to trete; 
For who fo thal f@ many’ a ftorie tel 
Sey thortily, or he thal to Jonge dwell, 
Aud with that worde my bokis gan I fake, 
And right thus on my Legende gan 1 makec 
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THE LEGENDE OF CLEOPATRA, 


QUENE OF EGYPTE. 


Arren the dethe of Ptolemy the King, 
"That all Egypt had in his governing, 
Reignid his fuftir Quene Cleopatras, - 
‘Fil on a time bifel there fuche a cpas 
‘That out of Rome was fent a fenatour 
“Lo conquerin relmis, and bring honour 
Unto the toune of Rome, as was ulaunce, 
‘To have the worlde at her obtifannce, 
And, fothe to faie, Antonius was his name. 
So fil it, as Fortune him ought a fhame, 
- Whan he was fallin in profperite 

Rebel unto the toune of Rome is he, 

And or al this the fuftir of Cafare 

He left her falfely, er that fhe was ware, 
And would algatis han anothir wife, 


For whiche he toke with Rome and Cafar ftrife. 


Natheleffe, for fothe this ilké fenatour 

‘Was a ful worthy gentil werriour, 

And of his deth it was ful grete damage 5 

But Love had brought this man in fuch a rage, 
And him fo narow boundin in his laas, 

And al for the love of Cleopatras, 

“‘Vhat altthe world he fet at no vahic ; 

Him thought there was nothing to him fo due 
As Cleopatras for to love and ferve ; 

Him roughté nat in armis for to fterve 

In the defence of her and of her right. 

‘This noble Quene eke lovid fo this knight 
‘Through his deferte and for his chivalrie, 
As certainlie, but if that bokis lie, 

He was of perfon and of gentilneffe, 

And of diferetion and of hardinefie, 
Worthy to any wight thae livin maie, 
And fhe was faire as is the. rofe in Maic; 
And, far to makin fhorte is the beft, 

She woxe his wife, and had him as her left. 

"The wedding and the fefté to devife, 

‘To me that have itakin fuche emprile 

Of fo many a ftorie for to make, 

It were to longe, left that 1 fhouldé flake 
4 






Of thing that berith more effecte and charge, 

For men maie ovirlade a thippe ox Uarge 3 

And forthy to effeéte than wol Ftkippe, 

Ard aj the remnaunt 1 wol let it lippe. 
 Aavian, that wode was of this dede, 

Shope him an hofte on Antony to lede, 

Al uttirly for his diftruction, 

With floute Romainis, cruid as licen > 

To fhip thei went; and thus I let *hem faile. 

Antonius was ware, and wol not faile 
To metin with thefe Romaines if he maie, 
Toke eke his rede, and both upon.a daie 
's wife and he, and al his hoft, forth went 
‘Yo fhip anone, no lengir thei ne ftent, 

And in the fe it happ-d "hem te mete; 

Up goeth the trumpe, and for to fhoute and fhete, 
And painin "hem to fet on with the funne ; 

With grifly foune out goith the grete gonne, 
And hcrtily thei hartlin al at ones, 

And fro the top doune comith the grete ftones, 

In goth the grapinel fo ful of crokes 

Among the ropis ran the fhering hokes, 

In with the polaxe prefith he and he, 

Behinde the mafte beginnith he to fle, 

And out :, and drivith him or horde, 

He ftickith him upon his fper’is orde, 

He rent the faile with hokis like a fithe, 

He bringeth the cuppe, and biddith "hem be blith, 
He pourith prefen upon the hatchis flider, 

With pottis ful of lime thei gon togider. 

And thus the longé daie in fight thei fpende, 
Til at the fait, as every thing hath ende, 
Antonius is fhent and put to flight, 

‘And al his folke to go that beft go might, 
Fleeth cke the Quene, with al her purple faile, 
Fer flrokis whiche that wert as thicke as haile ¢ 
No wondir was, fhe might it nat endure: 

And whan Anteny fawe that avintere, 

‘Alas (quoéhe) the daie thac T was borne! 

My worthip in this daic thus have I lorue, 
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And for difpaire out of his witte he fterte, 
And rofe himfelte anon throughout the herte 
Fr chat he ferthir went out of the place: 
His wife, that could of Cafar have no grace, 
‘To Egypt fed for drede and for diftreffe ; 

But herkenith, ye that fpekin of kindeneffe. 
Ye men that falfely fwerin many’ an othe 
‘That ye wol die if that your love be wrothe, . 

Here maie ye fene of women fuch a troath 
‘This woful Cleopatre’ had made fuche routh 
‘That there n’is tong? none that maic it tel, 
But on the’ morowe she wol no lengir dwel, 
But made her fubtil werkmen make a fhrine 
Of al the rubies and the ftonis fine 
Jn al Eyypt which that the could efpie 
And fhe put ful the forine of fpicérie, 
And lette the corfe enbaume, and forth the fette 
This ded corfe, and fhe in the fhrine is thette ; 
And next the fhrine a pit than doth the grave, 
And al the ferpentis that fhe might have 
She put "hem in that grave. and thus the feide; 
Now love, to whom my forowful hert obeide 
So ferforthly, that fro that blisful hour 
That f you bxgre to ben al frely your, 

‘ 
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i mene you, Antonius, my knight, 

‘That nevir waking in the daie or night 

Ye n’ere out of mine hert’is remembraunce, 
For wele or wo, for carole or for daunce, 
And in my felfe this covenant made I tho, 
‘That right fuche as ye feltin, wele or Wo, 

As ferforth as it in my power laie, 
Unreprovable’ unto my wifehode aie, 

‘The fame would I felin in life or dethe, 

Aad thilke covenaunt while me laftith brethe 
T wol fulfil, and that thal wel be fene, : 
Was ner anto her love a trewir quene; 

And with that word nakid, with ful gode hert, 
«\mang the ferpentes in the pitte fhe ftert, 
And there the chefe to have her burying : 
Anone the nedirs gonne her for to tting, 

And fhe her deth recevith with god chere, 
For love of Antony that was her dere : 

And this is torial fothe, it is no fable. 

Now er I finde a man thus trewe and ttable, 
And wol for love his deth fo frely take, 

I praic God let our hedis-nevir ake! 
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OF BABYLONE 


At Babyloné whilom fil it thas 
‘The whiche toun the Quene Simiranuis 

Juet dichin al about, and wallis make 

Full hic of harde tilis wel ibake : 

‘There werin dweiling in this noble toun 

‘Two Jordis which that were of grete rcnoun, 
And wonidin fo nigh ypon a grenc 

‘That there n’as but a {tone wal "hem bitwene, 
As oftin in zrete tounis is the wonne, 

And, fothe to faine, that one man had a fonne 








‘Phat eftward in the world was tho dwelling ; 
The mime of everiche gan to othir {pring, 

By women that were Heighbouris aboute, 

For in that countre yet withoutin doute 
Maidinis ben ikepte for jeloulie 

itely, left thei diddin fome folie, 

oungé man was clepid Pyramus, 

And fie hight the maide (Nafo faith thus) 
And thus by reporte was ther name ifsove, 
That as thei woxe ih age fo woxe ther love $ 
Andce 








as hy refon of ther age, 
ben betwixt "hem mariage; 
olde it nat affent ; 
tike fore bothe bre: 
‘That none of ¢ endis might it lette, 
ily femtimis yet thei mecte 
nd ipakin fome of ther defire, 
and hottir is the fre; 
Forbitl a love and it’ is tem times fo wode. 

This wal which that berwixt “hem both yftede 
‘Was cloven atwo right fro the top adoun 

& tine of his foundzcioun, 

clifte was fo ow and lite 
3: was nat fené, (dere inough a mite) 






Bur'that 
And thei 
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OF a} chat londe ofc of the luityit,’ 
‘That othir had a @eughtir the fairitt 


But what is that that love can not efpie? 
Ye levirs two, if that I fhal nat lic, 
Ye foundin fir this litle narowe clifte, 
And with a founde as fofte as any thrifte 
‘Yhei let ther wordis through the clifte pace, 
And toldin, while that thei ftoden in the place, 
Al ther compluint of love and al ther wo, 
Atevdry time whan thei durftin fo, 

Upon that one fide of the wal ftode he, 
And on that other fidé ftode Thilbe, 
‘Lhe fwete foune of othir to receve, 
And thus ther wardeins wouldin thei difceve, 
And every duic this wal thei wouldin threte, 
And with to God that it were doun ibete ; 
Thus would thei faine, Alas! thou wickid wal, 
‘Thorough thine envie thou us lettift al 
Why n'ilt thou cleve or fallin al atwo ? 
Or at the lefté, but thou wouldift fo, 
Yet wouldift thou but onis let us mete, 
Or onis that we mightin kiffin fwete, 
‘Than were we curid of our caris colde 5 
But nathéleffe yet be we to the holde, 
Tuas much as thou fuffrift fur to gone 
Our wordis through thy lime and cke thy ftone, 
Yet oughtin we withthe ben wel apaide. 

Ang whan thefe idil wordis werin fuide 
‘The colde wal thei woldin kiffe of ftone, 
And take ther Jeve, and forth thei woldin gone, 
And this was gladly in the evintide, 
Or wondir erly, left men it efpide : 
And longé time thei wrought in this manere, 
Til on a daic, whan Phebus gan to clere, 
Aurora with the flyemis of her hete 
Had dryid up the dewe of herbis wete, 
Unto this clifte, av it vas wonte to be, 
Come Pyramus, and aftir come Thifbe, 

; . 
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And plightin trouth right fully in ther faic, 
That ilke famé night to ftele awaie, 
“And to begile ther wardeins everichone, 
And forth out of the cite for to gone; 

And for the feldis ben fo brode and wide 
For to metin in o place at o tide 

‘hei fettin markes ther metingis fhould be 
‘Phere King Ninus was graven undir a tre, 
For olde Pajaims, that idollis heried, 
Ufidin tho in feldis to ben beried ; 

And fatté by his grave was a wel, 

And fhoitily of this tale for to tel, 

‘This covenaunt was affirmid wondir fat, 
And longe ’hem thoughtin that the fonne laf, 
‘That it n’ere gouc undir the fe adoun, 

This Thitbe hath fo grete affectioun, 

And fo grete liking Pyramus to fe, 

‘That whan fhafawe her time might ybe 
At night the ftale awaie ful privily, 

With her face iwimplid full fubtilly, 

For ul her frendis (for to fave her trouthe) 
She hath forfake, alas! and that is routhe, 
‘That evir woman would ybe fo trewe 

‘Yo cruftin man but the the bet him knewe 5 
And to the tS fhe oech a fl ode pace, 
For love n Aer fo bh this cafe, 
And by the welle adoun fhe gan her dreffe. 
Alus! than comith a wilde licneffe 

Out of the wode, withoutin more arcfty 
With blode mouthe of firangling of a bef, 
‘Yo drinkin of the wel there as fhe fat; 
And whan that Thifbe had efpyid that 

She rift her up with a ful drery herte, 

And in a cave with dredful fote fhe fterte, 
Yor by the mone fhe fawe it wel withail, 
And as the ran her wimpie let the fall, 
Aud toke none hede, fo fore the was awhaped, 
And eke fo glad for that the was efcaped ; 
And thus fhe fat and lurkith wondir Rill. 
‘Whan that this fioneffe hath dronke her fill 
Aboutin the well gan the for to winde, 

And right anon the wimple gan fhe finde, 
And with her blody months iz al to rente 5 
Whan this was done nv | r fhe ne ftente, 
But to the wode her w in hath the nome. 

And at the aft this Pyrainus is come, 

But al to Jonge, alas! at home was he ; 
‘the moné fhone, men mightin wel ife ; 
And in his waie, as that he come ful fatt, 
His eyin to the grounde adoun he caft, 
And in the fonde, as he behelde adoun, 

He faw the fteppis brode of a lioun, 

And in his hert he fodainly agrofe, 

And pale he wexte, therwith his hert agofe, 




































And nere he came, and founde the wimple torne ; | 


Alas (quod he) the daic thut Twas borne ! 
‘This o night wo! both us lovitis le; 


. How thould | afkin mercy of ‘Vhifbe 


Whan I am he that have you flaine ? alas! 
My biding bath you flainé in this caas: 
Alas! to bidde a woman gone by night 
In place there as perill fallin might 
And 1 fo flowe ; alas! Ené had he 

Here in this place a furionge waie er ye. 





ay 
Now what lioun that is in this foreft 
My body mate he rentin, or what beft 
‘That wildeis, gnawin mote he now minc herte, 


"And with that worde he to the wimple fterte, 


And kifte it ofte, and wepte on it ful fore, 

And faid, Wimple, alas! there n’is no more, 

But thou fhalt fele as well the blode of me 

As thou haft felte the bleding of Thifbe : 

And with that worde he {mote him to the herte, 

The blode out of the wounde as «rode afterte 

As watir, whan the conduite brokin is. , 
Now Thifbe, which that ne wift not of this, 

But fitting in her drede the thoughté thus, 

Y¢ it fo fallin that my Pyramus 

Be comen hithir, «aui may me nat ifinde, 

He maie me holdin fulfe and cke unkinde. 

And out the cometh, and aftir him gan fpien 

Both with her herté and eke with her ei 








- 
And thought T wol him tellin of my drede” 
Both of the lioneffe and of my dede; 


And at the faft her love than hath thé founde 
Ybeting with his helis on the grounde 

Al blody’, and therwithal abacke the fterte, 
And like the wawis quappe began her herte, 
And pale as boxe fhe woxe, and in a throwe 
Avwifid her, and gan him wel to knowe, 

‘Chat it was Pyramus, her herté dere : 

O! who could writin whiche a dedly chere 
Hath Thifbe now! and how her here the rent, 
And how the gan her felfin to turment, 

And how fhe lieth and fwounith on the ground, 
And how the wept of teris ful his wounde, 

How medlith the his blode with her complaint, 
How with her blod her feivin gan the paint, 
How clippith fhe the red ded corfe, alas ! 

How doth this woful Thifbe in this caas, 

How kiflithsthe his frofty mouthe fo colde ! 
Who hath don this? ahd who hath ben fo bolde 
To fleen my life? o! fpeke my Pyramus, 

Tam thy Thifbe that the callith thus; 

And therwithal fhe liftith up his hed. 

‘This wofull man, that was nat fully ded, 
Whan that he herde the name of Thifbe crien, 
On her he caft his hevy dedly eyen, 

And doun againe, and yeldith up the goft. 

Thifbe rift up withoutin noife or boft, 

And faw her wimple and his empty fheth, 

And cke h¥ fwerde, that him Hath don to deth, 
‘Than fpake the thus; My woful hande (quod the) 
Is ftronge inough in fuche a werke to me, 

or love thal yeve me ftrength and hardineffe 
‘To make my wounde large inough I geffe ; 

I wol the folowen ded, and I wol be 

Felawe and caufe eke of thy deth, (quod the) 
And though that nothing fave the deth only 
Might the fro me departin trewily, 

‘Thou fhalt no more departin now fro me 

‘Vhan fro the deth, for I wol go with the. 

And now, ye wretchid jcloufe fathirs our, 

We that ywerin whilom childrin your, 

We prayin you withoutin more envie 

‘That in o gravé we both motin Jie, 

Sens love hath brought us to this pitous ende 3 
And rightwife God to every lovir fende, 
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‘That lovith trewly, tore profperite , _ And thes are Thifhe’ and Pyramus ago 


‘Than evir had Pyramus and Thifbe, Of trewé men | findin but fewe mo 

And let no gentil woman her affure 1n al my bokis fave this Pyramus, 

To puttin her in fuche an avinture : And therfore have J fpokin of hirh thus, 
But God forbid but that a woman can For it is deinte to us men to finde 

Ben as true and as loving as a man, A man that can in love be trewe and kinde, 
And for my part ! fhal anon it kith; Here maie ye fene, what lovir fo he be, 
And w:th that word his fwerd the toké fwith, A woman dare and gan as wel as he. 


‘That warme was of hes lov’is blode and hote, 
And to the hertd the her felvin fmote, 
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QUENE OF CARTHAGE, 


Gcorre and honour, Virgile Mantuan, 
Be to thy name, and I thal as I can 
Folowe thy lanterne as thou goeft beforne, 
How neas to Dido was forfworne 
In thine ncide, and Nafe wol I take 
‘The ten. ur and the gret effectis make. 
Whan Troee ybrought was to diftrudtion 
By Grekis fleight, and namely by Sinon 
Faning the horfe offrid unto Minerve, 
‘Through which that many a Trojan muft fterve, 
And Hector had aftir his deth apered, 
And fire fowode that it might nat ben ftered, 
In al the ible toure of Ilion, 
‘That of the cite was the chefe dongeon, 
And al the countre was fo lowe ibrought, 
And Priamus the king fordone and nought, 
And /Eneas was chargid by Venus 
‘Vo flien awaie, he toke Afcanius, 
‘That was his fon, in his right hande and fledde, 
And on his backe he bare and with him ledde 
Mis oldé fathir clepid Anchifes, 
And by the waie his wife Creufa he Igfe; 
-And mokil forow had he in hisminde 
Er that he could his felawihip yfinde, 
But at the laft, whan he had ’hem yfounde, 
He made *hem redy in a certaine ftounde, 
And to the fe ful faft he gap him hie, o 
And failith forth with al his companie 
‘Towards Itaile, as wold Deftine ; 
But of his aventuris in the fe 
N'is nat to purpofe for to fpcke of here, 
For it accordith nat to my matere; 
But as J faid, of him and of Dido 
Shal be my talé til that I have do. 
So long he failid in the falté fe ~ 
. Fil in Libye unneth arrivid he 


‘With thippis fevin, and no more navie, 
And glad he was to londé for to hie, 

So was he with the tempeft al to thakes 
And whan that he the havin had itake 

He had a knight wascallid Achates, 

And him of all his felowfhip he chefe 

‘To gon with him the countre for t’efpie, 
He ne to:.e with him no more companie, 
But forthe thei gon, and left his thippis ride, 
His fere and he, withoutin any guide. . 

So long he walkith in this wildirneffe 
Tillat the laft he met an huntireffe ; . 
A bowe in honde and arowis had fhe, 

Her clothis cuttid were unto the kne, 

But fhe was yet the fairift creature 

‘That evir was iformid by Nature, 

And Aineas and Achates fhe grette, 

And thus fhe to *hem fpake whan fhe "hem met 

Saw ye, (quod fhe) as ye han walkid wide, 
Any of my fuftrin walke you befide . 
With any wild? bore or othir beft, 

‘That thei have huntid to in this foreft, 
Teuckid up, with arowes in ther caas ? 

Naie, fothly, ladie, (quod this #2neas) 

But by thy beaute, as it thinkith me, 
‘Thou mightift nevir yerthly woman bey 
But Phobus fuftir art thou as I geffe, 
And if fo be that thou be a goddeffe 
Have mercie on our labour and our wo. 

I n’am no goddeffe fothly, quod fhe tho, 
For maidins walkin in this countre here 
With arowes and with bow in this manere; 
Thisis the relme of Libye there ye ben, 

Of whiche that Dido ladie is and quene;- 
And fhortly tolde all the occafion 
Why Dido came into that region, 
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Of whiche as now me liftith nat to rhime ; 
It nedith nat; it n’ere but loffe of time; 
For this is alland fome, it was Venus, 
His own. mothir, that fpake with him thus: 
‘And to Carthage fhe bade he fhould him dight, 
And vanifhid anon out of his fight. 
I could felowin worde for worde Virgile, 
But it would laftin all to longé while. 
‘Lhis noble Quene, that clepid was Dido, 
"That whilom was the wife of Sichzo, 
‘That fairir was by ferr than the bright fonne, 
"This noble tonne of Carthage hath begonne, 
In whiche fhe reignith in fo grete honour 
“that the was holdin.of all quenis flour 
Of gentilleffe, of fredome, and beaute, 
"That well was him that might her onis fe, 
Of kingis.and of lordis fo defired, 
"That ali the worlde her beautic had ifired, 
She ftode fo well in every wight’is grace. 
Whan Aineas was come unto the place, 
Unio che maiftirtemple’ of all the toun, 
"Vhere Dido iv her devocioun, 
Full privily his waie than hath he nome : 
Whan he was into the large temple come 
J can not faine if that it be poffible, 
But Venus had him makid invifible, 
"Vhus faith the boke, withoutin any lefe, 
And whan this AEneas and Achares 
Haddin in this temple ben ovir all, 
Than foetdin thei depaintid on a wall 
How Troie and all the lande deftroyid was 5 
Alas that I was borne ! (quod Aéncas) 
‘Thorough the world our fhame is kid fo wide, 
Now it is paintid upon every fide ¢ 
‘All we that-werin in profperite 
Ben now difclaundrid, and in foche degre, 
No lengir for to livin I ne kepe 5 
“And with that word he braft out for to wepe 
So tendirly that routh it was to fene. 
This freflsé ledic, of the citie Quen, 
Stode in the temple’ in her eftate roiall, 
So richily and cke fo faire withall, 
So youg, fo luftie, with her eyin glade, 
"That if that God that hevin and verth made 
Would have a love, for beaute and godencfle, 
And womanhede, and trouth and femctineile, 
Whom fhould he lovin but this ladie fwete ?” 
\'There n’is no woman to him haif fo mete. 
Fortrne, that hath the world in govirnaunce, 
Fath fodajuly brought in fo newe a chaunce 
‘That nevir was there yet fo frened a caas, 
For all the companie of Aineas, 
‘Which that we wenid have lorne in the fe, 
Arivid is nought ferre fro that cite, : 
For whiche the gretis of his lordis fome 
By avinture ben to the cite come, 
‘Unto that famé temple for to {eke 
"The Quene, and of her focour her befeke, 
Soche Tenome was ther fprong of her godenes. 
And whan that thei had tolde all ther diftrefs, 
And all ther tempeft aud all ther hard cafe, 
Unto the Quene apperid Aneas, 
And spinly Leknewe that it was he ; 
Who Lacdin joi than but his meine, 
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‘That haddin found ther lorde, ther govirnour ? 
The Quene faw that thei did him foche honour 
And had herd oft of ineas er tho, " 
And in her herte fhe had routhe and wo - 
That evir foche a noble man as he 
Shall ben difheritid in foche degre, 
And fawe the man that he was like a knight, 
And fuffifaunt of perfone and of might, 
And like to ben a very gentilman, 
And well his wordis he befettin can, 
And had a noble vifage for the nones, 
Aud formid well of brawne and cke of bones, 
And aftir Venus had foche faircneffe 
‘That no man might be halfe fo faire I geffe, 
And well alorde him femid for to be ; 
And for he wasa ftraungir, fomwhat the 
Viikid him the bet, as God-doe bote, 
To fome folk oftin news thing is fates 
Auon her herte hath pitie of his wo, 
And with that pite love ycame alfo ; 
And thus for pite and for gentilnefe 
Refrefhid muft he ben of his diftrefte. 
She fayid certis that fhe forie was 
‘That he hath had foche perill and foch caas, 
and in her frendly fpeche in thje“nanere 
She to him fpake, and faied as ye maie here: ‘ 
Be ye nat Venus fonne and Anchifes? 
In gode faith all the worfhip and encrefe 
That I mnie godely doen you ye fhall have ; 
Your fhippis and your meine fhall I fave; 
And many’ a gentil worde fhe fpake him to, 
And commaundid her meffangirs to go 
‘The fam: daie withoutin'any faile 
His fhippis for to {eke and "hem vitaile + 
Full many’ a beft the to the fhippis fent, 
And with the wine fhe gan “hem to prefent, 
And to her roiall paleis fhe her fpedde, 
And Aineas alwaie with her fhe ledde, 
What nedith you the feltis to difcriye ? 
He nevir bet at efe was in his live; 
Full was the feft of deinties and richeffe, 
Of inftrumentes, of fong, and of gladneffe, 
And many’ an amo’rous Joking and devife, 
‘This Aineas is come to paradife 
Out of the fwolowe’ of hell, and thus in joie 
Remembrith him of his eftate in Troic. 
‘Yo daunfing chambris full of paramentes, 
Of riche beddis and of ornamentes, 
‘This AEneas is ledde aftir the mete 5 
And the Quene whan that he had yfete, 
And {picis partid, and the wine agon, 
Unto his chambir was he lad anon 
‘Lo take his efe and for to have his reft, 
Witlrall his folke to doen what fo ’him left, 
‘There née was courfir well ibridlid none, 
Ne ftedé for the jufting well to gone, 
Ne larg? paulfrey efie for the nones, 
Ne jewill yfret full of riche ftones, 
Ne fackis full of gold, of largé wight, 
Ne rubie none that fhinith bright by night, 
Ne gentilj hautin faukon heronere, 
Ne hounde for harte, of wildé bore, or dere 
Ne cuppe of gold, with floreins newe ibette, 
That in the londe of Libye maie ben gette 
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« that Dido ne’ hath #ineus it ifent, 
And all is payid what chat he hath {pent 
‘Thus gan this worthy Qnenc her geftis-call, . 
ais the that can in fredome paffin all. - * 
ZEneas fothely eke, withoutin lefe, 
Vath fent to his fhippis by Achates 
Aftir his fonne, and aftir riché thinges, 
Loth fceptre, clothis, brochis, and cke ringes, 
Some for to were, and fome for to prefert 
‘So her that all thefe noble things him fent, 
~ And bad his fonne how that he fhould ymake 
‘The prefenting, and to the Quene it take. 
Repairid is this Achates again, 
And ‘Eneas full blisfull is and fain 
"Vo fein his yonge fonne Afvanius, 
For unto him it was reportid thes, 
“That Cupido, that is the god of Love, 
At prayir of his toothir hie above, 
Yhad the likeneffe of the childe itake, 
Vhis noble Quene enamoured for to make 
On JEneas ; but as to that feriprure, 
Be as be maie, I make of it no cure; 
But foth is this, the Quene hath made foch chere 
Unto this cl#ildg that wondir was to here, 
And of the pretOxt that his fathir fent 
She thankid him full oft in gode entent. 
‘Thus is this Quene in plefaunce and in joie 
‘With all thefe newé luftie folke of Troie, 
And of the dedis hath fhe more enqueted 
Of 2Eneas, and all the ftoric lered 
Of Troie, and all the longé daie thei twaie 
Entendidin for to fpeke and td plaie, 
Ot whiche there gan to bredin foche a fire, 
‘That felie Dido hath now foche defire 
With /Eneas her newe geft to dele 
‘Vhat fhe bath loft Ker hewe and cke her hele. 

Now to the’ effect, now to the fruite, of all 
‘Why I have told this ftorie’ and tellin fhall. “ 

‘Vhus | beginne, It fell upon a night, 

‘Whan that the mone upreifid had her light, 
‘This noble Quene unto her reft ywent, 

Shé fighid fore, and gone her felf tourment, 

She walkith, waloweth, and made many braied, 
As doen thefe lovirs, as I have herd faied, 

And at the lafte unto her fuftir Anne 

She made her mone, and rightthus {pake fhe than: 

Now, deré fuftir mine ! what maie it be 

That me agaftith in my drome ? (quod fhe) 
This ilke newe Trojan is fo in my thought, 
For that me thinketh he it fo well iwrought, 
And cke fo likely for to ben a man, 
And therwithall fo milkill gode he can, 
‘That all my love and hfe licth invhis cure ; 
Have ye nat herd him tell bisavinture?* 

Now certis, Anne, if that ye redé me, 

I woldin fain to him iweddid be: 
"This is the effe& ; what fhoaldI more feine? 
In him lieth all to doe me ‘live or deine. 

Her fuftir Anne, as fhe that coud her gode, 
Said as her thought, and fomdele it withitode 5 
But hereof was fo long a fermoning 
It were to long to makin reherfing ; 

Bat finally, it maie not be withftonde, 
Love woll ylove, for ne wight woll it wonde; 
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The dawning uprift out of the fulte fe, 
This amorous Quene chargith her meiné 
‘The nettis dxeffc, and fperis brode and hene, 
An hunging woll this Inftie frefhé Quene, 
So prikith her this newé jolie mee 
‘To horfe is all her luftie folke igo, 
Unto the court the houndis ben ibrought, 
And upon coarfir fwift as any thought 
Her yongé knightis hevin all about, 
And of her women cke an hugé rout : 
Upon a thicke palfraie, papirwhite, . 
With fadill redde, enbroudid with delite, 
Ofyolde the bar is, up endoffid high, 
Sate Dido, all in golde and perreywrig 
re as is the bright 
That helith fick folkis of night’i 
Upon a courfir ftartlin as the fire, 
Men mightin tourne him with a little wire. 
But Atneas, like Phacbus'to deviie, 
So was he frefh arayid in his wife, 
The fomie bridill, with the bitte of gold, 
Govirnith he right as himfelf hath would; 
And forthe this noble Quene, this ladi¢, ride 
On hunting, with this Trojan by her fide. 
‘The jerde of hartis foundin is anon, 
With Hey go bet, pricke thou, let gon, let gon t 
Why 97il the lion comin or the bere; 
That I might him ones metin with this fpere ? 
Thus fain this yongé folke, and up thei kill 
‘The wilde hartis, and have ’hem at ther ‘will, 
Emong all this to romblin gan the heven, 
The thondir rorid with a grifly fteven, 
Down come the rain, with haile and flet fo faft, 
With hevin’s fire, that made fo fore agaft 
This noble Quene and alfo her mainé, 
That eche of ?hem, was glade awaie to fle; 
And, fhortly, fro the tempeft her to fave 
She fled her felfinto a little cave, 
And with her went this /Eneas alfo, 
I n’ot with *hem if ther went any mo, 
‘The auétour makith ofit no mencion; 
And here began the depe affection 
Betwixt "hem two; this was the firft¢ morowe 
Ot her gladneffe and ginning of her forowe, 
For there hath AEnenas iknelid fo,’ 
And tolde her all his hert and all his wo, 
And fworne fo depé to her to be true 
For well or wo, and chaungin for no newe, 
And asa falfe lovir fo well can plain, 
‘That felic Dido rewid on his pain, 
Toke him for hufbond, and became his wife 
For evirmore, while that "hem laft-fhulde life; 
And aftir this, when that the tempeft ftente, 
With mirth out as thei came homward thei went ; 
‘The wickid fame uprofe, and that anon, Ss 
How #éneas hath with the Quene igon 
Into the cave, arid demid as “hem lift ; 
And whan the King (that Yarbas hight) it wif, 
Ashe that had her loved evir his life, 
And wowid her to havin to his wife, 
Soche forow’ as he hath makid and foche chere 
tt is a routhe and pity for to here ; 
But as in love all daie it happith fo 
‘That one thal} laughin at an othir’s wo, 
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‘Now laughith Aneas, and js in joie 
and more richeffe than evir wus in Troie. 

O {elie woman, full of innocence, , 

Full of pite, of truthe, and continence! 
What makid you to men to trufin fo? 
Have ye foche routhe upon ther fainid wo 
And have foche old enfamplis you beforne ? 
Se ye nat all how that thei hen forfworne ? 
Where fe ye one that he ne" hath lafte his Iefe, 
Or ben unkinde, or doen her fome mifchefe, 
Or pillid her, or boitid of his dede ? 

Ye maie as well it fence as ye maie rede, 
‘Takith hede now of this grete geutilman, 
"This ‘I'rojan, that fo well her picfin can, 
‘That fainith him fo true and obeifing, 

So gentill and fo privic’ of his doing, 

And can fe well docn all his obcifaunce, 
And waitith her at feftis and at daunce, 
And whan fhe gocth to temple’ and home again, 
And faftin till he hath his ladie fein, 

And berin in his devifis for her fake 

N’ot I nat what, and fongis would he make, 
Jalt.n, and doen of armis many thinges, 
Sende her lettirs, tokins, brochis, and ringes. 

Now herkenith how he fhal his lady ferve 3 
‘There as he was in perill for to fterve 
For hungir and for mifchefe in the fe, 

And defolate, and fedde fro his countre, 

And all his folke with tempeft all to driven, 

She hath her body and eke her relme ycven 
Into his honde, there as fhé might have bea 

Of othir land than of Cat thage a quene, 

And lived ia joy inough ; what would ye more ? 

‘This 42neas, that hath thus depe ifwore, 

Is werie of his craft within a throwe, 
And the hote erneft is all ovirblowe, 
And privily he doeth his fhippis dight, 
And fhapith him to ficle awaic by night, 

This Dido hath fulpection of this, 

And thoughtin well that it was all amis, 
For in his bedde he licth anight and fiketh ¢ 
She afkith him anon, What the mifliketh, 
My deré herte ! whiche that I lovin mofte ? 

Certis (quod he) this night my fathir’s ghofte 
Hath in my flepe me fo forely tourmented, 
And eke Mercurie’s his meflage hath prefented, 
‘That nedis to the conqueft of Itaile 
My deftinie is foné for to faile, 

For which me thinkith broftin is mine hert ; 
*Pherwith his falfé teris out thei fert, 
And takith her within his armis two. 

Is that in erneft? (quod fhe) woll ye fo? 
Have ye no fworne to wife me for to take? 
Alas! what woman woll ye of me make? 
Tam a gentill woman and a quene, 

Ye woil not fro your wife thus foul yflene ? 
That | was borne alas! what thall | do? 
To teilc in fhort, this noble Quene Dido 
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, She fekith halowes and doeth facrifice, 

| She knelith, crieth, that routh is to devife, 

| Conjurith him, and profe’rith him to be 

His thrall, his fervaunt, i in the beft degre, - 

She failith him to fore,and fownith there, 

Difchevilid with her bright gildid here, 

And faieth, Have mercy ! let me with you ride, 

‘Thefe lordis whiche that wonnin me befide 

Woll me deftroyin only for your fake ; 

And if ye wolle me now to wife ytake 

As ye have fwarne, han wolll yeve you leve 

‘Te flacn me with your fwerde now fon at eve, 

For than yet fhall I dyin as your wife ; 

Yam with childe, and yeve my childe his life : 

O mercic, Lorde ! have pite in your thought. 

Bat all this thing availith hoe right nought, 

For on a night he fleping let her lie, 

And fole awaye into his company, 

And asa traitour forthe he gan to faile 

‘Towardis the large countre of Itaile : 

And thus hath he Jeft Dido’ in wo and pine, 

And weddid there a ladie hight Lavine. 

A clothe he laft, and eke his fworde ftanding, 

Whan he fro Dido Gale in her epi 

Right at her bedd’is hedde, fo gi I 

Whan that he ffale awaie to his navie. 
Which cloth whan felie Dido gan awake 

She hath it kifte ful oftin for his fake, 

And faid, Swete cloth ! while Jupiter it left 

‘Yake my foulc, unbinde me of this unreit, 

T have fulfilled of Fortune ali the courte: 

And thus, alas! wits .utin his focourfe 

“''wentie timis ifwounid heth fhe than, 

and whan that fhe anto her fuitir Anne 

Complainid had of which I maie not write, 

So grete routh I have it for to endite, 

And bad her norice and her fuftrin goa 

‘To fetchin fire and othir thinges anon, 

And fayid that the wouldé facrifie ; 

And whan fhe might her timé well afpie 

Upon the fire of tacrifice the fterte, 

And with his fworde fhe rofe her to the herte + 

But as mine auétour faith yet this the feide, 

Or the was hurtin, beforne or the deide, 

She wrotea lettre’ anon, and thus began; 
Right fo-(quod the) as the milkwhite fwan 

Ayenft his deth beginnith for to fing, 

Right fo to you I make my complaining, 

Not that I trowe to gettin you again, 

For well I wote that it is al in vain, 

Sens that the goddes ben contrarious to me, 

But fin my name is loft through you (quod fhe) 

I maie well lefe a worde on you or letter, 

All be ‘tt fhall be nevir the better, 

For thilk wind that blewe your thip awaie 

The fam winde hath blowe awaie your faie : 

But who fo wol al this lettre’ have in minde 

Rede Ovide, and in him he shall it finde, 
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HERE FOLOWETH 


THE: LECGENDE OF HYPSIPYLE AND MEDEA. 


Tov rord Sflfe loviris, Deke Jafon, 
‘Thon fleer, devourir, and confufion, 
Of gentill women, gentil creatures, 
‘Thou madift thy reclaiming and thy Jures 
‘To ladies of thy feathliche aparaunce, 
And of thy wordis farfid with plefaunce, 
And of thy fuinid troath and thy manere, 
With thine obeifaunce and hemble chere, 
And with thine counterfeitid pain and wo, 
‘There othir falfin one thou falfid two. 
O! oftin fwore thou that thou wolditt die 
Yor Jove whan thou ue feltit maladie 
Save foule detite, whiche that thou callift love : 
If that I live thy name fhall be yfhove 
In Englithe, that thy deceipt thall be knowe : 
Have at the, Jafon; now thin horn is hlow. 
But certis it is bothé routh and wo 
“hat Love with falf@ lovirs werkith fo, 
Yor thei thal have well bettir love and chere 
‘han he that hath aboughein love full dere, 
Or had in armis many’ a bloodie boxe, 
For ay_as tendre’ a capon eteth the fax, 
‘Though he be fals, and hath the foule betraied, 
As fhall the gode man that therefore hath paied; 
Although he have to the’ capon ikill and right 
‘The falté foxe woll have his part at night : 
On Jafon this enfample’ is well ifene 
By Hypfipyle’ and Medea the quene. 

In 'Theffabe, as Ovide tellith us, 
There was a knight thathightin Pelus, © 
‘That had a brothir whiche that hight /Efons 
And when for age he might unncthis gon 
He yave to Peleus the govirning 
Of all his reigne, and made bim jorde and king; 
Of whiche /Efon this Jafon gettin was, 
‘Chat in his time in all that land there n°as 
Nat foche a fantous knight of genti:letie, 
Of fredome, of frengthe, and of Juilinefle, 








Aftir his fathir’s deth be bare him fo 

‘Viel there n’as none that lift to ben his foe, 

Dut did him all honour and eompanie, 

Of whiche this Peleus hath grete envie, 

Imagining that Jafon might yhe 

Enhaunfid fo, and put in foche degre, 

With love of lordis of his regioun, . 

That from his reigne he maie be put adoun, 

And in his wit anight compaffid he 

How this Jafon might bett diftroyid be, 

Withoutin fclaundir of his compaiment s 

And at the lait he toke avifément 

‘That to fende him into fome ferre countre,” 

‘Theras this Jafon maie diftroyid be : 

‘This was his wit, all made he to Jafon 

Grete chere of loke and of affe@ion, 

For drede left that his lordis it efpide. 

And fo bifell it, as fame ronnith wide, 

‘There was foche tiding or ail, and foche loos, 

That in an ifte that callid wa Colchos, 

‘That ftonte beyonde Troie eftward in the fe, 

There was a Ram which that men mightin fe 

‘That had a Flees of Golde that shone fo bright 

‘That no where was there fuche an othir fight 3 

But it was kept alwaie with a dragoun, 

And many othir marvailes up and down, 

And two bullis makid ail of bras, 

‘That fpittin fire, and mochil thing.ther was; 

But this was eke the tal: nathéles, 

‘That who fo would ywinnin thilke Flecs 

THe muft bethe, or that he it winnin might, 

With the bullis and with the dragon Gyhit 
And King Oétns forde was of rhat ile, 

‘This Peleas bethought upon this vhile 

That he his nevewe Jafon would 

‘Yo faitin to that londe hit to ¢ 

And fayid, Nevewe, if it mig 

That foche a worfhip migit be 
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"That thou this famous trefure mightift win, 
And bringin it my region within, 
jt were to me grete plefaunce and honour, 
‘Than were {holdin to quite thy labour, 

And all thy coftis f woll my felf make, 

‘And chetith what folke thou wolt with the take : 
Lect fe now, darfte thou takin this voiage ? 

Jafon was young, and luitie of corage, 

‘And undirtoke to doen this ilke emprife ; 

Anon Argus his shippis gan devife. 

With Jafon went che itrong ftout Hercules, 
And many’ an othir that he with him ches; 
But who fo afkith who is with him gon 
Let him rede the boke Argonauticon, 

For he wol tel atalé long inough. 

Philocretes anon the faile up drough, 

Whan that the winde was gade, and gan him hie 

Out of his countre callid Theffalie. 

So long thei failid in the falt> fe 

Till in the ile of Lemnos arived he, 

All be this nat reherfid of Guido, 

Yet faieth Ovide in his Epittlis fo ; 

And of this ileland ladie was and quene 

"The faire and yonge Hypfipyle the thence, 

‘That whilom ‘Fhoas doughter was, the king. 
Hypfipyle was gon ih her: playing, 

‘And roming on the clevis by the fe 3" 

Undir a banke anone efpyid fhe 

Where laic the thippe that Jafon gon arive 5 

Of her godenetle adounc fhe fendith blive 

"To wetin if that any ftraungé wight 

‘With tempeft thidir were-iblowe anight, 

"To doen *hem focour, a3 was her afaunce 

‘To furth'rin every wight, and don plefaunce 

Of very bounte and of curtifie. 

‘This meffangir adoune him gan to hie, 
And founde Jafon and Hercules alfo, 
"That in a cogge to londe werin igo 
‘Hem to refrefhin and to take the aire, 
‘The morowning attempre was and faire, 
‘And in ther waie this meffangir "hem mette ; 
Full conningly thefe lordis two he grettc, 
‘And did his meffage, afking "hem anon 
¥f thei wer brokin or ought wo bigon, 
‘Or had nede of lodefmen or of vitaile ? 
For of fuccour they shouldin nothing faile, 
For it was uttirly the Quen’is will. 

Jafon anfwerid mekely and ftill, 
‘My ladie (quod he) thanke I hertily 
Of her godeneffe : us nedith truily 
Nothing as now, but that we werie be, 
‘And comin for to plaice out of the fe 
"Till that the winde be bettir in our waic. 

This ladie romith by the cliffe to plaic, 
With her meiné, endlong upon the ftronde, 
And findith Jafon and this othir ftonde 
In fpeking of this thing, as I you told. 

This Hercules and Jafon gan behold 
How that the Quene it was, and faire her grete, 
‘Anon right as thei with this ladie mete, 
‘And fhe toke hede, and knewe by ther manere, 
By ther araie, by wordis, and by chere, 

"Chat it were gentillmen of grete degre, 
And to the caftle with her ledith the 
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Thefe ftraungé folke, and doith ‘hem gret hono¢ 
And aikith ‘hem of travaile and of labor 
‘That thei have faffrid in the falté fe ; 


| So that within 2 daie, or two or thre, 


She knewe by the’ folke that in his fhippis be 
That it was Jafon, full of renomé, 

And Hercules, that hid the greté loos, 
‘That foughtin the aventures of Colchos, 
And did ’hem honour moré than before, 
And with ’hem deled evir longir the more, 
For thei ben worthy folke withoutin lefe, 
And namely mofte the fpake with Hercules, 
Tohim her herte fhe bare, an he fhould be 
Sadde, wife, and true, of wordis avifé, 
Withoutin any othir affection 

Of love, or othir imaginacion. 

This Hercules hath this Jafon fo preifed, 
Yhat to the funné he hath aim up reifed, 
"hat halfe fo true a man there n’as of love 
Undir the cope of heveir that is above, 

And he was wife, hardie, fecrete, and riche, 
Of thefe iii pointis there n’as non him liche, 
Of fredome paflid he and Juitic hedde 

All tho that livin and all tho ben dedde, 
Thercto fo grete a gentillman was he, 
And of Theffalie likely king ta b3;” 
There n’as no lacke but that he’ was agaft 
To love, and for to {pekin fiamefat ; 

Him had levir himfelf murdir and die 
Than that men fhould a lovir him efpic, 
As wold God above that I had give 

My blode and flefhc, fo that I might live . 
With the bones, that he had aught where a wile 
For his eftate, for foche a luftie life 

She fhouldin ledin with this luftie knight : 
And all this was compaflid on the night 
Betwixin Jafon and this Hercules + 

Of both thefe two here wasa fhreude lefe, 
‘To come to houfe upon an innocent, 

For to bedote this Quene was ther entent. 
And Jafon is as coie as is a maide ; 

He lokith pitoufly, but naught he faicd; 
But frely yave he to her counfailers 

Yeitis full grete and to her officers, 

As would God that I lefir had and time 
By proceffe all-his wocing for to rime; 
But in this houfe if a falfe lovir be, 

Right as himfelf now doeth right fo did he 
With faining and with every fubtill dede = 
Ye get no more of me but ye woll rede 
Th’ original, that tellith all the caas. 

The fothe is this, that Jafon weddid was 
Unto this Quene, and toke of her fabftaunce 
What fo him lift unto his purveiaunce ; 

And atpon.her begate he childrin two, 

And drough his faile, and fawe her nevir mo. 
A lettir fent fhe unto bim certain, 

Which were to long to writtin and to fain, 
And him reprovith of his grete untrouth, 

And prayith him on her to have fome routh, 
And on his childrin two: fhe faid him this, 
‘That thei be like of allé thing iwis 

‘Yo Jafon, fave that thei couth nat begile; 

And prayid God er it were longé while 
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‘That the that had his herte ireft her fro 
Mote findin him untrue and falfe alfo, 
And that fhe muft? both her childrin fpill, 
And aile the that fuffrith him his will, 
And trye to Jafon was the all her life, 
‘And evir kept her chafte as for his wife, 
Net evir had the joc at her herte, 
But dyid for his love of forowes fmerte. 
‘To Colchis comin is this Duke Jsfen, 
‘That isof love devourir and dragon, 
As matire appetitith forme alwaie, 


And from forme into forme it paffin maie, 


Or axa wellé that were botomles ; 

Right fo can falf! Jafon have no pees 

For to defirin through his appetite 

To doen with gentiilwoman his delite ; 
"Vhis is his Iufte and his felicite. 

Jalon is romid forthe to the cite 

‘Phat whilom clepid was Jafonicos, 

‘That was the maiiiirioune of ali Colchos, 


“And hath itolde the czufe of his coming 


Unto Aeeta, of that coantre king, 

Praying’ him that he muft doen his affaie 
‘Lo-gette the Flece of Golde if that he maie, 
Of whiche the King affentith to his bone, 
And doth hin Dynour as it is to done, 

So ferforth that his doughtir and his heire 
Medea, whiche that was fo wife and faire, 
‘That fairir fawe there nevir man with cye, 
He made her doen to Jafon companie 

At mete, and fittin by him in the hall. 

Now was Jafon a femely man withall, 
And like a lorde, and had a grete renoun, 
Aud of his loke roiallas a lioun, 

And godelic of his fpeche and familiere, 

And coud of love the craft and art plenere 
Withoutin boke, with everiche obfervaunce ; 
And as Fortune her ought a foule mifchaunce 
She woxe enamorid upon this man. 

Jafon, (quod fhe) fer ought ¥ fe or can 
As of this thing the whiche ye ben about, 
Ye and your felf ye put in mochil doubt, 
For who fo woll this avinture atcheve 
He maie nat wele «fertin as 1 leve 
‘Withoutin deth, buc d his help. be; 

But natheics it is my will (quod the) 
‘Yo forthrin you fo that ye fhall nat dic,, 
But turnin { unde home to your heffalie. 

My right fair lady ! (quod this Jafon tho) 
That ye have of my deth or of my wo 
Any regarde, and doen me this honour, 

J wot wel that my might ne my Jabour 
May nat detervin it my liv’is daie; 
God thanké you there Ine can ne Maic; 
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Your man am J, and lowely you befeche 
‘Toben my helpe withoutin moré {peche; 
But certis for my deth fhal I not fpare. 
Tho gan this Medea to him declare 
The peril of this cafe fro point to point, 
Of his batyle, and eke in what disjoynt 
He mot? ftondin, of wniche no creture 
Save onley fhe ne might his lyfe affure : 
And thortly, right to the poynt for to go, 
They ben accordid full betwyxe *hem two 
‘That Jalon thal] her wedde as her. true knight, 
And terme yfet to comin fone at night 
Unto ber chanibre, and make there his othe 
Upon the goddes, that he for lefe or lothe 
Ne fhulde her nevir faliin nyght ne daye 
To ben her hulbonde whyle he Iyvin niayo, 
As fhe that frem his deth him favid here; 
And hereupon at night they mete yferc., 
And doth his othe, and goth with her to beddes 
And cn the morewe up»varde he him fpedde, 
For fic hath taught him how he fhal nat fayle 
‘The Plees to wynne and itintin his bataile, 
And favid hym his life and his honour, 
And gate him a name as a conquerour, 
Right through the fleight of her enchantément. 
Now hath Jafon the Flcfe, and home is werlt 
With*Medéa, and trefours full grete wonne: 
Rut unwytte of her fathir the is gonne 
Yo Yheflalye with Duke Jafon her lefe, 
‘That aftirwarde hath brought her to mifchefe, 
For asa traytour he is from her go, 
And with her left? yong? childrin two, 
And falfely hath betrayid her, alas ! 
Ander in love a chefe traytour he was, 
And weddid yet the thirdé wyfe anon, 
that «asthe doughtir of the Kyng Creon. 
This is the mede of lovyng and guerdon 
That Medea receved of Duke Jafon 
Right for her truth and for her kyndineffe, 
‘That loved him bettir than her felf I geffe, 
And iefte her fathir and her herytage : 
And of Jafon this is the vaffalage, 
‘Vhat in his dayes n’as nevir non yfounde 
So falle a lovir goyng on the grounde ; 
And therefore in her lettir thus the fayd, 
Firft whan fhe of his falfneffe him upbrayd, 
Why lykid me thy yelowe here to fe 
More than the boundis of myn honefte? 

Why lykid me thy youth and thy fayrneffe, , , 
And of thy tonge the’ infynite gracyguineffe ? 
O! haddeft thou in thy conqueft ded yhe 
Ful mikil untrouth had ther dyed with the, 

Wel can Ovidc her lettre’ in verfe endyte, 
Which were as now to longé for to write. 





a31 LEGENDE OF LUCRECE OF ROME. 


HERE FOLOWETH 


‘THE LEGENDE OF 


Nowe mote I fain th’ exilyng of kyngis 

Of Rome for ther horible doyagis, 

Of the lafte kynge Sextus Tarquinius, 

As faith Ovid,and Titus Lyvius; 

But for that caufe te} Inat this ftorye, 

But for to prayfe and drawe in memorye 

"The ver. wyfe, the very true Lucreffe, 

That for her wifehode and her ftedfaftneffe 

Nat onely that thefe Panymes her commende, 

But that yclepid is in our Legende 

"The gret Aufiyn, that hath compaffioun 

Of this Lucrece that ftarfe in Romé toun, 

And in what wife I woll but shortly trete, 

And of this thing I touch not but the grete. 
Whan Ardea befiegid was aboute 

‘With Romayns that ful ferne werin and ftout, 

Ful long. lay the fiege, and itil wroughten, 

So that they wer halfe ydil as "hem thoughten, 

And in his play farquinius the yonge 

Gan for to jape, for he was lyght of tonge, 

And fayid that it was an ydle lyfe, 

No man d.dthere no more than did his wife, 

And let us fpeke of wivis, that is belt, 

Praife evérie man his own us him left, 

‘And with our fpechis let us efe our herte. 
Aknighs (yclepid Colatin) up fterte, 

And fayid thus Nay, Sir, itis no nede 

To trowin on the worde but on the dede; 

T have a wife (quod he) chat as I trowe 

Is holdin gode of al that ex her knowe, 

Go we to Rome to nyght and we fhul fe, 
Tarquinius anfwerde, That lykith me. 

‘Yo Rome they be comin, and faft "hem dighte 

To Colatyn’is houfe, and downe they light, 

‘Tarquinius and eke this Colatine ; 

‘The hufbonde knewe the eftirs wel and fyne, * 

And ful prively into the boufe thei gone: 
Nor at the gate ne portir was there nenc, 

And at the chambre doré they abyde. 

“(his noble wife fate by her bedd’is fyde 
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Difcheveled, for no malyce fhe ne thought, 
‘And foft wol, faith Livy, that fhowrought 
To kepin her from flouth and jdilneffe, 
‘And bad her fervauntes done ther befineffe, 
And afkith "hem, What tidinges herin ye? 
How faieth men of the fiege, howe fhal it be? 
God wolde the wallis were fullin adowne ! 
Myn hufbond is to long out of this towne, 
For whiche drede doth me forely to fmerte, 
Right a a fworde it ftyngith to mine hert 
Whan I thinkin on this or of that place ; 
Ged fave my lorde, I pray him for his grace! 
And therwithal fo tendirly gan wepe, 
And of her werke fhe toke no moré kepe, 
But mekily fhe let her eyin fal, 
‘And thilke femblant fate her wel withal, 
And eke her teris, ful of honefté 
Embcliffid her wifely chaftité; 
Her countinaunice is to her hert? digne, 
For thei accordidin in dede and figne. 
And with that worde her hufbonde Colatin, 
Or fhe of him was ware, came ftertling in, 
And fayid, Drede the nat for f am here: 
And fhe anone up rofe with blifsful chere, 
And kyffed him, as of wivis is the wonne. 
“Tarquinius, this proudé king’is fone, 
Conceviu hath her beautie and her chere, 
Her yclowe here, her bountie’, and her manere, 
Her hewe, her wordis, that the hath complained, 
And by no craft her beautie was nat fained, 
And caught unto this lady foche defire 
‘That in his hert he brent as any fire, 
So wodely. that his witte was all forgotter, 
For wel thought he fhe fhuldé nat be gotens 
And aye the more that he was in difpaire 
The moce he covetith and thought her faireg 
His blindé lufte was al bis coveting. 
On morowe, whan the birde began to fyng, 
Unto the fiege he cometh ful privily, 
And by himfelfe he walkith fobirly, 
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‘The’ ymage of her recording alway newe, 

‘Thus lay her here, and thus frefh was her bew, 

‘Thus fate fhe, thus the fpake, this was her chere, 

‘Uhus faire fhe was, and this was her manere : 

Al tRis conceite his herte hath newe ytake, 

And as the ‘e with tempeft al to thake, 

‘That aftir whan the ftorme is al ago 

Yet woll the watir quappe a daie or two, 

Right fo, though that her forme were abfent 

‘The plefaunce of her formé was prefent ; 

But natheleffe nat plefaunce but delite, 

Or an unrightful talent with difpite, 

For maugre her fhe thal my lemman be, 

Hap belpith bardy man alroay, (quod he ;) 

Wh@ende that | make it thal be fo, 

And gyrte him with his {worde and gan to go: 

And he forth ritt tilhe to Rome is come, 

And alalone his way that he hath nome 

Unto the boufe of Colutin ful right; 

Down was the funne, and day hath loft his lyght; 

And in he come unto a privie halke, 

And in the night ful thefely gan he ftalke, 

‘Whan every wight was to his reft ybrought, 

‘Ne ne wight had of trefon foche a thought, 

Whethir Byswindowe or by othir gin : 

With {werde y drawe fhortly he comith in 

There as fhe lay, this noble wife Lucrece, 

And as fhe woke her bedde the feltin preffe : 

What beit is that (quod fhe) that wayith thus? 
Tam the king’is fonne Tarquinius, 

(Quod he) but and thou crie or noife ymake, 

Or if thou any credture awake, 

By thilké God rhat formid man of lyte 

‘This fwerdé through thyne herté thal I ryves 

And therwithal unto her throte he fterte, 

And fet the fwerde al fharpe upon her herte. 

No word the fpake; fhe hath no might therto; 

‘What thal the faine? her witte is al ago, 

As when a wolfe findith a lambe alone; 

‘To whom thal fhe complaine or make her mone ? 

‘What ! thal the fightin with an hardie knight ? 

‘Wel wotte men that a womag hath ho might ; 

‘What thal the crie, or how fhal he afterte, 

‘That hath her by the throte with fwerde at herte ? 

She afkith grace, and faid al that fhe can. * 
No,-wolt thou nat tho? (quod this cruil man) 

As wifely Jupiter my foulg fave * 

As I thal in thy ftable fle thy knave, 

And lay hima in thy bedde, and loudé crie 

‘That I the fpndin in foche avoutrie ; 

And thus thou thalt be ded, and alfo lefe 

‘Thy name, for that thou fhaft none othir chefe, 

‘This Romains wives lovidin fo ther name 

At thilke tyme, and dredidin fo the fhame, 


. ‘Chat what for fere of flaundre’ and dred of deth 


She loft at onis both her wit and breth, 
And in a fwough the lay, and woxe fo ded 
Men mightin finitin of her arme or hed, 
She felith nothing neithir foule ne feyre. 
‘Tarquinius, that art 2 king’is heyre, 
And fhuldift as by linage and by right 
Done asa lorde and as a very knight, 
Why hait thou done difpite to chivalrye 2 
‘Why halt thou done thy lady vilapie 2 
Vout 


Alas ! of the this was a vila’inous dede. 

But nowe to the” purpofe. In the ftory’ I rede 
Whan he was gonne, and this mifchaunce is fal, 
This lady fent aftir her frendis al, 

Fathi?, mothir, aud hufbonde, al yfere, 

And difchevilid with her her clere, 

In habyt foche as women ufid tho 

Unto the busyeng.of ther frendis go, 

She fate in hal with a forawful fyght : 

Her frendis afkin what her aylin myght, 

And whe was ded? and the fate aye wepyng, 
A words for fhame ne may fhe forth out bring, 
Ne upon them fhe durfté nat behold; 

But at the Jafte of Tarquin fhe *hem tolde 

‘This ruful cafe, and al this thyng horible + 

The wo to tellin were impoflible 

That the and all her frendis muke at ones: 

Al haddin folkis hertis ben of {tones 

It might have makid *hem upon hér rewe, 

Her hert ywas fo wifely and fo trewe. 

She faid that for her gilte ne for her blame 
Her haibonde fhulde nat have the foul names 
‘That wold? the nat fuffrin by no swage. 

And they. anfwerid a} unto her fayé 

That they foryave it her, for it was right, 
Itevas no gyltc, it lay nat in her myght, 

And faydin her enfumplis many one + 

But al for naught, for thus the faid anone, 

Be as be may (quod fhe) of forgivyng, 

I will nat have no forgifte for nothing : 

But privily fhe coughtin forth a knife, 

And therwithal the rafte her felfe her life, 

And as the fel adowne the cait her loke, 

And of her clathis yet gode hede the ¢o} 
For in her fallyng yet fhe bad ae 
Lefte that her fete or foche 
So wel fhe lovid clenneffe a1 
Of her had all the towne of Romé routhe, 
And Brutus hath by her chalte fe yfevore 
That ‘Tarquin fhulde ybanijhed be therfore 
And al his kinne, and let the peple cal, 
And opinly the tale he tolde "hem al, 
And opinty Iet cary’ her on.a bere 
‘Through al the towne, that men may fe and hese. 
The’ horible dede of her oppreffioun; ~ 

Ne nevir was there kyng in Romé toun 

Sens thylke day: and fhe was holdin these 

A faynt, and evre’ her day yhalowed depe ” 

As in ther lawe, And thus endith Lugede. 

‘The noble wyfe, Titus berith witagffe. 

| tel it for the was of love fo trewe, 
Ne in her wil fhe chaungid for ng fewe, 
And in her ftable herté fadde apd Kinde, 
‘That in thefe women men may al day finde 
There as they cajt ther hert there it dwellith ; 
For wel I wote Mat Chritt himfelfe tellich 
‘Yhat in Urael, ag as is the londe, 

He fo grete faith in al the londe ne fonde 
Asina woman, apd thisis no lie: 

And as for men, loke ye foche tyrannie 

‘Thei done al daie, affay "hem who fa li 

‘The trewitt is ful brotil for to trite. * 
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Minos, Infernal Judge, of Crete the Kyng, 
Now cometh thy lotte; thou comift on the ryng: 
Nat for thy fake alone writen is this ftorye, 

But for to clepe ayen unto memorie 

Of Thefeus the gret untrouthe of love, 

For whiche the goddis of Kevin above 

Ben wroth, and wrath have takin for thy fynne : 
Be red for fhame, nowe I thy lyfe beginne. 

Minos, that was the mighty King of Crete, 
‘That had an hupdrid cities ftrong and grete, 
To fchole hath fent his fonne Androgeus 
‘To Athenes, of the whiche it happid thus, 
‘That he was flayne, lerning philofophie 
Right in that cyte, nat but for envie. 

The grete Minos, of the whiche that I fpcke, 
His fonnis deth is comin for to wreke. 
Alcathoe’ he befiegid harde and longe, 

But nathéles the wallis be fo ftronge, 

And Nifus that was kyng of that cite 

So chivalrous, that litil dredith ‘he ; 

Of Minos or his hofte toke he no cure 
‘Tylon a daie befil an avinture 

‘That Nifus doughtir ftode upon the wal, 
And of the fiege behelde the manir al; 

So happid it that at a fcarmifhing 

She cafte her hert upon Minos the king, 

For his beautie and for his chivalrye, 

So forely that fhe wenid for to die: 

And fhortly of this proceffe for to pace, 
She made Minos to winnin thilké place, 

So that the cite was al at his wy! 

To favin whom him lifte or ellis {pill ; 

But wickidly he quit her kyndénefle, 

And let her‘drenche in forowe and diftreffe, 
Nrere that the goddis had of her pite ; 

But that tale were to longe as nowe for me. 


Athenis was this King Minos alfo, 

As Alcathoe’ and othir townis mo, 

And this th’ effect, that Minos hath fo driven. 

‘Them of Athenis that thei mote him yeven 

Fro yere to ycre ther owné childrin dere 

For to be flaine, as ye fhal aftir here. 

This Minos hath a monftre’, a wickid beft, 

Vhat was fo cruil, that without areft 

‘Whan that a man was brought into’ his prefence 

He wolde him ete; there helpith no defence ; 

And evéry thirde yere withoutin doute 

Thei caftidin lotte as it came aboute 

On riche and pore, he mutt his fonn? take, 

And of his childe he mut a prefente make 

To Minos, for to fave him or to fpill, 

Or #t his beft devour him at his will: 

And this hath Minos don right in difpite 5 

‘To wreke his fonne was fet al his delyte, 

And makin *hem of Athenis hys thral, 

Fro yere to yere while that he livin thal; 

And hom he failith whan this toun is won. 

This wickid cuftome is fo long yron 

Till that the King of Athenes, Egaus, 

Mote fendin his owne fonné Thefeus, 

Sens that the lotte is fallin him upon, 

‘Vo ber devourid, for grace is there non: 

And forth is ladde this wofat yongé knight 

Unto the countre’ of Minos ful of night, 

And in a prifon fettrid faft ishe 

‘Tyl that ilke time he fhulde yfretin be, 
Wel maift thou wepe, o woful Thefeus! 

That art a king’is fonne and damnid thus; 

Me thinkith this, that thou art depe yholde 

‘Lo whom that {avid the fro caris colde, 

And nowe yf any woman help: the 

Wel oughtift thou her fervaunt for to Le, 
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And ben her trewe lovir vere »y yere. 
But nowe to come aien to my matere. 

The touré there this Thefeus is throwe 
Downe in the bottom derke.and wondir lowe, 
‘Was joyning to the wal of a foreine 
"Phat longing was uuto the doughtrn tweine 
Of Minos, whiche that in ther chambris grete 
Dweltin above toward the maiftirftrete 
O. thilk” towne in joy and in folas ; 

Nvot I nat howe, it happencd per cas, 

As 'Thefeus complainid him by night, 
‘The kinge’s doughtir that Ariadne hight, 
And eke her fuftir Phodra, herdin al 

His complainte as thei ftodin on the wall 
And lokid up upon the bright? mone, 
Hem fiftin nat to go to bedde fo fone, 
And of his wo thei had compaflion ; 

A king’is fonne to be in foche prifon, 
And ben devoured, thought *hem grete pite : 
‘Than Ariadne {pake to’ her fuftir fre, 
And fayd, Phaedra, my lefe fuftir dere ! 
‘Yhis Woful lord’is fonne mai¢ ye nat here 
Howe pitoafly ‘he complainith his kinne, 
And eke: hjs pore eftate that he is inne, 
And giltilefft? certis nowe itis routhe, 
And if ye wol affentin, by my trouthe 

He thal ben holpin, howe fo that we do, 

Phacdra anfwerde, Ywis me is as wo 

For him as er { was for any man, 

And to his helpe the beft rede that I can 

Is, that we done the gailir privily 

‘Yo come and fpckin with us hattily, 

And donc this woful man with him to come, 
For if he maie this monftir ovircome 

‘Yhan were he quite, there is non other bote : 
Let us wel tafte him at his hert’is rote, 

‘That if fo be that he a wepon have, 

Where that he dare, his life to kepe and fave, 
Fightin with this fende, and himfelf defende, 
For in the prifon there he fhal difcende : 

Ye wote wel that the beft is ina place © 
‘That is not derke, and hath roume and cke fpace 
‘To welde an axe, or fwerde, a ftaffe. or knife, 
So that me thinkith he fhulde fave his life ; 
Tf that he be a man he shal do fo: 

And we fhal make him ballis cke alfo 

Of wexe and towe, that whan he gapith faft 
Into the beft’is throte he fhal ’hem cafte 

To fleke his hongir and entombre his tethe, 
And right anon whan that ‘Thefeus fethe 
The beft achekid he fhal on him lepe 

‘To een him or they comin more to hepe ; 
‘This wepon hal the gailir or that tyde 

Ful privily within the prifon hyde : 

And for the houle is crenclid to and fro, 

And hath fo queintd wayis for to go, 

For it is fhapin as the mafe is wrought, 
"Therto have I a remedy’ in my thought, 
‘That by a clewe of twyne as he hath gon 
"The famé way he may retarne anon, 

Folo’ wing alway the threde as he hath come ¢ 
And whan that he this beit hath ovircome 
"Than mray he flien away out of this ftede, 
And cke the gailir may he with him lede, 
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And him avaunce at home in his countre, 
Sens that fo gret a lord’is fonne is he. 
‘This is my rede, if that ye dare it take. 
What fhulde I lengir fermon of it make ? 
‘The gailir cometh, and with him Thefeus; 
And whaa thefe thingis ben accordid thus, 
Adowne fate Thefeus upon his kne ; 
O the right lady of my tife |. (quod he) 
I forowfull man, ydamanid to the dethe, 
Fro you whitis that mite ylaftith brethe 
| wol nat twinne aftir this avinture, 
But in your fervicc thus f wol endure, ~ 
That as a wretch unknow I wol you férve 
For evirmore ty] that min herté fterve ¢. 
Forfake 1 wol at home min heritage, 
And as J faied ben of your courte a page, 
If that ye vouchfafin that in this place 
Ye grauntin me to havin foche a grace 
‘That I may have nat-but ‘my mete and drinke; 
And for my fuftinaunce yet wol 1 fwinke 
Right as you lift, that: Minos ne no wight 
Sens that he faw me nevir with eyenfight, 
Ne no man ellis, thal me nat efpye,.:" ~ 
So flily and fo wel I thal me gye, 
And me fo wel disfigure and fo lowe, 
‘UHfat in this world there fhal no man me knowe, 
‘Lo have my lyfe and to have the prefence —* 
Of you that done to me this excellence ; 
And to my fathir thal I fendin here 
This worthy man, which that is your gaylere, 
And him fo guerdon that he thal wel be 
One of the gretift men of my countre ; 
And if I durfté fayne, my lady bright! 
lam a king’is fonne and eke a knight, 
As waldé God if thae it mighte ybe 
Ye werin in my countre allé thre, 
And I with you to bere you compange, 
Than fhuld you fene if that I therof lye, 
And if I profir you in lowe manere 
‘Yo ben your page, and fervin you right here, 
But I you ferve as lowly in that place 
Ypray to Mars to geve me foché grace 
‘That fham’is deth on me there mote fal], 
And deth and poverte to my frendis all, 
And that my fprité by night mote go 
Aftir my deth and walkin to and fro, 
That J mote of foule traitour have a name, 
For whiche my {prit mote go, to do me fhame, | 
And if E clayme evir othir degre, = 
But ye vouchfafin to grauntin it me, 
As | have faid, of tham’is deth I dey,” 
And mercy, lady! 1 can naught els fey.. 
A femely knight was this Thefeus'to fe, 
And yonge, but of twenty yere and thre, 
But who fo had yfene his countinaunce 
He would have wept for routh of his penaunce, 
For which this Ariadne’ in this manere 
Anfwerde.to his profre and to his chere: 
A kyng’is fonne and cke a knight (quod the) 
To ben my fervaunt in fo low degre 
God fhuld it! for the fhame of women al, 
And lene me nevir foche a cafe befal, 
And fende you grace and fleight of hert alfo 
You to defende and knightly fleen your foo, 
¥ Ee ij ; 
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And lene here aftir that YJ may you finde 
"Lome and to my fuftir here fo kynde 
‘That I de‘repent nat to yeve you lyfe; 
Yer were it bettir that l-were your wife, 
Sithe that ye ben as géntil borne asf, 
“And have a relme nat ferre but fafté-by, 
"Than I fuffrid your gengilleffe to fterve, 
Or that [let you as a page to ferve ; 
It is no profite ynto your kinsede, 
‘Bue what is that that. men null do for dred? 
And to my fuftir, fyth that itis fo 
"That fhe mote gone with me if that I go, 
Or ellis fuffre deth as wel as I, 
‘That ye unto your fonne as trewily 
Done her be weddid at your home comming ; 
‘This is the fynel onde af of this ching, 
Ve iwere it herd ow all-that may. be (worne. 
Ye, lady’myn, (quod he) o els to torne 
‘Mote { be with the Minotaure to morowe, 
“And havith here of min hert biod te horowe, 
If thar ye wel, if [had knife or fpere 
1 wolde it lettin oct and thereon {were, 
For than at erfte Ewot ye would me leve, 
“By Mars, that is the chiefe of my beleve, 
Se that Lmightin Hyvin and nat faile 
"Yo morowe for to takin my bataile 
Tne wolde nevir fro this place flye 
‘Tyl that ye dhulde the very profe yfe; 
Yor now, if that the forth I fhall you fay, 
Y have lovid you fui many a daie, 
‘Phough ye ne wilt it nat, in my countre, 
“And aldirmotte defyrid you to fe 
Of any carthly living creature; 
Upon my trouthe I fwere and you affure, 
‘Thisfevin yere I have your Srvaunt be; 
Nowe have [ you, and alfo have ye me, 
fv dere hert: of Athenis Ducheffe, 

This lady fmilith at his ftedfaitneffe, 
And at his hertely'wordes, and at his chere, 
Acd to Her fuflir fayd in this manere: 

And fotheiy, leve all fultir myn, (quod fhe) 
Nowe be we duchellis both Tand ye, 
And fikerde to the regals of Athenes, 
And bothe hergaftir hikely to be quenes, 
And favid fro his detha king’is forne, - 
‘As er of gentilwomen is the wonne 
"To fave agentilman enforth ther might, 
In honeft caulé, and-namely in his right, 
‘Me thinkith rio wight ought us-hereof blame, 
Ne berin us therfore an evilname, - «> 7 > 
And fhortly of'this matir for to make, 
‘This Thefens of her hath leve ytake, 
And eyery point was performed in dede 
‘As ye have in this covenaunt herde me rede 5 















His wenen, his clewe, his thing, that I have faid, 


‘Was by the gailir in the houfe ylaid, os 


"There as the Mynotaure hath his dwellyng, 
Right fatté by the dore’at his entring, 

And ‘Theleus is lad unto-his decke ; 

And forth unto this Miiotaure lie gethe, 
And by the teching ofthis Adriane 

He ovircame this-heft and was his bane; 
And out he camith by the clewe againe 

Yul privily whan he’this beit hath daine, 





And by the gailir gottin hath a barge, 

And of his wiv’is trefure gan it charge, 

And toke his wife and cke her fultir fre, 

And eke the gailir, and with "hem al thre, 

Is ftole away out af the londe by night, 

And to the countre’ of Enupie him dight, 
“Thereas he had a frende of Tis knowing 3 
There feftin thei, there dauncin thei and fing, 
And in his armis hath this Adriane, 

‘That of the beft hath kept him fro his bane, 
And get him there a noble barge anone, 

And of his countre folke a ful gret wone, 
And taketh his leve, and homwarde failith he; 


| Andin an yle amiddis the wilde fe, 


Thereas there dwellid nevir creture none 
Save wild beftis, and that ful many one, 
He made his fhippe alandg for to fette, 
at yl halfe a daje he lette, 
that on the londe he thug him refte 5 
ts mariners have doné right as him lefte : 
‘And for to tellin fhortly in this cafe, 
Whan Ariadne his wife aflepe was, 
For that her fuftir fayrir was than fhe, 
He taketh her in his honde, and forth goth he 
To fhyppe, and as a traitour ftale ayvay 
While that this Ayiadne aflepe lay, 
And to his countre warde he faili 
A twenty dyvil way the winde 
And found his fathir drenchid in the fe. 
Me lyite no more to fpeke of him parde ; 
Thefe falfé lovirs poifon be ther bane! 
But I wol turne againe to Adriane, 
That is with flepe for werineffe ytoke, 
Ful forowfully ber hert may awake. 
Alas! for the myne herte hath grete pite. 
Right in the dawning awakith the, 
And gropith in the bed, and fond right nought, 
Alas, (quod the) that evir I was wrought! 
1am betrayid, and her here to rente, 
And ta the ftronde all barefote faft fhe wente, 
Andcryid, Thefeus, myn hertd fwete + 
Where be ye, that I may nat with you mete, 
And might thus with the beftis ben yflaine ? 
‘The halowe rockis anfwerde her againc; 
No man fhe fae, and yet yfhane the mone ; 
And hye upépa rocke the wentip fone, 
And fawé his barge yfailing in the fe; 
Colde woxe her bert, and right thus fayid the: 
Mekir than ye finde I the beftis wylde. 
Hath he nat fynne that he her thus begylde ? 
She cried, O turne againe for routhe and finne! 
Thy barge ne hath nat al his meiné inne. 
Her couverchefé on a pole ftyked the 
Afcauyc? that he fhulde it wele yfe, 
And-him remembre that ihe was behinde, Z 
And turne againe, and on the ftronde her finde. 
But all for usnght ; his way he is ygone; 
And downe fhe fela fwowne upon a ftone, 
And up dhe rifte, and kiffed in alt her care 
‘The fteppis of his fete there he hath fare, 
And to her bed right thus the fpekith tho : 
‘Thou bed, (quod fhe) that haft recevid two, 
‘Thou fhalt eniwerc of two and not of one; 
Where is the greter perte away gone? 
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Alab! wher-thal I wretched wight become ? 
For though fo be that hoté none here come 

Home to my countré dare I nat for drede; 
I can my felfin in this cafe nat rede. 

What fhould I tellin more here complaining ? 
It is folong it were an hevy thitig ; 
In her epiftle Nafo tellith all, 
But thortly to the ende tellin I thal; 


The goddis have her holpin for pyte, 
And in the fygne of Taurus men may fe 


'| The. ftonis of her corowne fhyné clere. 


T will no more fpekin of this matere, 
But thus this falfé lovir can begile 
His trew love; the devil quit him his while! 


Reij 
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'Tuov yevir of the formis that haft wrought 
‘Yhe tayré world, and bare it in thy thought 
Eternally er thou thy werke began, 

‘Why madift thou to the flaundir of man? 

Or allbe that it was not thy doyng, 

As for that ende to making foche a thing, 
Why fuffredeft thou that Tereus was bore, 
"That is in love fo falfe and fo forfwore, 

"That fro this world up to the firtt hevin 
Corrumpith whan that folke hisname nevin? 
And as to me, fo grifly was his dede, 

‘That whan thit 1 this foulé ftorie rede 

Myne eyin wexin foule and fore alfo, 

Yet Jafteth the venyme of fo long ago 

"That it enfectith him that wolde beholde 
"The ftorie of Tereus of which I tolde. 

Of Thrace was he the lorde, and kyn to Marte, 
The crail god that ftante with blody darte ; 
And weddid had he with full blifful chere 
King Pandion’is fairé doughtir dere 

‘That hight Progne, the floure of her countre, 
"Though Juno lifte not at the feft to be 

Ne Hymen, that the god of Weddyng is, 
But at the fefté redy ben iwis 

‘The Furis three, with allther mortall bronde. 
‘The oule all night above the balkis wonde, 
"That prophete is of wo and of mifchaunce. 
This revill, full of fong and full of daunce, 
Lafted a fourténight or little laffe : 

But thortlie of this ftorie for to paffe, 

(For | am werie of hym for to tell) 

Five yere his wife and he togithir dwell, 
‘Till on a daie the gan fo fore to long 

‘To fene her fuftir, that the fawe not long, 
‘That for defire fhe ne wiit what to faie, 

But to her hufbonde gan the for to praie, 


For Godd’is love, that the mote onis gone 
“Fo fene her fuftre’, and come ayen anon, 
Or ellis but the moté to her wende 
She praied him that he would aftir her fende ; 
And this was daie by daie all her praiere, 
With all humbleffe of wifehode, worde, and cherey 

This Tereus let make his thippis yare, 

\d inso Grece hymlelf is forthe ifare 

‘o his fathir in lawe gan he praie 

To v@pchefafin that for a moneth or twaie 
That Philomela his wive’s faftir might 
On Progne’ his wife but onis have a fight, 
And fhe hall come to you again anon, 
My {elf with her I will bothe come and gon, 
And as my hert’s life 1 will her kepe, 

This olde Pandion, this kyng, gan to wepe 
For tendirneffe af herté for to leve 
His doughtir gon, and for to yeve her leve + 
OF all this worlde he lovid nothyng fo; 
But at the lafté leve hath fhe to go, 
For Philomela with falt teris cke 
Gan 6f her fathir his grace to befeke 
Yo fene her futtir, that her longith fo, 
And hym enbracith with her armis two: 
And therewithal fe yonge and faire was the, 
That when that Tereus fawe her beaute, 
And of arraie that there was none her liche, 
And yet of beaute was fhe to fo riche, 
He caft his fierie herte upon her fo 
‘That he woll have her how fo that it go, 
And with his wilis knelid and fo praied 
‘Till at the laft Pandion thus yfaied : 

Now fonne, (quod he) that art to me fo dere, 
I the betake my yonge doughtir here, 
That bereth the keie of all mync hert’is life, 
And grete me well my doughtir and thy wife, 
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wand yéve her levé fomtyme for to pleie, 
"That fhe maie fe me onis or I deie. 

And fothly he hath made hym riché feft, 
*And to his folke the motte and eke the left 
‘That with him came, and yave him yeftis grete, 
And him conveyith through the maftirftrete 
©f Athenis and to the fe hym brought, 

And tournith home, no malice he ne-thought. 
The oris pullith forth the vefli! faft, 

And into Thrace arrivith at the laft, 

And up into a foreft he her led, 

And toa cave full privily hym fped, 

And in this dark: cave, if that her left 

Or ne lift nought, he bad her for to reft, 

Of whiche her herte agrofe, and fayid thus: 

Where is my fattir, brotbir Fereus? 

And there withall fhe wept full tendirlie, 
‘And ‘quoke for fere all pale and pituonflie, 
Right as the lambe that of the wolfe is bitten, 
Or as the culver that of the’ egle is fmitten, 
And is out of his clawis forthe efcaped, 
Yetit is ftill aferde and fore awhaped, 

Left it be hent eftfonis; fo fate fhe : 

But uttirlie it maie none othir be, 

By force hath this traitour ydoen a dede 
"Phat he hath reft her of her maidinhede 
Maugre her hed, by ftrength and by his might. 

Lo, here a dede of men, and that aright: 
She cryith Suftir with full loudé fteven, 

‘And Fathir dere! o helpe me God in heven! 
All helpith not : and yet this falfé thefe 
Hath doen his lady yet a more mifchefe, 

For fere left that fhe fhould his fhameé ctic, 
And doen him opinlie a vilanie, 

‘And with his fwerd her tong of kerfith he, 
And ina caftill made her for to be 

Full privily in prifone evirmore, 

And kept her to his ufage and his ftore, 

$o that the ne might nevir more afterte, 

O fely Philemela ! wo’ is thine herte, i 
Huge ben thy forowis, and wondir fmerte ; 
God wreké the, and fendé the thy bone! 
Now it is time I make an endé fone. 

This Tereus is to his wife icome, 
And in-his armis hath his wife inome, 
And pitoufly he wept, and fhoke his hedde, 
And fwore her that he found her fuftir dedde, 
For whiche this felie Progne hath fothe wo 
‘That nigh her forowfull herte brake atwo : 


And thus in teris let 1 Progne dwell,” 
And of her fuftir forthe 1 woll you tel. 
This wofull ladie lernid had in youth 
So that fhe workin and enbraudin couth, 
And wevin in her flole the rad¢vore, 
As it of women hath ben wovid yore ; 
And, fothly for to faine, fie hath her fill 
Of mete and drinke, of clothing at her will, 
And conth eke rede well inough and endite, 
But with a penné fhe ne couldnot write, 
But letrirs can fhe wevin to and fro, 
So that by that the yere was all ago 
She had ywovin in a ftamen large 
How fhe was brought fro Athens in a barges 
And ina caye hew that fhe was ybreught, 
And ali the chyng that Tercus ywrought 
She wave it wel, and wrote the ftorie’ above 
How fhe was fervid for her fuftir’s love; 
And toa knave a ring fhe yave anon, 
‘And prayid him by fignis for to gon 
Unto the Quene, and berin her that clothe, 
And by fignis fwore him many an othe 
She fhould him yevin what the gettin might; 
This knave anon unto the Quene him dight, 
And toke it her, and all the manir tolde : 
And when that Progne hath this thing behold 
Nogworde fhe ipake for forowe and for rage, . 
inid her to gon on pilgrimage 
acchus temple’ ; and ina little ftounde 
Her dombe fuftir yfittyng hath fhe founde, 
Weping in the caftill her felf alone ; 
Alas the wo, the conitraint, and the mone, 
‘That Progne upon her dombe fuitir maketh $ 
In armis everiche of hem otbir taketh : 
And thus I let *hem in ther forowe dwell, 
‘The reménaunt is no. charge for to tell, 
For this is all and fome, thus was fhe ferved 
That nevir ought agiltid ne deferved 
Usto this cruill man that fhe of witfte. 
Ye maie beware of men if that you lifte, 
For all be that he woll not for his fhame 
Doin as Tereus to lefe his name, 
Ne ferve you asa murtherer or a knave, 
Full little while fhullin ye trewe him have, 
‘That woll I fain, al wer he now my brother, 
But it fo be that he maie have none other, 
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By prove as well as by auchorite 

"That wickid fruide commeth of a wicked tre, 

"That maic ye find if that it likith you; i 

But for this ende f, fpeke this as now, 

Totellin you of fale Demophoon ; 

In love a falfir herd I nevir non 

But it werin his fathir hefeus ; 

God for his grace fro foche one kepin us! 

‘Thus thefe women yprayin that it here ; 

Now the’ effeéte tourne I of my matere, 
Deftroyidis of Troié the cite ; 

.This Demophon came failyng in the fe 

Yoward Athenis, to his paleis large ; 

‘With him came many a fhip and many’ a barge 

All full of folke, of whiche full many one 

Is wounded fore, and fike,and wo begonc, 

And thei have at the fiegé long ilaine ; 

Behind him ‘came a winde and eke a raine 

"That fhofe fo fore his faile ne might not ftonde, 

Hym were tevir then all the worlde a londe; 

So huntith hym: the tempeft to and fro, 

So dark it was he could no where ago, 

And with a wave to bruftin was his ftere ; 

His thip was rent fo lowe in foche manere 

"That carpenter ne coulde it not amende 5 

‘The fe by night as any torche brende 

For wode, and poffith him up and doun, 

"Till Neptune hath of hym compaffioun, 

‘And Thetis, Chorus, Triton, and thei all, 

And madin him opon a londe to fall 

Whereof that Phyllis lady was and quence, 

Lycurgus doughtir, fuirir unto fene 

“Then is the floure again the brighté fonne : 

Unneth is Demphon to londe iwonne, 

Weke and eke werie, and his folke forpined 

Of werineffe, and alfo enfamined, 

And to the deth he was almofte idriven : 

His wifé folke counfaile have him yeven 


‘To fekin helpe and fuccour of the Quere, 
And Iokin what his gracé mightin bene, . 
And makin in that landé fome chevefaunce, 
And kepin him fro wo and fro mifchaunce, 
For fike he was and almofte at the deth, 
Unnethis might he fpeke or drawin breth, 
And lieth in Rhodopeia hyn: to refte. 

When he may walkin him thought it was befte 
Unto the courte to fekin for fuccour ; 

Men knewe him wele, and diddin hym honour, 
For at Athenis duke and lorde was he, 

As Thefeus his fathir hath ibe, 

‘That in his tyme was of grete renoun, 

No man fo grete in all his regioun, 

And like his fathre’ of face and ftature, 

And falfe of love, it came hym of nature, 

As doeth the foxe Renarde, the fox’is fontte, 
Of kinde he could his oldé fathir wonne 
Withoutin lore, as can a draké fwimme 
When it is caught and caricd to the brimme, 
‘This honourable Phyllis doth him chere ; 
Her hikith well jorfe and his manere ; 
But I am allagrotid here beforne 

To write of hem that in love ben forfworne, 
And eke to haftin me in my Legende, 
Whiche to performé God me grace yfende, 
‘Therefore 1 paffin fhortly in this wife. 

Ye have well herd of Thefeus the gife 

In the betraying of faire Adriane, 

‘That of her pite kept him fro his bane 5 

At fhorf wordis, right fo Demophoon 

‘The famé waie and the fame pathe hath gon 
That did his falfé fathir Thefeus, 

For unto Phyllis hath he fworné thus, 

To weddin her, aud her his trouth yplight, 
And pikid of her all the gode he might, 
Whan he was whole and iounde, and had his refte, 
And docth with Palllis what fo that him left, 
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As well] could, if that me Jift? fo, 
“Lellin of all his doying to and fro. 

He faled that to hiscountre mote hym faile, 
For there he would her weddyng apparaile 
As fill to her honour and his alfo: 

And opinly he toke his levé tho, 
And to her fwore that he would not fojourne, 
But%a a moneth again he would retourne, 
"And in that Jonde let make his ordinaunce 
As very lorde, and toke the obeifaunce 
\'Well and humbly, and his thippis ydight, 
And home he goith the next waie he might, * 
But unto Phyllis again came he nought, 
And that hath the fo harde and fore ibought, 
Alas! as the ftorie doeth us recorde, 
That the was her owne deth right with a corde, 
When that the faw that Demophon her tried; 
But firft wrote fhe to him, and faft him praid 
Me would come and delivir her of pain, 
As I reherfin thal! a worde or twain ; 
Mc lifte not to vouchiafe on him to fwinke, 
Difpendin ou him a penne full of ynke, 
For falfe in love was he, right as his fire, 
‘The devil fet ther fonlis both on fire ! 
But of the legtre’ of Phyllis woll I write 
A worde or twain, although it be but lite. 

Thine hoftefle, (quod fhe) o Demophoon ! 
Thy Phyllis, which that is fo wo begon, 

Of Rhodopeie upon you mote complain, 
Ovir the terme yfet betwixt us twain 

That ye ne holdin forwarde as ye faied ; 
Your ancre, whiche ye in our havin laied, 
Hight us that ye would comin out of doubt 
Or that the moné onis went about, 

But timis fower the mone hath hid her face 
Sens thilké daie ye wentin fro this place 
And fowir timis light the worlde again; 
But for all that yet fhall J fothly fain 

Yet hath the ftreme of Scython not ybrought 
From Athenis the thip, yet came it nought; 
and if that ye the termé rekin would 

As Lor othir true lovirs doe fhould, 

1 plainin not (God wot) before my daie. 
But all her lettir writin I ne maic 

By ordir, for it were to me a charge; 

Her lettir was right long, and thereto large, 


: ile 
But here and there in rhime I have it laied : 
‘There as me thought tha: fhe hath wel yfaied, 

She faied, The failis comith not again, 

Ne to the worde theré n’is no fey certain; 
But I wot why ye comin not, (quod fhe) 
For I was of my love to you fo fre; 

And of the goddis that ye have yfwore 

If that ther vengeance fall on you therefore 
Ye be not fuffifaunt to bere the pain ; 

To mochil truftid 1, well maie 1 fain, 

Upon your linage and your fairé cong, 

And on your teris fafly out ywrong : 

How coud ye wepin fo by craft? (quod the} 
Maie there foch teris evir fainid be ? 

Now certis if ye would have in memorie 
It oughtin be to you but little glorie 
To have a felie maidin thus betraied : 

‘To God (quod fhe) praic J, and oft have praicd, 
‘That it be now the gretift price of alt 

And mofte honour that er you fhall befall; 

And when thine old auncetirs paintid be, 

In whicht men maic ther worthineffe yle, 

‘Then praie I God thou paintid be alfo, 

‘That Pike maic redin fortheby as thei go, 

Lo! this is he that with his flattiry 
Betrayid bath and doen her villany 
Lhegerss his true love in thought and dede¥ 

eat forhly of o poinét yct maic thei rede, 
‘That ye ben like your fathir as in this, 
For he begilid Ariadne’ iwis 
With fuche an arte and focke a fubtilie 
As thou thy felvin haft beguilid me; 
As in that poinst, although it be not feire, 
Thou folowift certain, and art his heire : 
But fens thus finfully ye me begile. 
My bodis mote ye fene within a while 
Right in the aven of Athenis fletyng 
Withoutin fepulture and burying, | 
Though ye ben hardir thenis any ftone, 

And when this lettir was forth fent anone, 
And knewe how brotill and how fals he was, 
She for difpaire forbid her feif, alas! 

Suche forowe’ hath fhe for the befet her fo, 
Beware ye women of your fubti}l fo, 

Sens yet this daie men maie enfample fe, 
And truftith now in loveno man but me, 
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HERE FOLOWETH 


THE LEGENDE OF HYPERMNESTRA, 


Jx Grece whilom were dwelling brethrene two, 
Of whiche that one was callid Danao, 4 
‘That marty’ a fonne hath of his bodie wonne;) 
As foche falfe loviris oftimis conue. 

Emongis his fonnis all there was one 
‘That aldirmofte he loved of everychone, 
And when this child was borne this Danao 
Shope him a name, and callid hym Lino ; 
‘That othir brothir alld was Eyifte, 
‘That was of love as fall: as er him fifte; 
And many’ a daughtir gate he in his life, 
Of whiche he gate upon his right wife 
A dough’ir dere, and dic her for to cail 
Hypermneftra, the youngift of "hem all, 
The whiché childe of her nativite 
To alle goide thewis yborne was the, 
As likid to the goddes or fhe was borne 
“Phat of the thefe fhe fhould be the corne + 
‘The werdis that we clepin Deftine 
Hath thapin her that fhe muft nedis be 
Pitous, and fad, and wife, and true as ftele ; 
And to this woman it accordith wele, 
For though that Venus yave her grete beute 
With Jup‘ter compownid fo was the 





‘That confcience and trouthe, and drede of fhame, ; 


And of her wifehode for to kepe her name, 
‘This thought her was felicite as here : 

And Red Mars was at that tyme of the yere 
So feble that his malice is him rafte, 
Repreffid hath Venus his cruill crafte, 

And what with Venus and othir oppreffion 
Of houfis Mars his venime is adon, 

‘That Hypermneftra dare not handle’ a knife 
In malice, though the fhouldin lefe her life 5 
Bat nathéleffe as hevin gan tho turne, 

‘Two bad afpectis hath the of Ssturne, 

‘That made Fer f r to dyin in prifon; 

And t fhall aftir makin mencion 





lor Danaé and Egiftia alfo, 

And though fo be that thei were brethrin twe,s 
For thilke tyme n’as {parid no linage, 

It likid *hem to makin nrariage 

Betwixt Hypermnettra and him Lino, 

And caftin in foche a daie it fhalk be fo, 

And full accordid was it uttitly, 

The’ araie is wrought, the tyme is fafté by ; 
And thus Lino hath of his fathix's brother 
The doughtir wedded, and ech of "hen hathother ¢ 
‘The torchis brennin and the lampis bright, 
‘The facrificis beri full redy dight, 

Th’ enfence out of the fire out rekith fote, 
The floure the lefe, is rent up by the rote 

To makin garlandis and ctounis hie; 

Full is the place of found of minftralcie, 

Of fongis amourous of mariage, 

As thilke tyme was the plain ufage ; 

And this was in the paleis of Egiltes 

That in his Hous was lord right as him lifte} 
And thus that daie thei grivin to an ende, 
‘he frendjs takin leve, and home thei wend 
The night is come, the bride shall go to bed, 
Egiftis to his chamber fait him fped, 

And privily he let his doughtir call 

When that the hous voidid was of "hem all; 
He tokith on his doughtir with glade chere, 
And to her fpake as ye fhall aftir here : 

My right doughtir, the trefour of mine herte 2 
Sens firft that daie that fhapin was my sherte, 
Or by the Fatall Suitir had my dome, 

So nye myne berté nevir thing ne come, 

As thou my Hypermneftra, doughtir dere! 

Take hede what thy fathir fayith the here, 

And werke aftir thy wifir evirmo, 

For aldirfirft donghtir 1 love the fo 

‘That all the worlde to me n’is halfe fo lefe, 
Ne I n’olde rede the to thy milchefc 
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For all the gode undir the colda mone; 

And what I mene it thal be faid right fone, 
“With proteftacion, as faine thefe wife, 

Phat but thou doe as I thall the devife 


Thor hhalt be ded, by him that al hath wrought : 


At thort: wordis, thou ne feapift noughe 
Out of my paleis or that thou be dede 
But thou confent and werke aftir my rede; 
Take this to the for full conclufioun. 
‘This Hypermneftra caft her eyin doun, 
“nd quoke as doeth the lefe of afpis grene, 
Ded wext her hew, and like afhin to fene, 
And fayid; Lorde and fathir, all your will, 
Attirmy might, God wote f thall fulfil, 
So it be to meno confufion. 

I n’ill (quod he) have non exception, 
And out he caught a knife as raf-ur kene 3 
‘Hide this (quod he) that it be nat ifene, 
And when thine hufbonde is to bed ygo, 
While that he flepith cut his throte atwo, 
For in my dreme it is ywarnid me 
‘How that my nevewe thall my bane ybe, 
But whiche I n’ot, wherefore I woll be fiker ; 
Tf thou faie naie we two thall have a biker, 
As Ihave faied, by him that I have fworne. 
‘This Hypermneftra’ hath nigh her wit forlorn, 
And for to paffe harmeleffe out of that place 
She grauntid him, there was non othir grace. 
And therewithall a coftril takith he, 
And faied, Hereof a draught or two, or thre, 
Yeve him to drinke when he goith to refte, 
And he thall flepe as long as er the lefte, 
‘The narcotikes and apies ben fo ftrong, 
And go thy waie, left hat him thinke to long, 
Out cometh the bride, and with full fobre chere, 
As is of maidins oftin the manere, 
To chambir brought with revil and with fong: 
And fhortlic, lefte this talé be to long, 
‘This Lino and the beth bin brought to bed, 
And every wight ont at the dore him fped. 
‘The night is waitid, and he fell aflepe; 
Full tendirly beginnith the to ‘wepe; 
She rift her up, and dredefully the quaketh, 
As docth the braunch that Zephyrus ythaketh; 
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And hufbt were all in Aragone that cite: 
As colde as any frofte now wexith the, 

For pite by the herte ftrainid her fo, 

And drede of deth doith her fo moche wo, 
T at thryis doune the fill; in foche a were 
She rifte her up, and ftekereth here and there, 
And on her handis fats, lokith the; 

Alas! quod fhe, thall myne handes blodie be 
Tama maidin, and by my nature, 

And by my femblaunt, and by my vetture, 
Myne haundis ben not thapin for a knife, 
As for to revin no man fro hislife : 

What devill have I with the knife to do? 
And thall I have my throte ycorve atwo ? 
Then fhali Tblede, alas | and be ythende : 
And nedis of this thing ntote have an ende; 
Or he or I mote nedis lefe our life : 

Now certis (quod the) fens I am his wife, 
And hath my feithe, yet is it bette for me 
For to be dedde in wilely honefte 

Then be a traitour living in my fhame 

Be as be miaie, for erneft or for game, 

He thall awake, arid rife and go his waic 

Out at this guttir er that it be aie: 

and wept full tendirlie upon his face, 

And in her armis gan him to embrace, 

And kim the roggith and awakith foft; 

Andiat the windowe lepe he fro the joft 
When fhe hath warnid him and doen him bote, 

‘This Lino fwift ywas and light of fote, 

And from his wife he ran a full gode pace :_ 
This felie woman is fo weke, alas! 

And helpleff, fo that er the ferré went 

Her cruill fathir did her for to hent, 

Alas, Lino! why art thou fo unkinde ? 
Why ae haft thou remembrid in thy minds 
And takin her and led her forthe with the? 
For when the fawe that gone awaie was he, 
And that the ne might not fo fait ygo, 

Ne folowin him, fhe fate doune tight tho 
Til the was caught and fettrid in prifon s 
This Tale is faied for this conclufion, 
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A PRAISE OF WOMER, 


A PRAISE OF WOMEN. 


Ax. tho that lyfte of women ill to fpeke, 
And fayin of "hem worl than they deferve, 

1 pray to God that ther neckis to breke, 

Or on fome yll dethe mote tho janglirs fterve, 
For every man were holdin *hem to ferve, 
‘And do’hem warthip, honour, and fervife, ~, 
In every manir they beft coude devife. s 

For we ought firft to.think on what manere 
"Thei bring us forth, and what pain thei endore 
Firlt in our byrth, and fith fro yere to yere 
How bulily they done ther bufy cure 
To kepe us fro every myfavinture 
In our youthhed, whan that we have no might. 
Our felfe to kepe neythir by day nor night. 

‘Alas! howe may we fay on *hem but wele 
Of whom we were yfoftred and ybore, 

‘And ben all our focoure, and trewe as tele, 
‘And for our fuke ful ofte they fuffre fore ? 
Without women were al our joye ylorc, 
“Wherfore we ought al womca to obcy 
Inal godeneffe ; {can no more yfay. 

This is wel knowin, and hath ben or this, 
"That women ben the caufe of al lightneffle, 
Knighthode, norture, efchewing al malis, 
Encrefe of worthip and of worthineffc, 

‘Therto curteys meke, grounde of alle godeneffe, 
Glad and mery, and trewe in every wife 
That any gentle’ hert can thinke or devife. 

And thouch any would truft to your untruth, 
‘And to your faire wordis would aught affent, 
Jn gode faith methinkith it wer grete ruth 
“That othrc’ women fhould for ther gilt be fhent 
‘That ner knew ne wilt nought of ther entent, 
Ne lift not co here the faire wordes ye write, 
Whiche ye you puinc fro daie to daie t” endite. 

But who maie beware of your tales untrue 
"That ye fo bufillc painte and end 
For ye will fwerin that ye nevir 
Ne fawe the woman neither mozhe ne lite, 
Save only her to whom yc had delite 
As for to ferve of all that er ye fey, 

And for her lov: mutt ye nedis dey. 

“Then wil ye {were that ye knew ner before 
What Love was, ne his dredful cbfervaunce, 
But now ye felin that he can wounde fore, 
Wherefore ye put you’ into her govirnaunce 








Whom Love hath ordeined you to ferve anddoples 
faunce 2 

With al your might your lityl liv'is Space, 

Whiche endith fone but if fhe doe you grace 5 

And then to bedde will ye you fone ydrawe, 
And fone your felvis ficke dee then fain, 
And fwerin fait your adie fe you awe, 
And brought you fodainly in fo high pain 
That fro your deth maie no man you reftrain, 
With a danngerous loke of her eyin two, 
That to your dethé muft ye nedis go. 

Thus will ye morne, thus will ye fighin fore, 
As though your hert anon in two wold breft, 
‘And fwerin faft that ye maie live no more, 
Myne owné ladie, that might if ye left 
Bryngin myne herté fomedele into relt, 

Asif you lift mercic on me to have, 
‘Thus your untrouth will evir mercie crave. 

Thus woll ye plainin tho you nothing fmerte 
Thefe innocent cretures for to begile, 

And {were to *hem fo woutldid is yout herte. 
For love of theni that ye maic live no while, 
Scarflie fo long as one might go a mile; 

So hyith Deth to bryng you to an-ende 

But if your foverain lady lift you’ amendé, 

And if fhe comfort you in any wife 
For routlre for pite’ of your falfc othis fere, 

So that fhe weneth it be a3 you devife, 

And wenith your herte be «s the miaie here, 

Thus to comfort and fomwhat do you chere, 
Then woll thefe janglirs deme of her full ill, 
‘And faine ye have her fully at your will. 

Lo, how redie ther tongis ben and preft 
‘To fpekin farme of women caufileffe ! 

Alas! why might ye not as well faie the bei 
‘As for to demin ’hem thus giltiletfe ? 

In your herte iwis there’ is no gentllneffc 
That of your own gilt lifte thus women fame; 
Now by my trouth me thivke ye be to blame, 

For of women comith this worldly wele, 
Wherefore we ought worfhip "hem ¢virmore, 
And though it mifhap one we ought to hele, 
For it is all thorough our falf? lore, 

That daie and night we pain us evirmore 
With many’ an othe thefe women to begile 
ith falfe talis and many’.a wickid wile. 
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And if falfhede thouid ke reckened and told 
It Were in women iwis full trouth were 
Not as in men is by a thoufande fold, 
Fro alt vicis iwis thei Randin clere, 
In any thing that er I could of here, 
But if entifyng of thefe men it make, 
‘That *hem to flatteren connin nevir flake. 
1 wauld fain wete where evir ye coud here 
‘Without mens tifing women did amis ; 
‘There ye get *hem ye lie fro yere to yere, 
And many’ a gabbyng ye make to’ *hem iwis, 
For f could nevir here ne knowen er this 
Where evir ye coude finde in any place 
‘That evir women befooght you of grace, 
‘There ye you painin with al your full might, 
With all your herte and all your bufineffe, 
To plefin "hem aye both by daie and night, 
Praying "hem of ther grace and gentilneffe 
‘To have pite updn your grete diftreffe, 
And that thei woldin on your pain have routh, 
And fle you not, fithin ye mene bat trouth. 
‘Thus. maie fejn that thei b faytlefic, 
“And innocent’ to.al your werkis fic ; 
And all your craftis that touchin falfneffe 
Thei knowe*hem not, ne maic hem not efpic ; 
So fwerin ye that ye muft nedis die 
But if thei wouldin of ther womanhedde 
Upot your trouth rewe er that ye be dedde. 
And then your lady and your hert'is quene 
Ye callin “hem, and therewith ye figh fore, 
And faic, My ladie’, I trowe that it be fene 
In what plite that ¥ have livid full yore, 
But now I hope that ye wollin no more 
Jn thefe pains fuffre me for to dwell, 
For of all godenefte iwis ye he the’ well. 
Lo, whiche a paintid proceffe can ye make 
Thefe harmleffe creturis for to begile! 
And when thei flepe ye painin you to wake, 
And to bethinke you’ on many? a wickid wile; 
But ye thal fe the daje that ye fhall curfe the while 
‘That ye fo bufily did your entent 
*Hom to begiJe'that falthed nevir ment, 
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For this ye know wel, though I wouldin He, 
In women is all trouth and Nedfatneffe, 
For in gode faithe I nevir of "hem fie 
Bur moche worthip, bounte, and gentilneffe, 
Right commyng, faire, and full of mekéneffe, 
Gode and glad, and lowlie I you enfure, 
Is this godelie and arigelike creture, 
And if it happe 3 man be. in difefe 
She doeth her bufinelfe and her full paine 
‘With al her might him to comfort and plefe, 
If fro his difefe the might hym reftrain : 
In werde ne dede iwis the woll not faine;. 
With al her might the doth her bufineffe 
To brysgin hym out of his hevineffe, 
‘Léyhere what gentilieffe thefe women have! 
If we could knowe it for our rudénefig 
How bufie thei be us to kepe and fave 
Bothe in hele and alfo in fickéneffe, 
And alwaic right forie for our diftreffe ; 
in cvéry manir thus fhewe thei routhe, 
Tht in "hem is all godeneffe and all trouthe. 
And fith we find in "hem gentilneffe, trouth, 
Worthip, bounte, and kindnoffe, virmiore, 
Let nevir this gentillefle through your flouth 
In ther kinde trouth be evir aught forlore 
‘Thatgin women is and hath ben full yore, 
Foy,’a revérence of heven’is quene 
We ought to worthip all women that bene; 
For of all cretures that were get and borne 
‘This wote ye wella womah ‘was the beit ; 
By her was recovered the dlis we? had lorne, 
And through that woman fhall we come to reft 
And ben ifayid, if that our felf left ; 
Wherefore me thinkith if that we had grate ~ 
We oughten honour women in every plice,’~ 
Therefore I rede that to our liv'is ende, 
Fro this time forth while that we havin fpace, 
That we have trefpaced purtae to amende, 
Praying our Ladie, the welle of all grace, 
‘fo bryngin us uhto that Diisfull place 
‘There as the” and all gode Wonten fhall be’ in fere, 
In hevin ghove, emiong the angils clere, 
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LA BELLE DAME SANS MERCY. 


M, Sleyn, Secretary to the King of France, formed this dialogue between a gentleman 


and a gentlewoman, who finding no mercy at her hand, dyeth for forrow, 


Hacer ina dreme, not fully well awaked, | 
‘The goldin Slepe me wrapp-d undir his wyng, 
Yet not forthy I rofc, and well nigh naked, 
Al fodainly my felf rememberyng 

Of a mattir, levyng all othir thyng, 

Which J muft doe withoutin more delaie 

For them whiche I ne durft not difobaie. 

My charge was this, to tranflate by and by, 
(All thyng forgive) as parte of my penaunce, 
A boke callid La bel Dume fans Mercy, 

‘Whiche Maiftir Alcine made of remembraunce, » 
Chief Secretarie with the Kyrfg of Fraunce ; 
And hereupon a while I ftode mufyng, 

And in my felf greatly imaginyng | 

What wife I fhould perform the faid proceffe 
Confidiryng by gode advifement 
‘My unconnyng and my grete fimpleneffe, 

And ayenward the ftraite commaundément 
Whiche that I had; and thus in myne entent 
Twas vexid and tournid up and doune, 

And yet at laft, asin conclufioun, 

I caft my clothis on, and went my waie, 
"This forefaid charge having in remembraunce, 
THT came to a luftie grene valaie 
Full of flouris, to fe a grete plefaunce, 

And fo boldly, with ther benigne fuffraunce 
Which redin this boke, touching this matcre 
Thus I began, if it plefe you to here, 








Not long ago, ridyng an efie pas, 
T fell in though: of joyful defperate, 
With prete difefe and pain, fo that | was 
Of all lovirs the moft unf. rtunate, 
Sith b. his darte mofte cru] full of hate 
The Deth hath take my ladic and maiftreffe, 
Aud left me fole, thus difcomfite anc mate, 
Sore languifhyng and in waie of diitreffe. 





Then faid I thus, It fallich me to coeff 

Eithir ro rime or ditees for to make, 

And furcly to makin a full promeffe 

‘To Jaugh no more, but wepe in clothis blake 
My joyfull tyme (alas!) now doeth it flake, 
For in my felf 1 fele no manir efe, 

Let it be written, foche fortune (as I take) 
Which neithir me ror non othir doth plefe. 

Hf it were fo my wyll or myne entent 
Conftrainid were a joyfull thing to write, 
My penne coud nevir knowin what it ment, 
‘Yo fpeke thereof my tongue hath no delite ; 
Yho with my mouthe I laugh mochil or lite 
Mine eyin fhould make a countenance untrue, 
My herte alfo would have therof defpite, 
The wepyng teris have fo large iffue. 

Thefe ficke Jovirs I leve that to "hem longes, 
Which lede ther life in hope of elegeaunce, 
‘This is ta fai, to make balades and fonges 
Every of *hem as thei fele ther grevaunce, 
For fhe that was my jeye and my plefaunce, 
Whofe foule | praic God of his mercie fave! 
She hath my will, myne hert’is ordinaunce, 
Which lyith here within this tombe igrave, 

For this tyme forthe tyme is to hold my pecs; 
It werieth me this mattir for to trete 5 
Let thir Jovirs put "hem felfe in prees, 
‘Their fefon is, my tyme is now forgete 5 
Fortune by ftrength the forcir hath unfhete 
Wherein was fperde all my worldly richeffe, 
And all the godis which that I have gete 
In my beft tyme of youth and Juftineffe, 

Love hath me kept undir his govirnaunce 5 
If 1 mifdid God graunt me forgiveneffe! 

If I did well yet felt 1 no plefaunce, 
Tt caufid neithir joye nor hevincffe, 
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For when fhe dyid that was my maiftres 

My welfare then ymade the fame porehafe ; 
‘The Deth-hath fhette my bondis of witneffe, 
Which {or nothing myne hert thal nevir pafe, 


In this grete thought fore troublid in my mind, 


Alone thus rode I all the morrow tide, 
Till at the laft it happid me to finde 
‘The place wherein I caft me to abide 
» When that [had no furthir for to ride, 
“And as I went my lodgyng to purvaie 
Right fone [ hePda little me befide, 
Ina gardin, where miuftrels yan to plaie: 

With that anone I went me backir more, 
My [elf and 1, me thought we were inow, 
But twaine that wer my frendis here before 
Had me efpied, and yet | wote not how 
Thgi came for me; awaiewarde 1 me drowe, 
Somwhat by force, fomwhat by ther requeft, 
‘That in no wife T coud my felf refcowe, 

But nedis J muft come in and fe the fett, 

At my commyng the ladies everichone 
Bad me‘welcome, God wote fo gentillie, 
And made me chere every ove by one 
A grete dele bettir than I was worthie, 

And of ther grace thewed me grete curtifie 


With gode difport, bicanfe I thould not mourne : 


That daie Ebode fill in ther companie, 
Whichp was to me a gracious fojourne, 

‘The bordis were {pred in right lity] fpace, 
The ladies fat eche as the femid belt; 


‘There were no dedly fervauntes in the place, * 


But chofin men, right of the godelyett, 


And fome there wer, peraventure moi fretheft, 


That fawin ther judgis right full demure, 

Withoutin femblaunt cithir to mofte or left, 

Notwithitandyng thei had *hem undir cure, 
Emong ail othir one Egan efpie 


Which in grete thought ful oftin came and went, 


As one that had ben ravithed uttirly, 
In his language not greely diligent ; 


His countinaunce he kept with grete turment, 


But his defire farre paffid his refon, 
For er his eye went aftir his entent 
Full many’ a tyme when it was no fefon, 
‘Fo makin chere forely hymfelf he pained, 
And outwardly he fainid grete gladneffe ; 
‘To fing alfa by force he was conitrained, 
For no plefaunce but verie fhamefaitneffe, 
¥or the complainte of his mofte hevineffe 
Came to his vorce alwaie without requeft, 
Like as the foune of birdis doeth expreffe 
When thei fing loude in frithe or in foreft. 
Othir there were that fervid in the hall, 
Butnone like hym, as aftir myne advife, 
Bor he was pale, and fomwhat lene withall, 
His ipeche alfo tremblid in ferfull wi 
And er alone but when he did tervite: 
All blacke he were, and no devife but plain; 
Mé thought by him, as-my witte coud fuffife, 
His herte was nothyng in his owne demain, 
‘To feft "hem all he did his diligence, 
And well he coud, right as it femid me, 
But cvirmore when he was in prefence 
His chere was doen, it n'olde none othir be; 








His fcholemaiftir had foche aucthorite 
That all the while he bode Mill in that place 
Speke cou’d he not, bur upon her beaute 
He lokid fill with aright pitous face. 
With that his hedde he tou:nid at the aft 
For to beholde the ladies everichone, 
But er in one he fet his eye ftedfaft 
On her whiche that his thought was mofte upor, 
For of his eyen the thot I knewe anone, 
Which ferfull was, with right humble requefless 
Then to my felf I faied, by God alone 
Soche one was {or that Tfawe thefe jeftes, 
Out of the prefe he went full efily 
To make fabic his hevie countinaunce, 
And wote ye well he fighid wondirly 
For his forowes and wofull remembrance, 
Then in hymfelf he made his ordinance, 
And forthwitnall came to bryng in the meTe, 
But for to judge his mofte wofuil penance 
God wote it was a pitous entremeffe. 
Aftir dinir anone thei ‘hem avaunced 
To daunce above the folk evirychone, 
And forthwithal this hevie man he daunced 
Somtime with twaine and fomtimis with oné i 
Unto "hem all his chere was aftir one, 
Nowhere, now there, as fell by avinture, 
Dut er emong he drewe to her alone 
Whiche that he mofte dred: of livyng creture, 
To mine advife gode was his purveiaunce 
When he her chofe to his maiftreffe alone, 
If that her herte were fet to his plefaunce - 
As moche as was her beautéous perfone, 
For who fo evir fetteth his truft upon 
‘The report of the eyen withoutin more 
He might be dedde and gravin undir ftone 
Or he thould his hert’is efe rettore, 
In her faikid nothyng that I coud geffe 
One wife nor othir, privie nor aperte ; 
A Jon the was of godclineffe, 
‘Yo make a frontier for a lovirs herte ; 
Right yong and frefhe, a woman full coverte, 
Afiurid wele of porte and eke of chere, 
Wel at her efe, withoutin wo or fmerte, 
All underneth the flanderde of Dangere, 
Yo fe the feft it wericd me full fore, 
For hevie joye doeth fore the herte travaile, 
Out of the prefe Ime withdrawe therfore, 
And fet me doune alone behinde a traile 
Full of levis, to fe a grete mervaile, 
With grene wrethis iboundin wondirly, 
The levis were fo thicke withoutin faile 
rouhout no man nught me efpic. 
To this ludic he came full curtifly 
When he thought time to daunceswith her a trace, 
Set in am herbir made full plefanily, 
‘Thei reftid hem fro thens but lityl fpace, 
Nigh “hem were none of a certain compace, 
But onely thei, as farre as I coud fe di 
Save the traile there | had ychofe my place 
‘Ther was no more betwene "hem two and me, 
T herd the lovir fighyng wondir fore, 
For ale the more the forir it hym fought, 
His inward paine he coud not kepe in ftore, 
Nor fer to tpceke fa hardie was he nought - 
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His leche was nere, the eretir was his thought : 

He mufid fore to conquere his defirc, 

For no man maic to more penaunce be brought 

‘Then in his hete to bryng hym to the fire. 
The herte began to fwell within his cheft, 

So fore ftruinid for anguifhe and for pain, 

"That all to pecis almofte it to breft, 

‘When both at ones fv fore it did conftrain, 

Defire was bolde, but thame it gan refrain, 

That one waslarge, the othir was fall clofe; 

No little charge was laied on hym certain 

‘Yo kepe foche werre and have fo many fofe. 
Full oftin times to fpeke himfelf he pained, 

But thamefaltneffe and drede faicd évir naic, 

‘Yet at the Jaft fo fore he was conitrained, 

‘When he full long had put it in delaie, 

‘To this ladic right thus then gan he fate, 

With dredefull voice, wepyng, halfe in a rage ; 

For me was purveied an unhappie daie 

When T firtt had a fight of your vifage : 
Ufaftre pain, God wote, full hete brenning, 

To saute my deth, all for my true fervife, 

aug Efe well ye recke thereof nothing, 

Ner take no hede of it in no kinde wile, 

But when I fpeke aftir my belt advife 

Ye reke it nought, but make thereof a ganz, 

And though f fewe fo grete an entirprife 

‘Yet peirith not your worthip nor your fame. 
Alas! what fhould it be to’ you prejudice 

Yf that aman due love you faithfully ? 

‘To your worthip cfchewyng every vice, 

So I am yours, and will be verily; 

I chalenge nought of right, and refon why, 

For tam whol: fubmit to your fervice 5 

Right as you lift it be right fo will I, 

‘Vo binde my felf where Twas in fraunchife, 











Tamant, 

Though it be fo that 1 can not deferve 
‘To have your grace, but alwaie live in drede, 
Yet fullre me you for to love and ferve 
‘Without mauyre of your mofte godclihede ; 
Both faith and crouth I give your womanhede 
And my fervice without any cullyng3 
Love hath me bound withoutin wage or mede 
‘To be your man and leve all othir thyng. 


La Dame. 

When this ladie had herd al this language 
She gave anfwere full fort and denmireiy, 
Without chaungyng of colour or corage, 
Nothyng in halt, bu: full mefurably ; 

Me thinkith, Sir, your thought is grete foly 5 
Purpofe ye nought your labour fox to cefey 
For thinkith not whilis ye live and I 
-In this mattir to fet your herte in pefe. 

Lia rant, 

‘Ther maie none make the pecc but onely ye, 
‘Which are the ground and cauit of ail this war, 
For with your eyen the lettirs writtia be 
By whiche I am defied and put afurre; 

Your plfaunt loke, my very lod farre, 
heraude of chilke fame defiaunce 
ight me for to barre 
all my.ic affyaunce. 












La Dame. 

To live in wo he hath grete fantafie, 
And of his hert alfo but flipper holde, 
"Phat onely for beholdyng of an eye 
Can not abide in pece, as refon wolde ; 
Ozher or me if ye litt ye maie beholde ; 
Our eyen are made to joke, why thould we fpare? 
I take no kepe neithir of yong ne olde; 
Who {elith fimart I counfaile hym beware, 


Lamant. 

If it be fo one hurte on othir fore 

In his defaute that felith the grevaunce, 
Of very right ‘aman may do no more, 
Yet rcfon would it were in remembraunce, 
And fith Fortune onily by her chaunce 
Hath caufid me to fuftre all this pain 
Ky your beautie, with all the circumftaunce, 
Why lif ye have me in fo grete dildain? 

La Dame. 

‘Yo your perfone ne have I no difdain, 
Nor nevir had truelie, ne nought will have, 
Nor right grete love nor hatred in certain, 
Nor your couvfails to knowe fo God me fave ; 
If that foche love bz in your mindeigrave, 
That lity! thyng maje doc you difplefaunce, 
You to begile or make you for to rave, 

I will not caufin no foche encombraunce. 





Lamant, 

What er it be that me hath thus purchafed 

Wenyng hath not decevid me certain, 
But fervent love fo fore hath me ichafed 
That J unware am caftin in your chaine ; 
And fith fa is, as Fortune liit ordaine, 
All my welfare is in your handis fall, 
In efchewyng of more mifchevous paine 
Who fouit dicth.his care is left of all. 
La Dame, 
‘This Sckneffe is right efic to endure, 
Bet fewe peple it caufith for to die, 
But w thei mene I knowe it very fure, 
Of more comfort to drawe the remedie ; 
Soche be there now plainyng full pitouflie 
"Phat fele, God wote, not althir gretift pain ; 
Aud if fo be love hurte fo grevouflie, 
Leffe harme i it wer one forowful then twain. 
Pomant. 

‘Alas! Madame, if that it might you plefe, 
Moche bet it were by waie of gentilneffe 
Of one foris to make twain well at efe 
‘Yhen hym to deftroic that liveth in diftreffe, 
For my defire is neithir more nor leffe 
But my fervice to doe for your plefaunce, 
in efchewyng all manir doubleneife 
‘To make two joics in ftede of one grevaunce. 

La Danze. 

Of love Tfeke ncithir plefaunca nor efe, 
Nor have I therein no grete affiaunce ; 
‘Though ye be fick it doeth me nothing plefe, 
Alfo [take no hede of your plefaunce : 
Chefe who fo will ther hertis to avaunce, 
ce ain I now and fre will Tendure; 

‘Lo be rulid by mann’is govirnaunce 
For yerthly gode nic, that § yeu cnfure, 
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Lamant, 


Love, which that joy and forow doth depart, 
Hath fet the ladies ont of all fervage, 
And largily doeth graunit *hem for thér part 
Lordfhip and rule of every maner of age; 
The pore fervaunt nought hath of avantage 
But what he maie get onely by purcheffe, 
And he that ones to Love doeth his homage 
Full oftin tymes dere bought is the richeffe. 


La Dame. 


Ladies, be not fo fimple, thus I mene, 
So dulf of witte, fo foctid in folie, 
‘That for wordis which faid be of the fplene, 
In faire language paintid full plefauntlie, 
Whiche ye and mo hoide fcholis of dailie, 
‘To make "hem all grete wondirs to fuppofe, 
But fone thei can awaie their heddis wric, 
And to faire fpeche lightly ther eris clofe. 


Lamant. 


There is no ma that janglith bufilie, a. 
And fetteth his herte and al his minde therfore; 
That by refon maie plain fo pitouflic 
As he that hath moche hevinefle in flore; 
Whofe hedde is whole and faieth that it is fore 
His fainid chere is harde to kepe in mewe, 

But thought, whiche is unfainid evirmore, 
‘The workis previth as the wordis thewe. 


La Dame, 


Love is fubtill, and hath a grete awaite, 
Sharp in working, in gabbing grete plefaunce; 
And can hym venge of foche as by difceite 
Would fele and knowe his fecrete govirnaunce, 
And makith "hem to’ obeie his ordinaance 
By cherefull waies, as in "hem is fuppofed, 
But when thei fallin into repentaunce 
Then in a rage ther counfaile is difclofed: 


_ Lamant, 

Sith for as moche a8 God and eke Nature 
Hath avauncid love to fo hie degre, 
Moche fharpe is the poiné,, thes am I right fure, 
Yet grevith more the faute, where er it be; 
Who bath no colde o bete bath no deinte ; 
The’ one for that othir afkid is expreffe ; 
And of plefaunce knowith none certainte 
But it be one in thought and hevineffe. 


Le Dame. 

As for plcfaunce, it is not alwaié otie, 
That you think fwete I think it bittir pain; 
Ye maic not me conftrain, nor yet right none, 
A(ftir your lufte to love ; that is but vaitiz, 

“To chalenge love by right was nevir fein, 
But herte affent, before bonde and promife, 
¥or ftrength and force ne maie not er attain 
A will that fandeth enteffid in franchife. 


L’amant. ie 


Right faire laide! God mote I nevir plefe 
Mthat Lfcke othir right in this cafe 
But for to fhewe yeu plainly my difele, 
And your mercie to’ abide and eke your grace; 
Vor. I. 


449: 
Tf I purpofe your honour to deface, ; 

Or evit did, God and Fortune me thende, 

And that I ner unrightfully purchace 

One onelie joye unto my liv’is ende. 


La Dame. 


Ye and othir that {were foche othis fafte, 
And fo condempne and curfin-to and fro, 
Full fikirly ye wene your othis lafte 
No lengir then the wordis ben ago, 
And God and eke his fain@is laugh alfo; 
In foche {weryug there is no ftedfaftneffe, 
And thefe wretchis that have ful truft therete 
Aftir thei wepe and wailin in diftreffe. 


ZL’ amant. 


He hath no courage of a man truelie 
That fechith plefaunce worthip to difpife, 
Nor to be callid, for he’ is not worthie 
The yerth to touch, the aire in no kind wife, 
A truftie herte, a mouthe withont feintife, | - 
Thus by thé ftrength of every mani name, 
And who that laieth his faith for little prifo 
He lefith both Kis worthip and bis fame. 


La Dame, 


‘A curfid herte, a mouthe that is curteife, 
Full well ye wote thei be not accordyng, 
Yet fainid chere right fone maie "hem apeife, 
Where of malice is fet all ther workyng, : 
Full falfe femblaunt thei bere and true femyng, 
Ther name, ther fame, ther tonguis,ben but fained, 
Rorir in "hem is put in forgetryng, 

ought repentid, et in no wife complained, 


Le amant, 


Who thinkith il no gode mate him befall, 
God of his grace graunt eche man his defert! 
But for his love emong your theughtis all 
As thinke upon my wofull forowes fmert, 
For of my paine whethif yout tendir hert 
Of fwete pitie be not therewith agreved, 
And of your grace to me were difcovert, 
‘That by your mene fone fhould 1 be releved. 


La Dame, 


Alightfome herte, a folie of plefaunce, 
Are moche bettir the leffe while thei abide, 
‘Phei make you think and bring you in a traunce; 
Bur that fikenefic will fone be remedide ; 
Refpite your thought, and put all this afide; 
Full gode difporte ywerieth me all daie; 

To helpe nor hurte my will is not aplide ; 
Who troweth me not I Jet hym pate awaie, 
Ev amant: 

Whe hath 2 birde; a faucon, or a hounde, 
That foloweth hym for love in every place, 
He cherifheth him and kepith him ful found, 
Out of his fight he will not hym enchace, 
And I, that fet my wittisin this cace 
On you alone, withoutin any chaunge, 

Am put undir, moche farthir out of grace, 
And leie fet by, then othir that be Rraupzey 


FE 


Ao 
Le Dame, 

"Though f make chere to every man about 
For my worfhip and for myne own franchife, 
‘To you I n’ill doe fo withoutin doubt, 

In eichewyng all manir prejudife, 

For wote ye well Love is fo little wife, 

And in bileve fo lightly will be brought, 

‘Yhat he takith all at his owne devife 

Of thing God wote that fervith him of nought. 


L’amant 

fi 1 by love and by my true fervife 
Lefe the gode chere that ftraungirs have alwaic 
Wheteof fhall ferve my.troushe'in any wife 
Leffe then to him that cosieth and goeth al daie, 
Whiche holdeth of you nothyng, that is no naic? 
Alfo in you is loft, as to’ my femyng, 
All curtifie, whiche of refon will faie 
‘That Love for love were lawful! deliryng. 


La Dime, 

Curtifie is alyid wondir nese 
‘lo worfhip, whiche hym lovith tendirly, 
And he will not be bounde for no praiere, 
Nor for no giftes, I faie you verily, 
But his gode chere depart full largily : 
Where hym lykith, as his concetpt will fall; * 
Guerdon cenftrained, a.gift doen thankfully, 
‘Thefe twain can acy accord, nor nevir fhal. 


I amant. 

As for guerdon, I feke none in this cace, 
For that deferte to me it ia to hie, 
‘Wherfore I afke your pardon and your grace, 
Sith me behovith deth or your mercie ; 
‘To give the gode where it wantith truly 
"That were refon and a curtife manere, 
And to your own moche bettir were worthy 
“Yhen to ftraungirs to thew "hem lovely chere. 


*La Dame. 

What cal ye gode? fain would I that I wilt ; 
‘That plefith one an othir fmertith force, 
But of his owne to large is he that lift 
Give moche and lefin his gode name therfore ; 
One fhould not make a graunt, little ne more, 
But the requeft were right weil accordyng : 
If worfhip he not kept and {ct before 
All chat is lefte is but a little thyng. 


L'amant. 

Into this worlde was foundin nevir none, 
Nor undir hevin creiture ibore, 
Nor nevir fhall, fave onely your perfone, 
To whem your worhhip touchith halfe fo fore 
But me, whiche have no fefon leffe ne more 
Of youth ne age but ftill in your fervice ; 
Thave no eyen, no wit, nor mouthe, in ftore, 
But ali be givin to the fame office. 


La Dame. 
A ful grete charge hath he withoutin faile 
‘That his worfhip kepith in fikirneffe, 
But in daungir he fettith his travail 
That feffith it with othirs bufineffe ; 
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To hym that longith honour and nobleffe 
Upon ronc othir fhould not be awaite, 

For of his owne fo moche hath he the leffe 
‘That of othir moche foloweth the conccite, 


Lamant. 
Your eyen hath fet the print which that I fele 

Within my herte, that where fo er { go 

If ¥ doe thyng that founith unto wele 

Nedes muft it cum from you and fro no mo; 
Fortune will this, that I for wele or wo 

My life endure, your mercy abidyng, 

And verie right will that I thinke alfo 

Of your worfbip above all othir thyng. 


La Dame. 


To your worthip fe well, for that is nede, 
That ye fpende not your fefon all ip vain ; 
Avs touchyng myne I rede you take no hede, 
By your follie to put your felfe in pain ; 

‘To ovircome is gode and to reftrain 
Ain herte which is decevid follilie, 

For Worfe it is to breke then bowe certain ; 
Bettir to bowe then to fall fodainly. 


Diamant. 


Now, faire ladie! thinke fith it firft began 
That Love hath fet mine herte undir his cure 
It nevir might, ne truelic J ne can, 

None othir ferve while I {hall here endure, 

In moft fre wife thereof I make you fure, 
Which maie not be withdraw, this is no naie ; 
I muft abide all manir advinture, 

For I ne maie put to nor take awaie, 


La Dame, 


I holde it for no gift in fothfaftneffe 
‘That one offirith where it is forfake, 
For foche a gifte’ is abandonyng expreffe, 
That with worfhip ayen maie not be take 5 
He hath an herte full fell that lift to make 
A gift lightlie that put is to refufe, 
But he is wife that foche conceipt will flake, 
So that hym nede neithir ftudie ne mufe. 

L’amant, 

He fhould not mufe that hath his fervice fpent 
On her whiche is a ladie honourable, 
And if I fpende my time to that entent 
Yet at the left I am not reprovable 
OF fainid harte, to thinke 1 am unable, , 
Or I miftoke when I made this requeft, 
By whiche Love hath of enterprife notable 
So many hertis gottin by conqueft. 


La Dame. 


If that ye lifte doe aftir my counfaile 
Seche a fairir and of more highir fame; 
Whiche in fervice of love will you prevaile, 
Aftir your thgught, accordyng to the fame ; 
He hurtith bothe his worfhip and his name 
That follily for twain himfe]f will trouble, 
And he alfo lefith his aftir game 
That furcly can not fet his poindis double. 
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L’amant, 

This your counfaile, by ought that I can fe, 
Js bettir faid than doén, to myne advife, 
Though I betes it not forgive it me: 
Mine herte is foche, fo whole without feintife, 
‘That J ne maie give credence in no wife 
To thyng whiche is-net foungng wato truth : 
Othir counfaile I fe' is but fantadife 
Save of your grace to fhewe ‘pitie and ruth, 


La Dame, 


Tholde hym wife that workith no folie, 
And when hym lift can leve and part therfro, 
But in connyng he as to Jerne truelie 
That would himfelf conduite and can not fo; 
And he that will not aftir couniaite doe 
His fute he puttith into difperannce, 

And all the gode that fhould yfall hym to 
Is loft and dedde clene out of remembraunce, 


L?amant, 


Yet woll 1 thewe this mattir faithfallie 
Whillis 1 live, what evir be my chaunce, 
And if it hap that in my truthe [ die 
‘Then deth hal! doe to mre no difplefannce, 
But when that Eby your hard fuffcraunce 
Shall die fo true, and with fo grete a pain, 
Yet hall it doe me moche the leffe grevaunce 
Then for to live a falfe lovir certain, 

La Dame. 

OF me get ye right noght, this is no fable, 
I will to you be neithir hard nor flraite, 
And right will not no man cuftomable 
‘To thinke ye fhould be fure of my conceite; 
Who fecbith forowe bis be the receite ; 

Othir counfaile can U not fele nor fe, 
Nor for to lerne [ caft me not to’ awaite, 
Who will thereof let him affaic for me, 


L'amant. 

Ones mutt it be affaied, that is no naic, 
With foche as be of reputacion, 
And of true love the right honour to paic 
Of fre hartis gottin by due raunfome, 
For frewil holdith this opinion, 
‘That it is grete dureffe ond difcomforte, 
‘To kepe a heste in fo ftraite a prifon 
‘That hath but one bodie for his difporte, 


Za Dawe. 

I knowe fo many caufis marveitous 
‘That I muft nede of refon thinke certain 
Soche avinture is wondir perilous, 
And yet well more the coming backe again, < 
Gode or worthip thercof is feldome fene, 
Where I ne will make any foche araie, 
As for to finde a plefaunce but baraine 
‘When it shall coft fo dere the firft affaie. 


L’amant. 
Ye have no caufe to doubt of this matter, 
Nor you to meve with no foche fantafife, 


To put me farre all out asa flraunger, 
For your godeneffe can thinke and swell advife 


Soch hath there ben and are that ge 
And lefe it fone when thei have it acheved, 


That I have made aprife in every wife, 

By whiche my truthe theweth opin evidence 5 
My tong abidyng and my true fervice 

Maie well be knowen by plain experience, 


La. Dame. 
OF verie right he-maie be callid true, 


And fo muft he be tuke in every place, 

‘That can difcerne and let as he ne knewe, 

And kepe the gode if he it maic parchafe ; 

For who that praieth or fwereth in any cafe 
Right well ye wote in that no trouth is preved ; 





tin grace in 


Lamant. 
If truthe me caufe, by vertue fov? rain, 


To thewe gode tove and alwaie find contrarie, 
And cherithe the whiche fleeth me with the pain, 
‘This is to me a lovely adverfarie, 

When that Pitie, whiche Jong on flepe doth tarie i: 
Hath fet the fine of all my hevineffe, 

Yet her comfort, to me motte necefiasie, 

Shall fet my will more fure in ftableneife. 


La Dam, 
"B%e woful wight what maie he think or fay, 


The contrarie of all joye and gladneffe, 

A ficke bodie, his thought is ferre alwaie 

From ‘hem that felia no fore nor fickeneffe; 
Thus hurtis ben of divers bufineffe, 

Whiche love hath putt unto grete hindéraunce, . 
And truthe alfo put in forgetfulnefte, ‘ 
When thei full fore begin to figh atkaunce, 


L’amant, 


Now God defende but he be harméleffe 


Of all worthip or gode that maie befall 
That to werft tournith by his leudtneffe 
A gift of grace or any thyng at all 

That his ladie vouchfafe upon hym call, 
Or cherifh hym in honourable wife ; 

In that defaute what er he be that fall 
Defervith more than deth to fuffre twife, 


La Dame. 
There is no judge ifet on foche trefpace, 


By whiche of right love maie recovered be, 
One curfith faft, an othir doth manace, 
Yet dyith none, as farre as I can fe, 

But kepe ther courfe alwaie in one degre, 
And evirmore ther labour doeth encrefe 
‘To bryng ladies, by ther grete fubiilte, 

For othirs gilte, in forowe and difefe. 


L'omant. 
All be it fo one doeth fo grete offence 


And is not dedde nor put to no juttice, 
Right well 1 wote hym gainith no defence, 
But he muft ende in full mifchevous wife, 
And all ever faied God will hym difpife, 
For falthed is all full of curfidneffe, 

That his worfhip may ner have entirprife 
Where it reignith and hath the wilfulneite, 


mle 
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Ia Dame. 


Of that have thei no grete fere now a daile, 
foche as will faie and maintain it thereto, 
That fledfatt truthe nothyng for to praife 
In "hem that kepe it long in wele or wo, 
Their bufie hertis paffin to and fro, 

Thei be fo well reclaimid to the lure, 
So well jernid "hem to withholde alfo, 
And alto chaunge when love fhould beft endure. 


L'amant, 


“When one hath fet his herte in ftable wife 
In foche a place as is bothe gode and true 
He fhould nor fit, but doe forthe his fervice 
Alwaie withoutin chaunge of any newe > 
As fone aslove beginnith to remewe 
All plefaunee goeth anone in lityl fpace ; 
As for my partic that fhall 1 efchue 
While that the foule abidith in his place. 


La Dame. 
To love truely there as it ought of right 
Ye maie not be miftakin doubtileffe, 
But ye be foule difcevid in your fight 
By your light underftandyng as I geffe, 
Yet maie we well repele your bufineffe, 
And unto refon have fome attendaunce, 
Moche bettir than tu” abide by fimplenes 
- Lhe feble foccouris of difperaunce. 


LD) amant 

Refon, counfaile, wifedome, and gode advife, 
Ben undir love arreftid everichone, 
‘To whiche I can accorde in every wife, 
For thei ben not rebell but fill as ftone ; 
‘ther wii and myne be medid all in one, 
and therwith boundin with fo trong a chain, 
"Chat as in "hem departyng fhail be none, 
But pitie breke the mightie bonde etwain. 


La Dame. 

Ye love not your felf, what cvir ye he, 
"That in love Runde fubjedt in every place, 
And of your wo if ye have no pite 
Othirs pite bileve not to purchace, 

But be fullie affured, asin this cace, 

Iam alwaie undir one ordinaunce ; 

‘Yo havin bettir truft not aftir grace, 

And all that levith take to your plefaunce. 


Damant. 

T have my hope fo fure and fo Redfalt 
"That foche a Jadie thould not lacke pitic, 
But now, alas! it is thit up fo faft 
‘Yhat Daungir theweth on me his crueltiec, 
and iffhe fe the virtue faile in me 
OF true fervice, though the doe faile alfo 
Mo wondir were; but this is my furete, 
Ymuft fuffre whiche waie that er it go. 


La Dane. 
Leve this purpofe, I rede you for the beft, 
For the lengir ye kepe it is in vain, 
‘The leffe ye get as of your hert’is reft, 
duid to rejoyce it fhall you ner attain ; 


‘When ye abide gode hope to make you fain 

Ye thall-be founde afottid in dotage, 

And in the ende ye fhall knowe for certain 
That hope thall paie the wretchis for ther wage. 


T*amant. 


Ye fae as fallith mofte for your plefaunce, 
And your powir is grete, all this 1 fe, 
But hope fhall ner out of my remembraunce, 
By whiche I fele fo grete adverfite, 
For when Nature hath fet in you plente 
Ofall godeneffe, by vertue and by grace, 
He ner affemblid "hem, as.femid me, 
To put Pitie out of his dwellyng place, 


La Dame. 

Pitie of right ought to be refonable, 
And to no wight do grete difavauntage, 
There as is nede it thould be profitable, 
And to the pitous fhewyng no domage ¢ 
Ifa ladic will doe fo grete outrage . 

‘To thewe pitie and caufe her owne debate, 
Of foche pitie comith difpitous rage, 
And of fuche love alfo right dedly hate, 

. 


L’amant. 

To comfort "hem that live all eomfortleffe 
That is no harme, but comfort to your name, 
But ye that have a herte of foche dureffe, 
And a faire ladic’, I muft affirme the fame, 
If I durft faie, ye winne alj this defame 
By cruiltie, whiche fittith you full il], 

But if pitie, whiche maie all this attain, 
An your high herte maie reft and tary till, 


La Dame 


What er he:be that faieth he lovith me, 
And paraventure I leve well it be fo, 
Ought he be wrothe, or thould I blamid be, 
‘Though I did not as he would have me doe? 
If I medlid with foche or othir moe 
It might be callid pitie mercileffe, 
And aftirward if I fhould live in wo 
‘Phen tu repent it were to late I geffe. 


Liamant. 


O marble herte! and yet more harde parde, 
Whiche mercie maie not perce for no labour, 
More ftrong to bowe then isa mighty tre, 
What availeth you to fhewe fo'grete rigour! 
Plefeth it you more to fe me die this hour 
Before your eyen, for your difport and plaie, 
Then for to fhewe fome comfort and foccour 
Torefpite deth, whiche chatith me alwaic? 


La Dame. 


Of your difeafe ye may have allegcaunce, 
And as for myne I let it ovir flake, 
Alfo ye fhall not die for my plefaunce, 
Nor tor your hele l can no furctie makes 
J will not hurte my fel{ for othirs fake ; 
Wepe thei, laugh thei, or fing thei, I waraunt 
For this imattir fo will] undirtake 
That none of hem fuall make therof avaunt, 


LA BELLE DAME SANS MERCY. | 
-| And of pite I complaine furthirmore, 

Whiche he forgate in all his ordinaunce, 

Or els my life to have endid before, 

Whiche fo fone am put out of remembraunce, 


L'arant. 
¥ can not fleill of love by God alone, 
have more caufe to wepe in your prefence, 
And well ye wote avauntour am I none, 
For certainly I love bettir filence : 
One fhould not love by his hert'is credence, 
But he were fure to kepe it fecretlic, 
For a vauntour is of no reverence 
‘When tha his tongue is his mofte enemie, 


La Dame, 

Mate boucb in court hath grete commaund*ment, 
Eche man ftudieth to faie the wortt he maie, 
Thefe falfe lovirs in this tyme now prefent 
Thei fervin beft to jangle asa jaies 
The mofte fecrete iwis yet fome men faie 
How he miftruftid is in fome part:fe, 

Wherfore to ladies when men fpeke or hie 
It fhould not be dilevid in no wife. 


La Dame, 


My herte nor I have doen you no forfeite 
By whiche ye thould complaine in any kinde; 
Nothyng hurtith you but your own conceite ; 
Be judge your felf, for fo ye thall it finde : 
Thus alwaie let this finke into your minde 
That your defire fhall ner recovered bes 
Ye noye me fore in waftyng all this winde, 
For I have faied inough, as fumith me, 

This wofull man rofe up in all his paine, 
And departid with wepyng countinaunce, 
His wofull herte almoite to brafte in twaine, 
Full like to die, walkyng forthe ina traunce, 
And fayid, Deth, come forthe, thy felf avaunce, 
Or that myne herte forget his Propertie, 

And make fhortir all this wofull penaunce 
Of my pore life, full of adverfitie, 

Fro thens he went, but whithir wift I nought, 
Nor to what part he drewe in fothfaftneffc, 
But he no more was in his ladie’s thought, 
For go the daunce anone fhe gan her dreffe; 
Aru aftirward one tolde me thus expreffe, 

He rent his heer for anguifbe and for pain, 
Aind in hymfelf toke fo grete hevineffe ' 
That he was dedde within a daie or twain, 









1 amant. 


Of gode and ill thall be and is alwaie, 
The world is foche; The Jerth is not al plain ; 
Thei that be gode the profe theweth every daie, 
And othir wile grete villonie certain ; 
It’ is not refon though one his tongue diftain 
With curfid fpeche to doe hymfelfa fhame 
That foche refuce fhould wrongfully remain 
Upon the gode renomid in ther fame, 


La Dame, 

Soch as be nought, when thei here tidinges new 
That eche trefpas (hall lightly have pardon, 
‘Thei that purfuin to be gode and true 
Will not fet by none ill ditpoficion, 
‘To continue’ in every gode condicion 

hei are the firft that fallin in domage, 
And full frely the hertis habandon 
To lity] faithe with foft and faire language, 


L’ENVoy, 


The true lovirs thus I befeche you all 
Soche advintures flie "hem in every wife,” 
And as peple defamid ye "hem call, . 
For thei truelie do you grete prejudice’ 

His caftelles ftrong Quid with ordinaunce, 
For thei have had long tyme by their office 
The whole countrey of Love in obeifaunce, 

And ye ladies, or what eftate ye be, 

Of whom Worhip hath choife his dwellyng place, 
For Godd’is love doe no foche cruiltie, 

Nor in no wife ne folowe not the trace 

Of her that here is namid right wilely, 

Whiche by refon me femith in this cace 

Maic be callid Ze dell Dame fars Merey. 

Go, lity! Boke. God finde the gode paffage j 
Chefe well thy w: ¢, be fimple of manere, 
Loke thy clothyne be Like thy Pilgrimage, 
And Specially let this be thy praiere 
Unto "hem ail that the will rede or here, 

Where ‘hou art wrong after ther helpe to call 
The to corredte in any parte or al], 

Praic "hem alfo with thine humble fervife 

Thy beldcnefe to pardcn in this cace, 








L'amant, 


Now knowe I well of verie certainte 
Mone doc truclie yet fhall he be thente, 
Sith all manir of juftice and pite 
Is banithed out of a ladies entente; 
J can not fe but all is at one ftente, 
‘Che gode, the ill, the vice, and eke the virtue; 
Soche as be gode foche have the panithmente 
For the trefpace of *hem that live untrue, 


La Dame, 

Thave no powir you to do grevaunce, 
Nor to punithe none othir creature, 
But to efchewin the more encombraunce, 
To kepe us from you aii I hold it fure, | 
Por bale Semblaunce hath a face fuil demure, * 
Lightlie to catche thefe ladies in 2 waite, ‘ 1 ble j if 
‘iherefore we matt, if we will here endure, Tor cls thou are rot able in no wite 


43 ig t lo! thisi. my To make thy felf appere in any place; 
Make right gode watch + Io! this is my conceite, And furchirmore befeche ‘hen of ther grace 











Reis 


J anant. By ther favour and fpportacion, 
Sith that of grace a godely worde not one Yo take in gre this rude Tranflacion, 
Maie now be had, but alwaie kept in ftore, The which God wote ftandith full defticute 
P appele to God, for he maie here my mone, j OF eloquence, of metre, and colours, 
Of the dureYe which grevith me fo fore, { Like asa bef nakid without refute 
* i 


aya LA BELLE DAME SANS MERCY, 


‘Upona plait abide all manir thowers: ‘That no true man be vexid cauféleffe 

Tean no mete but afke of *hem focours As this man was, whiche is of remembraunce; 

At whoferequeft thou wer made in this wife, And all that doen ther faithful obfervaunce, ~ 

Comsmmandyng me with body and fervife. © And in ‘ther trouth purpofe "hem to endure 
Right thus I make an ende of this proffes, I praic God fende "hem bettir ayinture. 


Befechyng hym thar all hathin balaunce 


THE ASSEMBLE OF LADIES. 








THE ASSEMBLE OF LADIES, 


wt gentlewoman dreamcth that fhe feeth a greate number of Ladies put up their billes of" 
complaint before a judge, who Promifeth to relieg: their grievances. 


in September’, at the fallinge of the lefe, 
‘The frethe fefon was altogidir done, 

And of the corne was gathirid the fhefe, 

in a gardine, aboute twayne aftir none, 

Ther were Ladies walking, as was ther wone, 
Fourc in nombre, as to my minde doth fall, 
And I the fifthe, the fimplift of *hem al, 

Of gentitwomen faire there were alfo 
Difporting “hem everiche aftir her gife, 

In croffe alcis walking by two and two, 
And fome alone, aftir ther fantafics ; 

Thus occupied we were in diverfe wife, 
And yet in trouthe woewere nat al alone, 
‘There werin knightes and fquiris many one. 

Whereof I ferved ? one of hem afkid me + 
1 faid ayen, as it fel in my thought, 

To waike aboute the mafe in certainte, 
As a hedelefs woman that nothing rought. 
He afkid me ayen whom that I fought, 
And of my colour why I was fo pale ¢ 
Forfothe (quod 1) and therby lithe a tale. 

‘That muft me wete, (quod he) and that anone ; 
Tel on, let fe,and make no tarying, 
Abide, (quod I) ye ben a haftic one ; 
Llet you wete it is no lity! thing, 

But for bicaufe ye have a grete longing 
In your defire this proceff for to here 
. Hfhal you tel the plaine of this matere. 

It happid thus’ that in an aftirnone 
My felaufhip and I by one affent, 
Whan al othir befineflis were done, 
‘To paffe our time into this mafe we went, 
And toke our waies eche aftir our entent, 
Some went inward and went they had gon oat, 
Some ftonde in the mid and loked all about, 


And, foth to fay, fome were ful ferre behinde, 
And right anon as ferforthe as the beft, 2 
Othir ther were fo mafid in ther minde 
Al waies were gode for *hem both eft and weft 5° 
Thus went they forth and had but lity! reth,, : 
And fome ther courage dyd *hem fore affaile, 
For very wrathe they dyd Step o’er the raide;: 

And as they fought 'hem felvim to'and: fro, 
1 gate nvy felf a lity] avauntage, : 
Al forweried I might ao furthir go, 
Though i had won right grete for my viage, 
So came I forthe into a ftraite paffage, 
Which brought me to an herbir faire and grene, 
Ymade with benchis ful crafty and clene¢ 

That as me thoughtin there might no creture 
Devife a bette by dewe Proporcioun, 
Safe it was clofid wel I you enfure, 
With mafonrye of compace enviroun, 
Fol fecretly with ftairis goyng down 
In myddes the place with turning whele certain, 
And upon that a potte of margelaine, 

With margerettes growinge in ordinance 
To fhewe "hem felfe as folke went toand fro, 
That to beholde it was a grete plefaunce, 
And how-they were accompainid with mo, 
Ne momblifneffe and fonéneffe alfo, 
The poure penfis were not diflogid there, 
Ne, God wote ther place was evéry where, 

The flore and bench was pavid faire and fmothe 
With ftonis fquare of many divers hewe, 
So wel joynid that for tofay the foth 
Al femid one, that no one othir knewe, 
And undirnith the ftremis newe and newe, 
As filvir bright, fpringing in foche a wife, 
That whence it came ye coude it not devife, 

FF ij 


THE ASSEMBLE 


A lityl while ywas Tal alone 

Beholding wel, this dele@able place, 
My iclawfhip‘were coming everichone, 
So mufte we'nedis abyde for a fpace, 
Remetubiring of many divers cace 
Okeyme ypaiii.! yore with fighis depe, 

I fet me downe, and there I fel aflepe. 

Andas I flept me tioughr there came to me 

A geucyhwonan meccly of Buture, 

Of grete worinip the femid for ro be, 

Atytid wel, not high, bat by incfure, 

Her covnt.naance full fad was and demure, 
Jewe al shat fhe had wpan 3 

reno mo but her felfe alone. 

2 wel was embraudrid certainly 

With flonis fette aftir her 6 devife 

In her purfillis, her worde by and by 

Bien 'F Loyalement, as ¥ coude devife ; 

Than praide Therin any manir wife 

"That of her name I might h 

She faid the was calliid Perf 2. 

So furthirmore to fpekin was’ 1 bolde, 
Where fie dwellid I prayed her for to fay ? 
And the againe fal curtifly me tolde, 

My dwelling is and hath be many’ a day 
‘With a lady. What lady ? 1 you pray. 

Or gret eftate, thus warne I you (quod fhe,) 
‘What cal ye her? Her name is Loyalte. 

Tn what office ftonde ye or what degie ? 
(Quod I to her) that would I wete right faine. 
1am, (quod the) unworthy though I be, 

Of her chambre her ufhir in certaine, 
This rodde I bere as for a tokin plaine, 
Lyke as ye knowe the rule in foche fervice 
Apertaining is to 'the fame office. 

She chargid me by her commaundément 
'To'warne you and your felawes everichone 
‘That ye thulde come there as fhe is prefent 
For a courifaile whiche fhail be nowe anone, 
Or fevin dayis bé comin and gone; 
Andturthirmore, the bad that 1 fhulde fay 
Excufis there’ might be none not delay. 

‘Anothir thing was not forget behinde, 
Whiche in no wifé I wolde but that ye knewe ; 
Remembre wel and bere it in your minde ‘ 
Al your felawes and ye muft come in blewe 
Evérlyche, your matirs for to fewe, 

‘With more, whiche Upray you to thinke upon, 
Your wordis on your felvis everychon. ' 

And be not abafhed in no manir wile, 4 

As many ben, in foche an high prefence ; 

Make your requeft as ye can beit devife, 

And fhe gladly wol yeve you audience : 

‘Ther is no grefe nor no ma 

‘Wherin ye fele that your herte is difpifed 
But with her help right fone ye thal be efed, 

Tami right glad (quod I) ye tel me this, 
But ther is-non of us that knoweth the waie. 
As of your way (quod fhe) ye thal not mis, 
Ye thal have one to gyde you day by day 
Of my felawes, I can not betuir fay, 

Soche one as fhal tel you the way ful right, 
Aud Diligence this gentilwoman hight, 
2 
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(OF LADIES. 


A woman of right famous govirnaunce, 
And wel cherifhed, I tel you in certaine, 
Her felauthip thal do you grete plefuunces 
Her porte is foch, her manirs trewe and plaine, 
Ske with glad chere wold do her befy paine 
To bring you there. Now farewel; | have ‘done. 
Abyde, faid I, ye may not go fo fone, 

Why fo? (quod the) and I bave ferre to go, 
To yeve warning in many divers place 
To your felawes and fo to othir Ino, 

And well ye wote I have but lytil fpace, 

Now yet, (quod I) ye mutt tel me titis cace, 

If ye thalany men unto us cal. 

Not ene (quod fhe) may come amonges you all. 

Not one, than? iid 13 eigh, Benedicite f 
What have I done? I pray you tel me that. 
Nowe by my lyfe f trowe but wel, (quod the) 
But cr I can byleve there is fomwhat, 

And for to faye you trouthe more can I nat; 
In queflions] ms, nothing be to large ; 
I meddle mut no furthir then my charge. 

‘Than thus, (quod 1) do me to undirftande 
What place is there this lady is dwelling ? 
Forfothe (quod fhe) and one fought al this lande 
Fairir is none, though it were for a king, 
Devifid wel, and that in every thing, ” 

‘The tourishie ful plefaunt fhal ye finde, 
With phanis freth turning with every wynde; 

The chambris and the'parlirs of a ferte, 
With bay windowes godely as may be thought, 
As for daunfing and othir wife difporte 
The galéries be all right well ywrought, 

‘That wel I wote if ye were thydir brought, 
And take gode hede therof in every wife, 
Ye wol it thinke a very paradife. 

What hight the place? (quod 0) now fay me that 
Plefamt Regarde, (quod the) to tell you plaine, 
Of vevy trouth, (quod I) and wote ye what ? 

ay right wel be callid fo certaine : 
Buc furthirmore ‘this wold I wit right fain, 
What I thulde do as fone as I come there, 
And aftir whom that I may beft enqueie ? 

A gentilwoman portir of the yate 
There thal ye finde, her name is Countinaunce, 
If ye fo hap yc come erly or late 
Of ber wer gode to have fome acquaintaunce, 
She can you tel howe ye fhal you avaunce, 
And ¢ tocome to her ladye’s prefence ; 

‘Yo her wordis I rede ye geve credence. 

Now it is time that 1 fhulde parte you fro, 

For in gode faithe | have grete: bufineife. 

T wote rig (quod 1) that it is fo, 

And [ thanke you of your grete gentilnedfe, 
our comfarte hath yevin me hardineffe, 
‘Vhat nowe I thal be bolde withoutin faile 
‘To do’ ditir your advice and gode counfuile, 

‘Thus partid fhe, and I lefte alt alone 3 

With that I fawe (as I behelde afide) 

A woman come, a verie godely one, 

And forth withal as I had her alpide 

Me thought anone it fhouldé be the gide, 

Fof her name anone I did enquere : 

Fal womauly the yave me this auiwe 


























THE ASSEMBLE OF LADIES. 


Tam (quod fhe) but a fimple creture, 

Sent from the courte, my name is Diligence ; 
As fone as I myght come, I you enfure, 

I taried not aftir t had licence : 

And nowe that I am come to your prefence, 
Loke, what fervice can you do or may 
Commaundith me; I can no furthir fay. - 

I thankid her, and prayed her to come nere, 
Bycaufe I woulde fe how the was araide ; 

+ Her gown was blew, dreflid in gode manere, 
‘With her devife, her worde alfo, that faide 
Tant que je puis, anc 1 was wel apaide ; 

And than wift f, wich: atin: any :acre, 
Tt was ful trewe that I nad herde before. 

Though we toke nowe before a litil {pace 
Te were ful gode (quod the) as I coude geffe. 
Howe farre (quod 1) have we unto the place ? 
A daye’s journey, (quod the) but litil leffe s 
Wherfore Lrede slat now we outwarde dreffe 
For I fuppofe our felawthip is paft, 

And for nothinge I wolde not we were the’ lait. 

‘Then departid we’ at fpringing of the daye, 
And forthe we wente a fofte and efy pace, 
Til ac the laft we were on our journey 
So far outwayde that we might fe the place ; 
Nowe iet us reft (quod I) a lit fpace, 

And fay we as devoutly as we can 
A Pater mfter for Saint Julian. 

With ail my herte; Taffent with gode wil; 
Moch bettir thal we fpede whan we have done. 
‘Yhan taried we and faid it every dyl; 

And whan the day was paft farre aftir none 
We fawe aplace, and thidir came wefone, * 
Whiche rounde aboute was clofid witha wal, 
Seminge to me full like an hofpitall. 

‘There found I one had brought all min aray, 
{A gentil woman of mine acquaintaunce) 
Thave mervaile (quod I) what manir way 
Ye had knowlege of al this ordinaunce. 

Yes. yes, (quod fhe) I herde Perfeveraunce 
Howe the warnid her felawes everichone, 
And what aray ye fhouldin have upon. 

Nowe for my love (quod 1) thisT you praye, 
Sith ye have taie upon you all the praine, 

‘That ye wolde helpe me on with mine araye, 
For wit ye wel I wolde be gone rip ht faine. 
Althis prayir es nedith not certaine, | 
(Quod the againe ;) come of, and hye you-fone, 
And ye thal fe anone it thal be done. 

But this I doute me gretly, wote ye what ? 
That my felawes be pallid by and gone. 
iwarné you (quod the) that are they nat, 

For here they thall affemble cverichone, 
Notwizhftandinge I counfaise you anone 
Make you redy, and tary you no more, 
It is no harme though yc be there before, 

So than I dreflid me in mine araye, 
And atked her whethir it were wel or no? 
Ibis right well (quod fhe) unto my pay, 
Ye nede not care to what place cr ye go; 
And whilies that fhe and I debatid fo 
Came Diligence and fawe me ai in blewe ; 
Siir, (quod fhe) right wel broke ye your newe! 


















ee 
Diferecion Purveiour, - 
‘Than wente we forth and met an avintur. 

A yonge woman, an officir feminge ; 

What is your name? (quod I) tell, gode creture, 

Diferecion, (quod the) without Iefinge. 

And where (quod 1) is your moit abidinge ? 

Ihave (quod fhe) this office of purchace, 

Chefe Purveyour that longith to this place, 
Acquayntaunce Herbyger. 

Fair love! (quod 1) in all your ordinaunce 
What is her name that is the herbigere? 
Forfothe:(quod fhe) her name is Acquaintaunee, 
A woman of right gracious manere. : 
‘Then thas, (quod 1) what ftraungirs have ye here} 
But fewe (quod the) of high degre ne lowe, 

Ye be the firtt, as ferforth as I knowe. 
Countinaunce Porter. 

‘Thus with talis we came ftreight to the yate, 
This yonge woman departid was and gone, 
Came Diligence, and knockid faft thereat, 

Who is without? (quod Countinaunce anone.) 
Truly; (quod 1) fayre fiftir, here ig one. 

Which one? (quod the) and therewithal the Jongh, 
{ Diligence; ye knowe me wel ynoughe, 

Than opened fhe the gate, and in we 
With wordis faire the faide full gentilly, 

Ye a% welcome ywis; are ye no mo? 

Nat one (quod fhe) fave this woman and [, 
Now than (quod fhe) I pray you hertily 
Takith my chaumbre for a while to reft 
Til your felawis come; I holde it beft. 

I thanked her, and forth we go everichone 
Til her chambre withoutin wordis mo, 

Came Diligence and tvke her leve anone, 
Where er ye lyft (quod !) nowe may ye 2, 
And I thanke you right hertily alfo 

Of your labour, for whiche God de you mede; - 
Ican no more, but Jefu be your fpede! 

‘Than Countinaunce thus afkid me anone, 
Your felauthip where be they all? (quod the.) 
For fothe (quod I) they’ are cominge everichone, 
But where they are I knowe no certainte, 
Without { may "hem at his windowe fe; 

Here wil ftande a waitinge here amonge, 
For wel l wote they wil not hence be longe. 
“Bbus as! ftode inufing ful bufily, 
T thought to take gode -hede af her aray; 
Her gowne was blewe, this wote | verily, 
OF gode facyon, and furrid wel with gray, 
Upon her fleve her worde, this isno nay, 
Whiche faid thus, as my penn can endite, 
A mcy, quiviy, writin with lettirs white, 

Ther forth withal the came ftreight unto me, 
Your wordes (quod he) fain wold i that I knewe. 
Forf.the (quod I) ye thal wel-knowe and fe, 
And for my worde I have none, this is trew; 

It is ynough that my clothing be blewe, 

As here before I had commaundement, 

And fo to do Lam right well content. 
Largeffe Stewarde. 

But tel! me this I pray you hertilye, 

The fteward here, fay me what is her name # 
She hight Largeffe, | fay you furily, 
A faire lady, and of right noble fame, 


id 


Whan ye her f@ ye wil reporte the fame, 
And undir her to byd you weicomé al 
‘There is Belchier, marfhal-of the hal. 

Mow al this while that ye here tary fill 
“Your own matirs ye may wel have im mind; 
But tel methis, have-ye brought any bill? 
Ye, ye, (quod I) and els I were behinde ; 
Where is there one, tel me, that } may finde 
‘To whom that I may fhcwe my matirs plaine ? 
Surely (qued the) unto the chambirlaine. 

Remembraunce Chambirlaine. 

The chambirlaine, (quod I) and fay ye trewe? 
Ye, verily, (Said fhe ;) by myne advile 
Ben nat aferde; unto her lowlye fewe. 

It thal be donc (quod.!) as ye devyfe, 

Bat I muft knowe her name in any wife. 
‘Trewly (quod fhe). to fhewe you in fubftaunce, 
‘Withouten fainyng, her name is Remembraunce. 

The fecretarye may not be forget, 

For the dothe right moche in evéry thinge, 
Wherfore I rede when ye have with her mete 
Your matere whole tel her without faininge ; 
‘Ye fhal her fynde ful gode and ful lovinge. 
‘Tel me her name (quod 1), of gentilneffe. 
By my gode fothe (quod the) Avifénefle. 

‘That name (quod !) for her is pafling gede, 
For every byl and fchedule the muéb fe. a 
Nowe gode, (quod I) come ftande there as I ftode, 
My fclawes be cominge; yondir they be. 

Is it in jape, or fay ye fothe? (quod the) 
In jape! nay, nay, I fay you for certayne ; 
Se how. thei come togithir twain and twaine, 

Ye fay ful fothe, (quod the) that is no nay, 

I fe coming a godely company. 

‘They ben foch folke, (quod £) dare I to fay, 
‘That lyft to love, thinkith it verily, 

And for my love I pray you faythfully 

At any tyme whan they upon you call 
‘That ye woll be gode frende unto "hem ail. 

Of my frendthip (quod fhe) they thal not miffe, - 

And for their efe to put therto my paine. 
God yelde it you! (quod 1) but take you this, 
Howe thal we know who is the chambirlayne ? 
"That hal ye wel know by her word certaine, 
What iaher worde, fyftir? I pray you fay. 
Plus ne purroye, thus writith fhe alwaye, 

Thus as. we itole togydir fhe and 1, 

Evcn at the yate. my felawes were echone, 
So met I "hem (as:me thought was godely} 
And bade "hem welcome al by one and one = 
Then came forth Countinaunce to us anone, 
Fol hertily, Pair fiftirs al, (quod the) 

Ye be right welcome into this countre. 

I counfayle you to take a litil ret 
In my chambre, if it be your plefaunce ; 

Whan yc be there me thinke it for the beft 
‘That | go in and cal Perfeveraunce, 
Bycaufe fhe is one of your acquaintaunce, 
And the alfo wil tel you every thinge 
Howe ye fhal be rulir of your cominge. 
My felawes al and I, by one advife, 
‘Wete wel agreed to do lyke as the fayde; 
‘Than we began to dreffe us in our gife, 
That folke fhoulde fay we were not unpurveide, 
And gode wagirs among us there we laide 
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Which of us was atirid mofte godeleit, 
And of us al whiche thulde be praifid beft. 

The portir came and brought Perfeveraunce, 
She welcomid us in curteis manere ; 2 
‘Thinke not long (quod fhe). of your attendance, 
I wil go {peke unto the herbigere, 

That the may purvey for your lodging here, 
Than wil f go unto the chambirlaine 
To fpeke for you, and come anone againe. 

And whan that fhe departid was and gone, 
We fawe folkis coming without the wal, 

So gret peple, that nombre coude we none, 
Ladies they were, and gentil women al, 
Clothid in blewe, echone her worde withal, 
But for to knowe her worde or her devife 
They came fo-thicke I ne might in no wife. 

With that anone came in Perfeveraunce, 
And where I ftode fhe came ftreight unto me; 
Ye ben (quod fhe) of min olde acquaintaunce,. 
You to enquere the boldir wolde I be 
What worde they bere eche aftir her degre; 

I you pray tel it me in fecret wife, 
And I fhall kepe it clofe on warrantife. 

We ben five ladies (quod I) al in-fere, 
And gentil women four in company, 

‘When they begin to.opin ther matere 
‘Than thal ye & ther wordis by and by; 
But as for me I have none verily, 

And fo I tolde Countinaunce here before ; 
Al min aray is blewe, what nedith more? 

Nowe then (quod fhe) I wol go backe againe 
That ye may have knowlege what ye fhuld do. 
tn foth (quod I) if ye wolde take the paine, 
Ye dyd right moche for us if ye dyd fo, 

The rathir {pede the fonir may we go; 
Grete cofte alway there is in taryings, 
And longe to fewe it is a wery thinge. 

Then partid fhe and came againe anone s 
Ye muft (quod fhe) come to-the chambirlaine, 
We be nowe redy (quod I) everychone 
‘To folowe you whan er ye lift certaine ; 

We have none eloquence, to tel you plaine, 
Befeching you we may be fo excufed 
Our trewe meaning that it-be not refufed, 

Then went we forth aftir Perfeveraunce; 
To fe the prees it wasa wondintace, 

‘There for to paffe it was'a grete combraunce, 
The peple ftode fo thicke in every place : 
Nowe flande ye ftil (quod the) a litil ipace, 
And for your cfe fomwhat f fhal aflay 

Yf I can make you any bettir way. 

And forth the gothe among "hem everychon, 
Making a way that we might thorough pafle 
More at our efe, and whan fhe had fo done 
She beckende us to come where as fhe was, 

So aftir her we folowed more and las; 

She brought us ftreight unto. the chambirlayne, 

There lefte the us, and than the went agaige. 
We falued her, as refon woulde it fo, 

Ful humble befeching her gret godeneile 

In our mattirs that we had for to do 

‘That the wolde be gode lady and maiftreffe, 

Ye be welcome, (qued fhe) in fothfaftencile, 

And fe, what I can do you for to plefe 

lam redy, that may be to your efe. 
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We folowed her anto the chambig dere; 
Siftirs, (quod fhe) come yein aftir mes 
But wete yo wel there was a pavidfiore 
The godlyitt that any wight might fe; 
‘And furthirmore about than lokid we 
On eche cornir and upon: every wal, 
Whiche was ymade of burrl arut ery ited, 

Wherein was graven of ftoriesmany one 
Firfte how Phyllis, of womanly pite, 

Dyed piteoufly for love of Demophone, 
Next aftir wae the Rory: of Thifbe, 

Howe that the flewe her felfe undir atre; 
Yet fawe I more, howe in right pitous caas 
For Antony was-flaine Cleapatras ; 

Upon the othir fide was Hawes the fhene, 

Ful untrewly difcevid in her baine; 

There wae alfo Annelida the Quene, 

Upon Arcite howe fore the did complaine! 
Al thefe ftoriesswere gravid there certaine, 
And many mo than I reherfe you here; 

It were ta longe to tel you al in fere. 

And bicaufe that the wallis fhone fo bright 
With fine umple they were al evir fprad, 


‘To the entent follte fhulde not harte ther fight, 


And theroggh it the itories might be radde ; 
‘Than furthirmore T'went as I was lad, 
And there I fawe withoutin any faile 
A chaire yfet with ful riche aparaile ; 

And five flagis it was fet fro the grounde, 
Of caffidony ful curioufly wrought, 


With foure pomelles of golde, and very rounde, 


Set with faphirs.as gode ascoude be thought, 
That wot ye what? if it wer thorough fought 
As fuppofe fro this countre to Inde 
Anothir foche it were tight harde to finde : 

For wete ye well was right nere to that, 
So as { durtt, beholding by and by, 

Above there was a riche clothe of eftate 
Ywrought with the nedle ful ftraungely, 
Her warde thereon, and thus it faid truely, 
En Dieu &f, to tel you in wordis fewe, 
With grete lettirs, the bettir 1 "hem knewe, 

‘Thus as we ftode a dore opened anone, 
A gentilwoman femely of ftature, 

Bering a Mace, came ont her felfe alone, 
Sothely me thought her a godely creture ; 
She fpake nothinge to lowde, I you enfure, 
Nor haftily, but with godely warnings 
Make rome, (quod fhe) my lady is cominge, 

With that anone I fawe Perfeveraunce 
Howe fhe helde up the tapet in her hande, 
Tfawe alfo in godely ordinaunce 
This gret lady within the tapet ftande, 
Comyng outwarde I wol ye undirftande, 
And aftir her a noble company, ‘ 
-Icoude not tel the nombre fikirly. 

Of ther namis f wolde nothing enquere, 
Furthir than foche as we wolde fewe unto, 
Save a lady whiche was the chauncellere, 
aAttemperaunce, fothely her name was fo, 
For us nedith with her have moche to do 
In our mattirs, and alway more and more; 
And fo forthe to tellin you furthirmore 


Of this lady, her beaute to diftrive 
My conninge is to fimple verily, 
For nevir yet the dayis of my live 
So inly faire have fens none trewly, 
In her eftate affurid uttirlys 
There wentid nought, I dare pw well affure, 
‘That longi to amoft godely creture, 
And furthizmare, to fpeke of her araye, 
1 thal tet you. the-maniz- of her gowue; 
OF clothe of golde ful-riche, ir: is no nay, 
‘The colour. blewe, of-right godely: facyoun, 
tn taberde wife, the fleves: ing sdewny, 
And what purfil there was, and ity what: wife, 
So as} can I fhal it you devife s 

Aftir a forte the collir and the 

Lyke as armine is made in purfitinge, 
With grete perlis ful fine and orient, 
‘They were couchid ali aftir one worching, 
With diamondes in ftede of powdiring, 
‘The flevis and the puriill of afife, 

They werin made. alike in every wife,. 

Aboute her necke aforte of faire rubyey, 
Tn white flouris.of. ighe fine .cmmumuile,. 
Upon her hed fet.in-the fairett-witer 
A circle of grete bulsis‘of entaile; 
That in emncft, to fpeke withoutin faile; 
For*yonge and olde and every manir age 
It was a worlde to loken on her vifage. 

Phus coming forth to fit in her eftate, 

In her prefence we kneled down everychone, 
Prefenting our byllis; and wote ye what ? 
Ful humbly the toke ‘hem by one and one: 
Whan we had done than came they al anone 
And did the fame eche aftir her manere, 
Kaeding at ones.and rifing al in fere:. 

Whan this.was don, and the fet:in her place, 
The chambirlaine the did unto her cal,, : 
And the godely coming to her. 6, 
+} Of her entent knowing nothin, ital, : 

Voyde backe the prefe (quod fe) ap to the waft, 
Make large rome, but loke that ye do not tary, — 
And take thefe byllis to the fecretary, 

‘The chambirlaine did her commaundément, 
And came againe as the was byd to do, 

‘The fecretary there beyng prefent 

The byllis were delivered her alfo, 

Not onely oura but many othir mo, 

‘Than the lady with gode advife againe 
Anone with al callid her chambirlaine, . 

We wol (quod the) the firit thing thar ye de 
The fecretary ye make come anone ‘ 
With ther bilis, and thus we wilalfo. 

In our prefence the rede *hem ewerychen, 
That we may takin gode advife theron 
Of the ladies that ben of our counfaile : 
Loke this be done withoutin any faile. 

Whan the chambirlaine wife of her entene 
Anone the did the fecretarye call ; 

Let your billie (quod fhe) be here prefent, 
My lady’ it wil. Madame (quod the) { thal. 
And in prefence fhe wil that ye *hem call, 
With right gode wil 1am redy (quod fhe) 
At her plefure, whan the commavadith me. 
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And upon that was made an ordinaunce 
They that came firft ther byllis fhulde be red, 
Ful gentilly than faid Perfeveraunce, 

Refon it wil that they were fonift fpedde; 
Anone withal, upon a tapet fpredde, 

The fecretarye layde "hem downe echone; 
Our byllis firft fhe redde tho one by one. 

The firft lady bering in her devife 
Sans que jamays, thus wrote {he on her byl, 
Complaining fore, and in ful pitous wife, 

Of promiffe made with faithful hert and wyll, 
and fo brokin ayenf al manir fkil, 

‘Without deferte alwaies on her partic, 

45 this matir defiring remedye. 

Her next folowing her word was in this wife, 
Us fans changer, and thus fhe did complaine, ~ 
"Fhough fhe had: be guerdoned for her fervice 
Yet nothing like as fhe that.toke the painc, 
‘Wherfore the coude in no wife her reftraine, 
But ia this cafe fewe until her prefence, 

Ais refon wolde, to havin recompence. 

So furthirmore, te {pcke of othir twaine, 
One of "hem wrote aftir her fantaty 
Ongues puis lever, and for to tel you plaine, 
Her complaint was ful pitous verily, 

For, as the faid, there was grete refon why = 
As Tcan remembre in this matere 
thal you tell the proceffe a] in fere. 

Her byl was made complaining in her gife, 
‘That of her joye, her comforte, and gladucile, 
‘Was no furetie, for in no manir wife 
She faid therin no point of ftablencffe ; 

Now yl, now wele, out of al fikirnetle, 
Fal humbly defiring of her high grace 
Sone to fhewe her remedy in this cafe. 

Her felawe made her bil, and thus fhe faid, 
In plaining wife, There as fhe lovid beit, 
Whethir that the were wrothe or weie apaide, 
She might not fe whan that fhe wole faineft, 
And fulle wrothe the was in very erneft; 
‘Totel her worde, as ferforth as I wote, 
Enticrement vafire, right thus fhe wrote, 

And upon that fhe made a grete requeft 
‘With hert and wil, and ai that might be done, 
As until her that might redrcife it bett, 

For in her mindc there might fhe finde it fone 
"The remedy of that whiche was her bone, 
Reherfing that that fhe had faide before, 
Beicehinge her it might be fo no more. 

And in like wife as they had done before 
The gentylwomen of our company 
Put ther bylis; and for to tell you more, 
One of "hem wrote C'ef fans dire verily, 
and her matere wholy to fpecify 
Within her byl fle put it in writinge, 

And what it faid ye thall yhave knowinge. 

It faid, God wote, and that ful pitoufly, 

Lyke as the was difpofid in her herte, 

No misfortane that fhe toke grevoully, 

AJ one to her was the joy and the finerte, 
Sometime no thanke for al her code deferte, 
Othir comforte he wantid none’ coming, 
And fo ufid it grevid her nothing ; 
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Defiring her and lowly hefeching, 
‘That the wolde for her feke a bettir way, 
As fhe that had yben her daies lyving 
Stedfait and trewe, and wilbe fo alway : 
Of her felawe fomwhat } thal youfay, _ 
Whofe byl was red the nexté forthe withal, 
And what it ment reberfin you | thal. 
Ex Diew of the wrote in her devife, 
And thus fhe faid withoutin any faile, 
Her troutbe ne might be takin in no wife, 
Like as fhe thought, wherfor fhe had mervaile, 
For trouth lomtyme was wont to take availe 
In every mattere, but al that’ is ago, 
“The more pyte that it is fuffrid fo. {plain, 
Moche more there was, wherof fhe fhuld com- 
But the thought it to gret an encombraunce 
So moche to write,and therfore in certain 
In God and her fhe put. all her affiaunce, 
Asin her worde is made a remermbraunce, 
Befeching her that fhe wolde in this cace 
Shewe unto her the favour of her grace. 
The thirde the wrote reherfing her grevaunce, 
Ye, wote ye what a pitous thing to here? 
For as me thought the felt grete difplefaunce, 
One might ryght wel perceve it by her chere; 
And no wondir, it fate -her pafiyng nere, 
Yet lothe fhe waste put it in writinge, 
But Nede wel bavin courfe in every thinge. 
Soyes affuré, this was her word certain, 
And chus fhe wrote within a Jitil {pace ; 
bere fhe lovid her labor was in vaine, 
For he was fet al in anothir place, 
Ful humilly defiring in that cace 
Some gode conforte her forowe to appefe, 
‘That fhe might livin more at hert’is efe, 
‘The fourth furely me thought fhe likid wele, 
As in her poste and in her behavinge , 
And Bien monefle, as ferre as 1 coude fele, 
‘That was hee worde, tyl her belonging, 
Wherfore to her the praied above al thing 
Ful hertily, to ay you in futance, 
That fhe wold feodin her gode Countinaunce, 
¥e have reherfid me thefe byllis all, : 
But nowe let fe fomwhat of your entent ; 
It may fy hap paravinture ye hal; 
Nowe | pray you while | am here prefent 
Ye thal have knowlege parde what t ment, 
But thus I‘fay in trouth, and mezke no fable, 
Vhe cace it felfe is inty lamvatable 5 
And wel I wote that ye woi thynke the fame, 
Lyke as I fay, whan ye lave herde my byl; 
Now gode, tel on; [hate you by Saint Jame; 
Abyde a while, it is not yet my wil, 
& ye wete by refon and by fkil, 
have knowlege of that was don before, 
And thus it is faid, without wordis more + 
Nothing fo lefe as deth to come to me, 
For final ende of my farowes and paine ; 
What fbuld f move delire as femith ye ? 
And ye knewe al aforne it for cercaine 
I wote ye wolde, and for to tel you plaine, 
Wichout her helpe that hath al thinge in cure 
I can nat thiuke that it mdy long endure. 
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As for my trouth it hath be provid wele, 
To fay the fothe, and I can fay no more, 
Of fullonge t: me, and fuffrid every dele 
In pacience, and kepe it all in ftore, 
Of her‘godeneffe beleching her therfore 
‘That I might have my thanke in foche a wife 
Asm deferte yfervith of juftife. 
Whan thefe billis were rad everyehone 
The ladie toke a gode advifément, 
And "hem to anfwerin by one and one 
She thought it was to moche in jer entent, 
Wherfore fhe yave to *hem comu-aindémeat 
In her prefeuce to come both one und al 
To yeve ‘hem her anfwere in generall. 
What dyd the than fuppofe ye verily ? 
She fpake her felfe, and faid in this manere : 
We have wel fene your byllis by and by, 
And fome of *hem be pitous for to here, 
‘We wol therefore ye knowe al this in fere, 
Wizhjn fhorte tyme our court of parliment 
Here fhal be holde in our palays prefente, 
And in al this wherin you find you greved 
There fhall ye finde an opin remedy, 
In foche a wife as ye thal Ye relevéd 
OF al that ye reherfin here thoroughly; 
As for the date, ye thal knowe verily 
‘That ye may have a fpace in your coming, 
For Diligence thal tel you by writing. 


ca 
‘We thankid her in our moft humble wife 

Our felawthip eche one by one affent, 

Submittinge usdowly til her fervice, 

For as we thought we had our travaile fpent 

In toche wife as we heldin us content ; 

Than eche of us toke othir by the fleve, 

And forth withal as we thulde take our leve. 
Al fodainly the watir fprange anone 

In my vifage, and therwithal | woke : 

Where am I now? thought 1; al this is gone, 

Al amafid; and up { began to loke: 

With that anon I went and mode this Boke, 

Thus fimpilly rehesfing the fubftaunce, 

Bicaufe it thulde not be’ out of remembraunce, 
Now verily your dreme is palling gode, 

And worthy to be had in remembraunce, 

For though I ftand here as longe as I ftode 

{t thulde not to me be none encombraunce, 

1 toke therin fo inly grete plefaunce; 

But tel me nowe wha: ye the boke do cal, . 

For I mufte wete. Wyth right gode wyl ye fal 
As for this boke, to fay you very right, 

And of the name to tel you’ in certainte, 

+ ’affemble de Dames, thus it hight, 

How thinkin ye? That name is gode parde, 

Nowe go; farewel; for they cal aftir me 

My felawes al, and 1 mutt aftir fone : 

Rede wel my dreme, for now my tale is done, 
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Never before the year 1597 printed: that which heretofore hath gone under the name of 
bis Dreame, ts The Book of the Ducheffe, or The Death of Blanch, Ducheffe of Lan- 


caper. 


‘ 
Warn Flora, the quene of Plefaunce, 
Had whole achievid th’ obeyfaunce 
OF the frefh and the new fefon 
‘Thorow out every region, 

And with her mantle whole covert 
‘That wintir made had difcovert, 

Of avinture withoutin light 

In May I Jay upona night - 

Alone, and on my lady thought, 

And how the Lord that her ywrought 
Couth well entayle in imagery, 

And fhewid had grete maiftiry, 

When he in fo litil a fpace 

‘Made fuch a body and a face, 

So grete beautie with fwich fetures, 
More than in othir creatures; 

And in my thoughtis as I lay 

Within a lodge out of the way, 
Befide a well in a foredt, 

Where aftir hunting I toke reft, 
Nature and kind fo in me wrought 
"That balfe on flepe they me ybrought, 
And gan to dreme to my thinking 
With mind of knowliche like making, 


# This Dreame, devifed by Chaucer, femeth to be a co- 
vert report of the marriage of John of Gaunt, the king’s 
fonne, with Blanch, the daughtir of Henry, Duke of Lan- 
cafter, who after ling love (during the time wherof the 
poet faineth them to be dead) were in the end by confent 
of fiends happily maried, figured by a bird bringing in her 
bill an hearbe which redored them to lyfe apaine. Here 
alfo is thewed Chaucer's match with a certain gentlewo- 
man, who although the waa ftranger, was notwithitand- 
ing [6 well liked and loved of the Lady Blancht and her lord, 
as Chaucer himfelfe alfo was, that giadly they concluded a 
martiage between them, Urry. 





For what I dremid, as me thought, 

1 faw it, and I fleptin nought, 
Wherefore is yet my full beleve 

That fome gode fpirit that ilke eve, 
By mene of fome evrious port, > 
Bare me where { faw payne and fport; 
But whether it were I woke or flept 
Well wot I oft I lough and wept ; 
Wherefore { woll in remembraunce 
Put whole the payne and the plefaunce, 
Which was to me axin and hele ; 
Would God ye witt it everydele, 

Or at the left ye might 0 night 

Of fuch anothir have a fight 
Although it were to you a payne, 
Yet on the mo’row ye would be fayne, 
And with that it might long endure, 
‘Then might ye fay ye had gode cure, 
For he that dremes and wenes he fe 
Mochil the bettir yet maie he 

Ywit what, and of whom, and where. 
And cke the laffe it woll hindere * 
To thinke I fe this with mine eene, 
Iwis this may not dremé kene, 

But figne or a fignifiaunce 

Of hafty thing founing plefaunce; 

For on this wife upon a night, 

As ye have herd, withoutin light, 

Not alf wakyng ne full on flepe, 
About fuch hour as lovirs wepe 

And crie aftir ther ladies grace, 

Befeil me tha this wondir cace, 
Which ye fhall here, and all the wif, 
So wholly as I can devife: 
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In -playne Englifh evill writtin, 

For flepe writir, well ye wittin, 

Exeufid is though he do mis 

More than one whiche that waking is, 

Wherefore here of your gentilnefie 

1 you requyre my boiftoufnefle 

Ye lettin paffe as thingé rude, 

And herith what I woll conclude, 

And of the’ endityng taketh no hede, 

Ne of the termes, fo God you fpede, 

But ct all pafle as nothing were, 

For thus befell, as you fhall here. 

Within an yle methought I was 

Where wall and yate was all of glaffe, 

And fo was clofid round about 

That leveleffe none come in ne out, 

Uncouth and ftraungé to behold, 

For evéry yate of fine gold 

A thoufand fanis aje turning 

Entunid had, and briddes finging 

Divers, and on eche fane a paire 

With opin mouth again the aire ; 

And ofa fute were al] the toures, 

Subtily corvin aftir foures, 

Of uncouth célours during aye, 

That nevir ben none fene in May, 

With many a fmail turret hie ; 

But man on live could J non fic, 

Ne creturis, fave ladies play, 

Which werin fuch of ther array 

That as me thought of godelihed 

‘They paffeden all and womanhed, 

For to behold them daunce and fing 

It femid like none erthly thing, 

Such was ther uncouth countinaunce 

In every play of right ufaunce, 

And of one age evérichone 

‘They femid all fave onely one, 

Which had of yeris fuffifaunce, 

For the might neythir fing ne daunce, 

But yet her countenaunce was fo glad, 

And the fo fewe yeris had had 

As any ladiec that was there, 

And as litil it did her dere 

Of luftines to laugh and tale 

As the had full ftuffid a male 

Of difportis and new playis; 

Faire had the ben in her dayis, 

And maiftreffe femid well to be 

Of all that lufty companie, 

And fo the might, I you enfure, 

For one the conningift creture 

She was, and fo (aid everichone, 

That er her knew, there failid none, 
..For the was fober, and well avifed, 

And from evéry fault dilguifed, 

And nothing ufed but faith and truth; 

That the n’as. young it was grete ruth, 

For every where and in ech place 

She govirnid her, that in grace 

She ftode alway with pore and riche, 

That a word was none her liche, 

Ne halfe fo’ able maiftrefs to be 

To fuch a lufty companie, 


Befeli me fo, when lavifed 
Yhad the yle that me fuffifed, 
And whole th’ eftate evary where 
‘That in the lofty yle was there, 
Which was more wondir to devife 
Thaa is the joyous paradife, 
1 dare well fay, for floure ne tre, 
Ne thing wherein plefaunce might be, 
There faylid none, for every wight, 
Had they defirid day and night 
Richis and hele, beauty and efe, 
With every thing that them might plefe, 
But thinke and have, it cot no more; 
In fuch a country there before 
Had I not ben ne herdin tell 
That livis credture might dwell. 
And when f had thus all about 
‘The yle avifid thoroughout 
‘The ftate, and how they were arayed, 
In my hert I wexe well appayed, 
And in my felfe ] me affured 
‘That in my body’ I was well ared, 
Sithin I might have fuch a grace 
‘To fe the ladies and the pace, 
Which were fo faire, I you enfure, 
‘That t my dome though that Nature 
Would evir ftrive and do her paine 
She fhould not con ne mow attaine 
The left feture for to amend, 
‘Though fhe would all her conning fpende, 
That unto beautie might availe, 
It were but paine and loft travaile, 
Such part in ther nativitie 
Was then alargid of beautie ; 
And eke they had a thing notable 
Unto ther deth ay durable, : 
And was, that ther beauty thould dure, 
Which was nevir fene in ereture, 
Save onily there (as [ trow) 
It ne hath not be wift ne know, 
Wherefore I praife with ther conning 


That during heautie, riche thing, 


Had they ben of ther lives certaine 


‘They had ben quite of every paine. 


And when I wend thus all have fene 


The ftate, the riches, that might bene, 


‘That me thought impoffible were 


To fe one thing more than was there. 
That to beautie or glad conning 

Serve or availe might any thing, 

All fodainly as I there ftode 

This lady, that couth fo much gode, 
Unto me came with Smiling chere, 
And faid, Benedicite ! this yere 

Saw I nevir man here but you ; 

Tell me how ye come hidir now, 

And your name, and where that ye dwell, 
And whom ye feke cke mote ye tell, 
And how ye come be to this place ; 

The foth well told my caufe you grace, 
And ellis ye mote prifoner be 

Unto the ladies here and me, 

That have the governaunce of this yle; 
And with that word fhe gan to mile, 
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And fo did all the lufty ront 

Of ladies that Pode her about. 
Madame, (qi od .) this mght ypaft 
Lodgid 1 was and flept? fatt 

Ina foreft befide a well, 

(And now am here, how should I tell? 
Wot I not by whofe ordinance, 

But oncly Fortune’s purveiance, 
‘Which puttith many, as I geffe, 

To travaile, paine, and butineffe, 
And lettith nothing for ther truth, 
But fome fteeth eke, and that is ruthy 
Wherefore I doubt her brittilnes; 
Heer variance and unftedfaftnes; 

So that I am as yet afraid, 

And of my’ beyng here amaid, 

For wondir thing it femith me 
‘Thos many freth ladies to fe 

So faire fo cunning, and fo yong, 
‘And no man dwelling them among 5 
N’ot I not how I hidir come, 
Madame, (quod I) this all and fome : 
‘What fhould I faine a long proceffe 
To you, that feme fuch a princeffe ? 
‘What plefith you commaund or fay, 
Here J am redy to obay 

"To my powir, and all fulfill, 

And prifonir bide at your will, 

Till you duly enformid be 

Of evéry thing ye afke me. 

This lady there right well apaid 
Me by the hande ytoke, and fuid, 
Welcome, prifoner adventurus, 
Right glad am 1 ye have faid thus, 
And for ye doubt me to difplefe 
J will affay to do you efe : 

And with that word, yc, right anon, 
She and the Jadies everichon 
Affemblid, and to counfaile went, 
And aftir that fone for me fent, 
And to me faid on this manere, 

All word for word, as ye fhall here : 

‘To fe you here us thinke marvaile, 
And how withoutin bete ar faile, 
By any fubtilty or wyle, 

Ye get have entre in this yle, 

But not for that yet fhall ye fe 
That we gentill women ybe, 

Loth to difplefin any wight, 
Notwithitunding our grete right 5 
And for ye fhatl well undirftond 
"The oldé cuftome of this lond, 
Which hath continued many yere, 
Ye thall well wete that with us here 
Ye may not bide, for caufis twaine 
‘Which we be purpofed you to faine. 

‘The one is this; our ordinance, 
Which is of long continuance, 

Ne woll not, fothly we you tell, 

That no man here among us dwell, 
Wherefore ye mote nedis retourne 5 
In no wife may you here {ejourne. 

The othir is eke, that our quence 
Tins afihe eolene: a6 we Soa (ene. 


1s, and may be to us a charge 

If we let goe you here at large,” 

For whiché caufe the more we doubt 
‘To doc a fault while the is out, 

Or fuflir that may be noyfance 
Againe our old accuftomance. 

And when | had thefe caufis twaine’ 
Yherd, o God! what mochil paine 
All fodainly about mine hert 
"There came at onis, and how fmert! 
In creping foft as who fhould ftele 
Or doe me robbe of all mine hele, 
And made me in my thought fo afraid 
That in courage I ftode difmaid ; 
And ftanding thus, as was my grace, 
A lady came niore than apace, 

With a huge preifé her about, 

And told how that the quene without 
Was arivid; and would come in ; 
Well were they that hidir might twin; 
‘hey hicd fo they would not abide 
The bridiling ther horfe to ride, 

By five, by fixe, by two, by thre ; 
‘There was not one abode with me 5, 
The quene to mete evérichone 

They went; and bode with me not ont; 
And I went aftir a foft pafe; ° 
Imagining how to purchafe : 
Grace of the quene there to abide 
Till gode fortune fume happy guide 
Me fendin might, that would me bring 
Where I was borne, to my wonning, 
For way ne fote ne knew F none, 

Ne whithirward I n’ift to gone, 

For all was fe about the yle ; 

No wondir though me lift not fimile, 
Seing the cafe uncouth and ftraunge ; 
And fo in like a perilous chaunge, 
Imagi’ning thus walking alone 

I faw the ladies everichone, 

So that 1 might fomwhat offer, 

Sune aftir that I drew me nerey 

And tho I was ware of the quene,; 
And how the ladies on ther knene 
With joyous words gladly advifed 
Her welcomed fo that it fuffifed 
Though’the the princes whole had be 
Ofall environed is with fe ; 

And thus avifing with chere fad 

All fodainly I was right glad, 

That gretir joy, as mote | thrive; 

J trow had nevir man on live 

‘Than I tho, ne an bert more light, 
When of my Jady Thad fight, 

Wich with the quene ycome was there, 
And in one clothing both they were 5 
A knight alfo there.well befene 

Tfaw that come was with the queney 
Of whom the ladies of that yie 

Had hugé wondir a long while, 

"Till at the laft right foburly 

‘The quene her fclf full cunningly, 
With fofté wordis in gode wile, 

Said to the ladies yong and nife, 
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My fittits, how it hath befall 
trow ye know it one and all - 
‘That of long time here have { bene 
Withjn this yle biding as quene, 
Living at efe, that nevir wight 
More parfit joy havin ne might, 
And to you ben of govirnance F 
Such as you found, in whole plefance, 
In evéry thing a8 ye know 
Aftir our cuftonie and our low, 
Which how they firft yfoundin were 
I trow ye wote all the manere; 
And who the quene ‘is of this yle, 
As T have ben this longé while, 
Ech fevin yeres mote of ulage 
Vifit the hevenly armitage 
Which on a rock fo high yftonds, 
Jn ftrangé fe out from all londs, 
‘That to makin the pilgrimage 
Is called a long peri’lous viage, - 
For if the wind be not gode frend 
‘The journey duris.to the end 
Of him whiché that it undirtakes ; - 
Of twenty thoufand one not feapes ; 
Upon which rock growith a tre 
‘That certaine yeres heres applis thre, 
‘Which, thre applis who {6 may have 
Bepi from all difplefaunce yfave 
‘That in the fevin yere may fall, 
This wote ye well bothe one and all, 
For the fieft apple.and the hext 
Which ygrowith unto you next 
Yhath thre vertues notable, 
And kepith youth aic durable, 
Beauty and loke evir in one, 
And is the bef in everichone. 
The fecond apple red and grene, 
Onely with lokis of your yene 
You nourihis in grete plefaunce 
‘Bettir than partridge or fefaunce, 
And fedis every liv'is wight 
Plefantly onely with the fight. 
_And the third apple of the thre, 
Which growith lowift on the tre, 
Who it beris ne may not fuile 
‘That to hig plefaance may availe, 
So your plefure and beauty rich 
Your during youth evir yliche, 
‘Your truth, your cunning, and your welc, 
Hath aye flourid, and your gode hele, 
Without ficknes or difplefaunce, 
Or thing that to you was noyfaunce, 
So that you have as goddeffes 
Livid above all princeffes : 
» Now is befall, as ye may fe; 
‘To gathir thefe faid applis thre; 
Ihave not failed againe the day 
‘Thithirwardis to take the way, 
‘Wening to {pede as T had oft ; 
But when J come I find aloft 
My fiftir, which that here yftands, 
Having thofe applis in her hands, 
Avifing them, and nothing faid, 
But lokid.as the were well paid ; 
Vou. 





And as I ftode her to behold, 

Thinking how my joyis were cold 

Sith I'thofe applis have ne might, 

Evin with that fo came this knight, 

And in his armes of me aware 

Mc toke, and to his thip me bare, 

and faid, thqugh him I ner had fene 

Yet had f long his lady ben, 

Wherefore I fhould with him ywend, 

And he would to his liv'isend 

My fervant be, and gan to fing 

As one that had wonne a rich thing 

Tho were my {pirits fro me gone. 

So fodainJy evérichone 

‘That in me apperid but deth, 

For I felt neithir life ne breth, 

Ne gode ne harmé none I knewe; 

‘The fodaine paine me was fo new, 

‘That had not the hafty grace be 

Of this lady, that fro the tre 

Of her gentilneffe fo hyid 

Me to comfort I had dyid, 

And of her thre applis the one 

Into mine hand there put anone, 

Which brought againe my mind and brethy 

Atd me recovered from the deth ; 

Wherefore to her fo am I hold 

"Vhat for her all things do I wold, 

For fhe was lech of all my fmert, 

And from grete paine fo quite mine here, 

And, as God wote, right as ychere 

Me to comfort with frendly chere 

She did her proweffe and her might 5 

And truly eke fo did this knight 

in that he comteand oftin faid: z 
hat of my wo he was ill paid, ¢ 

And curfed the fhip’ ebatehem there brought, 

The maft, the mattir that it wrought : 

And as ech thing mote have an end, 

My fiftir here, your brothir frend, 

Con with her words fo womanly 

This knight entrete and conningly, 

For mine honour end hisalifo, 

And faid that with her we fhould go 

Both in her thip, where fhe was brought, 

Which was fo wondirfully wrought, 

So clene, fo rich, and fo araid, 

That we were both content and paid; 

And me to comfort and to plete, 

And mine hert for to put at efe, 

She toke grete paine in litil while, 

And thus hath brought us to this yle, 

As ye may fe; wherfore echone 

I pray you thanke her one and one 

As hertly as ye.can devife 

Or ithagine in any wife. 

At once there tho men mightin fen 

A world of Jadies fall on kneen 

>Fore my lady, that there about 

Was left none ftanding in the rout, 

Buc altogither they went at ones 

To knele; they {pared not for the ftones, 

Ne for eftate, ne for ther blode; 

Well thewid there they couth much gode ! 

Ge 
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To my lady they made fach feft, 
_And with fuch wotdis, that the left 
So frendly and fo faithfully 

Yfaid was and fo cunningly, 

That wondir was, feing ther youth, 
‘To here the language that they couth, 
And wholly how they governed were 
In thanking of my lady there, 

And faid by will and maundément 
"They were at her commaundément, 
Which was to me as gretea joy 

Aa winning of the toune of Troy 
‘Was to the hardy Grekis ftrong 
When they it wart with fiegé long, 
‘To fe my lady’ in fuch a place, 

And fo reeevid as fhe was. 

And when they talkid had a while 
OF this and that; artd of the yle, 

My lady end the ladies there, 
Altogithir as they ywere, 

"The quene her felf began to play, 
And to the agid lady fay, 

Now femith you not gode it were, 
Sith we be altogithir here, 

‘To ordaine and devife the beft 

‘To fet this knight and me at refty 

For Woman is a feble wight 

Lo rerea warre aguinft a knight ; 

And fith he here is in this place, 

At my left in dangir or grace, 

It were to me grete villany 

‘To do him any tiranny ; 

Bat faine I would, now will ye here, 
In his owne country that he were, 
And I in pece and he at fe; 

‘This were a way us both to plefe ; 

If it might be I you befeche : 
With him hereof you falt in fpeche. 
"This lady tho began to fmile, 
Avifing her a litil while, 

And with glad chere fhe faid anone, 
Madam, f will unto him gone, 

And with him fpcke, and oftin fele 
‘What he defiris every dele 

And fobirly this lady tho 

Her felfe, and othir ladies two 

She toke with her, and with fad chere 
Said to the knight on this manere ; 
Sir, the grete princes of this yle, 
‘Whom for your plefance many a mile 
Ye fought have, as | undirftond, 

‘Till at the laft ye have her fond 

Me fent hath here, and ladies twaine, 
To herin all thing that ye faine; 
And for what caufe ye have her fought 
Faine would the wotc, and whole your thought, 
And why you do her all this wo, 
And for what caufe you be her fo, 
And why of every wight unware 

By force ye to your fhip her bare, 
"That she fo nigh ywas agone 

‘That mind ne fpech ne had fhe noae, 
But as a painfull credture 

Dying abode her advinture, 


‘That her to fe indure that paine 

Here we all fay unto you plaine 
Right on your felfe ye did amiffe, 
Seing how fhe a princes is. 

‘This knight, the which ycowth his gode, 
Right of his truth mevid his blode, 
That pale he woxe as any led, 

And lok’t as tho he wold be ded ; 
Blode was there none in nothir cheke, 
Wordleffe he was, and femid ficke; 
And fo it provid well he was, 

For without moving any paas, 

All fodainly as thing dying, 

He fell at onis downe fowning ; 

‘That for his wo this lady fraid 

Unto the quene her hyed, and faid, 
Cometh on anon, as have you bliffe, 
But ye be wife; thing is amiffe; 

‘This knight is ded or will be fone, 
Lo! where he lyith ina fwone 
Withoutin word or anfwiting 

To that [ have faid any thing ; 
Wherefore I doubt mioche that the blame 
Might be hindiring to your name, 
Which flourid hath fo many-yere, 

So longeé that for nothing bere’ - 

I would in no wife that he dyed, 
Wherefore it gode were that ye hyedy 
His life to favis at the left; 

And aftir that his wo be ceft 
Commaundith him te voide or dwell, 
For in no wife dare ¥ more mell 

Of thing wherein fuch perill is 

As like is now to fall of this, 

‘This quene right tho, full of grete fere, 
With all the ladies prefent there, 
Unto the knight came where he lay, 
And made a Jady to him fay, 

Lo! here the quene; awake, for fhame ! 
‘What will you doe ? is this gode game i 
Why lyc you here? what is your mind? 
Now is well fene your wit is blind, 
To fe fo many ladies here 

And ye to make none othir chere; 
But as ye fet them alfat nought 

Arife for hislove that you bought. 
But what fhe faid a word not one 

He fpake, me anfwere gave her none. 
‘The quene of very pitty tho, 

Her worfhip and his life alfo 

‘Fo favin, there fhe did her paine, 
And quoke for fere, and gan to faine, 
For woe, alas! what fballldoe! 
What thell } fay this man unto? 

If he die here loft is my name 

How fhal I play this-perillous game? 
If any thing be here amiffe 

Tt fhall be faid it rigour is, 

Whereby my name impayrin might; 
And like to die eke is this knight : 
And with that word her hand fhe laid 
Upon his breft, and to him faid, 
Awake, my knight! Jo! it amI 

That to you fpeke ; now tell me why 
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Ye fare thus, and this paine endure, 
Seing you be in country fure, 
Among fuch frends that would you hele, 
Your hert’is efe eke and your wele? 
And if I wift what you might efe, 
Or know the thing that you might plefe, 
Tyou enfure it should not faile 
‘That to your hele you might availe; 
Wherefore with ali my hert I pray 
Ye rife, and let us talke and play: 
‘And fe how many ladies here 
Be comin for to make gode chere 
All was for nought, for ftill as tone 
He lay, and word ne {poke he nones 
Long while was or he might braid; 
And of all that the quene had faid 
He wift no word ; but at the lait 
© mercy! twife he eryid faft, 
That pittie was his voice to here, * 
Or to behold his painefull chere, ¥- 
Which was not feined was well to fein 
Both by his vifage and his eyn, 
Which on the quene at once he caft, 
And fighid as he would to brat, 
And aftir that eke he thright fo 
‘That wondir was to fe his wo, 
Por fithin that payne was firft named 
‘Was ner more wofull payne attained, 
For with voyce did he gan to plaine, 
And to himfelfe thefe wordis faine; 
J, wofull wight full of malure, 
And worfe than ded, and yet I dure, 
And maugre any paine or deth 

, Againft my will I fele my breth : 
Why n’am I ded, fith I'ne ferve, 
And fith my lady will me fterve ? 
Where art thou, Deth? art thou agaft? 
Well thall we mete yet at the laft 
Though thou the hide it is for nought, 
For where thou dwelft thou fhalt be fought : 
Maigre thy fubtill double face 
Here will I die right in this place. 
To thy difhonour and myn efe 
Thy manic is no wight to plefe : 
What nedis the, fith I the feche, 
So the to hide, my paine to eche? 
And well wof thou I will not live 
Who would me all this world here give, 
For I have with my cowardife 
Loft joy, and hele, and my fervife, 
And made my foveraigne lady fo 
That while the lives I trow my fo 
She will be evir to her end; 
‘Thus have I neither joy ne frend. 

- Wote I not whethir haf or floth 
Hath caufid this now by my troth, 
For at the hermitage full vie, 
When I her faw firft with myne eye, 
Uhyid till L was aloft, 
And made my pacé {mall and foft, 
‘Till in mine armes I bad her faft, 
And to my fhip bare at the laft, 
Wherof the was difplefid fo 
That endles there femid her wo, 





And I thereof had fo grete fere 

That me repent that 1 come there, 
Which haft I trow gan her difplefe, 
And is the caufe of my difefe. 

And with that word he gan tocry, 
Now Deth, Deth, come, twyis or thry, 
And motrid I n’ot what of flouth : 
And even with that the quené of routh 
Him in her armies toke, and fayd, 
Now, mine owne knight! be’ not ill apayd 
That I a lady to you fent 

To have knowledge of your entent, 
For in gode faith } men't but well, = 
And would ye wift it every dele, 
Nor will not do to you ywis; 

And with that word fhe gan him kiffe, 
And prayed him rife, and faid the would 
His welfare by her truth, and told 
Him how fhe was for his difefe 
Right fory, and faine would him plefe, 
His lyfe to fave. ‘Thefe wordis tho 
She faid to him, and" mary mo, 

In comforting, for from the pain ° 
She would he were delivered'faines 
‘Lhe knight tho up ycaft his een, 
Aifd when he faw it was the quene 
That to him had thefe wordis faid, 
Right in his wo he gan to braid, 
And him up dreflis for to knele, 

The quene avifing wondir wele; ° 
But as he rofe he ovirthrew, 
Wherefore the quene yet eft anew 
Him in her armis anone toke, 

And pitoufly gan on him loke; 

But for all that nothyng thefayd, ° - 
Ne fpake not like the were well payd; 
Ne no chere made not fad ne light, 
But all in one to every wight 

There was fene conning with éftate 
In her without noyfe or debate, 

For fave onely a loke piteous 

Of womenhed undifpiteous, 

‘That the fhowid in continance, 

Far femed her hert from obeifance, 
And not for that the did her reine 
Him to recovir from the peine, 

And his hert for to put at large, 

For her enteut was to his barge 

Him for to bryng agayntt the Ve, 
With certcine ladies, and take léve, * 
And pray him of his gentilitelié: »* 
To fuffir her thenceforth int pete 
Asochir princis had before, =~ 
And from thenceforth for evirmote 
She would him worthip-in all wife 
That gentilneife -ytnight devife, 

And payne her wholly to faffill 

In honour his plefure'and: will. 

And during thus this knightis wo, 
Prefent the quene and othir mo; 

My lady’ and many’ an othir wight, 
Ten thoufand thippis at a fight 

I faw come oer the wavy flode 

With fayle and ore, that as I Rode 
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‘Them to behold I:gan magvaile 
From whom might come fo many’ a faile, 
For fith the tyme that I was bore 
Such a navie theren’ere before 

Had F not fene, ne fo arayed, x 
‘That for the fight my hert yplayed 
Aye to and fro within my breft 

For joy ; long was or it would reft; 
For there was faylis full of floures, 
Aftir caftils with hugé tourcs, 
Yfeming full of armis bright. 

‘That wondir lufty was the fight, 
‘With large toppis and mattis long, 
Richly depeint, and reare among 

At certaine timis gan repayre 

Smale birdis downc from the aire, 
And on the ffippis bounds about 
Yfate and fong with voyce full out 
Balladesand layes right joyoully, 

As they cowth in ther harmony, 
‘That you to write that I there fe 
Bline excule is it may not be; 

For why? the mattir were to long 
‘To name the birds and write ther fong; 
‘Whereof anon the tydings there 
Unto the quene fone brought ywere, 
With many’ alas and many,a doubt, 
Shewing the fhippis there without : 
_.Tho gan theagid Iady wepe, 
Afid:-faid, Alas! our joy on flepe 
Sone thal be brought, ye, long or night, 
For we diferied ben by this knight, 
For certes it may none othir be 

But hevis of yond companie, 
And'they be come him here to feche; 
Adid with that word her faylid fpeche. 
‘Without reme’dy we be deitroid, 

Fal oft faid all, and gan conclude 
Wholy at onis.at the laft 

‘That beft was fhit ther yatis fait, 
And arme them all in gode langage, 
As they had done of old ulage, 

And of fayre wordis make ther thot ; 
‘This was ther counfaile and the knot, 
And othir purpofe toke they none, 
But armid thus forth they all gone 
‘Vowartd the wallis of the yle; 

But or they comin there long while 
‘They mettin the grete lord of bove 
That callid is the god of Love, 

That them avifid with fuch chere, 
Right as he with them angry were: 
Avayled them not ther wals of glaffe; 
- This mighty lord let not to paffe 

‘The dhuttyng of ther yatis fait ; 

All they had ordained was but watt; 
Fot- when his thips had foundin land 
‘This lord anon, with bow in hand, 
Into this yle with huge prefe 

Yhyid fatt, and would not cefe 

‘Till he came there the knight ylay + 
Of quene ne lady by the way 

"Toke he no hede, but forth he paft, 
And yet all followed at the laf. 


And when he came where lay the knight 
‘Well thewid he he had grete might, 
And forth the quene callid anone™ 

And all the ladies everichone, 

And to them faid, Is not this routh, 
‘Lo fe my fervaunt for his trouth 

‘Thus lene, thus ficke, and in this payne, 
And wot not unto whom to playne, 
Save onely one withontin mo, 

Which might him hele, and is his fo ? 
And with that word his hevy brow 

He fhewid the quene, and lokid row, 
‘This mighty lord forth tho anone 
With o loke her faultis echone 

He can her thew in litit {pech, 
Commaunding heg to be his lech, 
Withoutin more, fhortly to fay, 

He thought the quene fone fhould obay,, 
And in his hond he fhoke his bow, 
And faid right foac he would be know ; 
And for the hat fo long refufed 

His fervice, and his lawes not ufed, 

He let her wit that he was wroth, 
And bent his bow, and forth he goth 
A pace or two, and evin there 

A largé draught up to his ere 

He drew, and with an arrow ground 
Both tharpe and newe the quene a wound 
He gave that perfed unto the hert, 
Which aftirward full fore gan fmert, 
And was not whole of many yere; 
And even with that Be of gode chere, , 
My knight, quod he; I will the hele, 
And the reftore to parfite wele, 

And for ech payne thou haft endured: 
‘To have two joies thou art enured ; 
And forth he paflid by the rout, 

With fobir chere walking about, 

And what he faid I thought to here ; 
Well wit he whiche his fervaunts were ; 
And ashe paffid anon he fond 

My lady’, and her toke by the hond, 
And made her chere as a goddes, 

And of Beaute called her Frinces, 

Of Bounty eke gave her the name, 
Aad fayd there was nothyng to blame 
In her, but fhe was vertuous, 

Saving the would no pity ufe, 

Which was the caule that he her fought 
To put that far out of her thought; 
And fithin fhe had whole richefte 

Of womanhed and frendlineffe, 

He faid it was nothing fitting 

To void,Pity his gwnc leggyng ; 

And gan her prech and with her play, 
And ef her beauty told her aie, 

And faid the wasa cre .¢ 

Of whom the namé fhonia endure, 

And in his bokis full of plefaunce 

Be put for er in remembraunce¥ 

And as me thoughtin more frendly, 
Unto my lady and godelily 

He fpake than any that was there; 
And fer the’ applis I trow it were 
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* ‘That fhe had in poffeffion, 
‘Wherefore long in proceffion 
Many a pace arme undir other 
‘He weike, and fo did with none other: 
But what he would commaund or fay 
Torwith nedis all muft obay, 
And what he defired at the left 
OF my lady was by requeft': 
And when they long together had bene 
He brought my lady to the quene, 
And to her faid, Sa God you {pede 
Shew grace and confent, that is ucde. 
My lady tho full conningly, 
Right well avifed and womanly, 
Downe gan to knele upon the flourcs 
Which Aprill nourithed had with thaures, 
And to this mighty lord gan fay, 
‘That plefith you T woll obay, 
And me reftraine from othir thought ; 
Ass ye woll ai thyng hall be wrought : 
And with that word knefing the quoke. 
That mighty lord in armes her toke, 
And faid, You have a fervaunt, one 
‘That truir living is ther none, 
Wherefore gotle were, feing his trouth, 
That on his painis ye had routh, 
And purpofe you tu here his fpech, 
Fully avifid him to lech, 
For of one thyng ye may be fure, 
He will be yours while he may dure. 
And with that word right on his game 
Me thought he Jough, and told my name, 
‘Which was to me marvaile and Sere, 
That what to do I ne wift there, 
Ne whethir was me bet or none 
There to abide or thus to gone, 
For well wend I my lady wold 
Imagin or deme I had told 
My counfaile whole, or made complaint 
Unto that lord, that mighty faint, 
So verily ech thing unfought 
He faid as he had knowne my thought, 
And told my, trouth and mine unefe 
Bet than I couth have for mine efe, 
‘Though I had ftudied all aweke : 
‘Well wit that lord that I was feke, 
And would be lechid wondir faine; é 
No man me blame, mine was the paine. 
And when this lord had all yfaid, 
And long while with my lady plaid, 
She gan to fmile with fpirit glade ; 
‘This was the anfwere that the inade, 
Which put me there in double peine, . 
‘That what to do ne what to feine 
Wift I not, ne what was the beil; 
Ferre was my hert then fro his reft, 
For as I thought that finiling figne 
‘Was tokin that the hert éncline 
Would to requettis refonable, 
Becaufe Smiling is favorable 
To every thing that foall thrive, 
So thanghtin } tho anon blive 
That Worldleffé anfewere in np tan 
Was tane for obligaciaun, 


Ne callid furety in no wife 
Amongft them that callid ben wife: 
Thus was 1 in a joyous dout, 
Sure and unfurift of that rout : 
Right as mine hert ythought it were 
So more or leffe wexin my fere, 
That if one theught ymade it wele 
Anothir thent jr everydele, 
‘Till at the laf Ecouth no more, 
But purpofed as ! did before 
‘To ferve tryly my lyv'is face, 
Awaiting er the yere of grace, 
Which may yfall yet or { fterve, 
Jf that it plefe her that I ferve, 
And fervid have, and woll do ever, 
For thyng is none that me is lever 
‘Than is her fervice, whofe prefence 
Mine heven is whole, and her abfence 
An hell all full of divers paines, 
Whych to the deth full oft me ftraines, 
‘hus in my thoughtis as E ftode, 
‘That unneth felt 1 harme ne gode, 
I faw the quene a litil pitas 
Come where this mighty lord ywas, 
And knelid downe in prefence there 
Of all the ladies that there were, 
With fobir continaunce avifed, 
In few wondis that well fuffifed, 
And to this lord anon prefent 
Abill, wherein whole her entent 
Was writtin, and how the befought, 
Ashe knew every willand thought, 
‘That of his godhed and his grace 
He would forgyve all old trefpace, 
And undifpletid be of time pat, 
For the would evir be ftedfatt, 
And in his fervice to the deth 
Ufe every thought while the had breth, 
And fight and wept, and faid no more, 
Within was writtin all the fore + 4 
At whyche bill the lord gan imyle, 
And faid he would within that yle 
Be lord and fyre both eft and welt, 
And call'd it there his new conqueft. 
<And in grete councell toke the quence; 
Long were the talis them betwene ; 
And ovir her bill he red thrife, 
And wondir gladly gan devife 
Her fetures faire and her Vifage, 
And bad gode thrift on that image, 
And faied he trowid her compleint 
Should aftir caufe her be corfeint : 
And in his fleve he putthe bill, ~ 
Was there none that yknew. his will, 
And forthe he walke apace about, 
Beholding all the tufty rout, 
Halfe in a thought with fmiling chere, 
‘Till at the aft, as ye thal! here, 
He turned unto the quene ageine, 
And faid, To morne here in this pleing 
I woll that ye be and all yours, 
That purpofid ben to were flours, 
Or of my lufty colour ufe, 
it may got be to you excufe, 

G gaj 









ae CHAUCER'S DREAME. 


Ne to none of yours in no wife, 
‘That zble be tomy fervife; - 

For as I faid have here before 

I will bé lord for evirmore 

Of you, and of this yle, and all, 
And of all yours that havin fhall 

Joy. pece, or efe, or in plefaunce 
Your hvis ufe without noyfaunce ; 
Here will I in ftate be yfene, 

And turned his vifage to the quene, 
‘And you give knowledge of my will, 
And a full anfwere of your bill. 

‘Was there no nay, ne wordis none, 
But very’ obeifaunt femed echone; 
The quene and othir that were there 
‘Well femid it they had grete fere, 
And there toke lodging every knight, 
‘Was none departid of that night, 
And fome to rede old romances 
‘Them occupied for ther plefances, 
Some to muke ver 1 Inies, 
And fome toothir diverfe plaies, 
And Ito me a romance toke, 

And as 1 reding was the boke, 
Methought the {fpheré had fo run 
‘That it was rifing of the fun, 

And fuch a pres into the plaine 
Affemble gone, that with grete paine 
One might for othir go ne ftand, 

Ne none take othir by the hand, 
‘Withoutin they diftourbid were, 

So huge and gret the pres was there, 

And aftir that within two houres 

‘This mighty lord clad all in floures 
Of divers colours many’ a paire 

In his eftate up in the aire 

Well nigh two fathom, as his hight, 
He fet him there in all ther fight, 

And for the guene and for the knight, 
And for my Jady’ and every wight, 
Jn halt he fent, fo that ner one 

Was there abfent, but come echone: 
And when they thus aflemblid were, 
Asye have herd me fay you here, 
‘Without more tarrying on hight, 
There to be fene of every wight, 

Up ftode among the pres above 

A counfaylir, fervaunt of Love, 
‘Which femid well of gret eftate, 
And fhewid there how no debate 
Othir then godely might be ufed 

In gentilneffe and be cxcufed, 
Wherefore he faid his lord’is will 
‘Was every wight there fhould be till 
And in pees, and of one accord, 
And thus commaundid at a word, 
And can his tongue to fwiche language 
To turne, that yet in all mine age 
Herd I nevir fo conningly 

Man fpeke, ne halfe fo faithfully, 
For evcry thing he faid there 

Semid as it infelid were, 

Or approvid for very trew 

Swiche was his cunning language netwe, 





And well according to his chere, 
‘That where I be me thinke I here 
Him yet alway, when I mine one 

In any place may be alone: 

Firft con he of the Infty yle 

All the eftate in lityl whyle 

Reherfe, and wholly every thing 
That caufid there his lord’s comming, 
And every wele and every wo, 

‘And for what cavfe eche thing was fo 
Well fhewed he there in efie fpech, 
And how the ficke had nede of lech; 
And that whiche whole was and in grace 
He told plainly why ech thing was, 
And at the laft he con conclude, 
Voidid every language rude, 

And faid, That prince, that mighty lord, 
Or his departing would accord 

Ali the parties were there prefent} 
And was the fine of his entent, 
Witneffe his prefence in your fight, 
Which fits among you in his might; 
And knelid downe withoutin more, 
And not o word y{pake he more. 

‘Tho gan this mighty lord him dreffe, 
With chere avifed, to do largeffe, 
And faid unto this knight and me, 

Ye fhall to joy reftorid be, 

And for ye have ben true ye twaine 

I graunt you here for every paine 

A thoufand joies every weke, 

And loke ye be no lengir feke, 

And both your ladies, lo "hem here ! 
Take ech his own; beth of gode chere, 
Your happie day is new begun 

Sith it was rifing of the fun, 

And to all othir in thls place 

T graunt wholly to ftand in grace 
That fervith truely without flouth, 
And to avauncid be by trouth, 

Tho gan this knight and I downe knele, 
Wening to doin wondir wele, 

Seing, O lord! your grete mercy 

Us hath enriched fo opinly 

That we deferve may nevir more 

The lefté part, but evirmore 

With foule and body truely ferve 

You and yours till that we yfterve : 
And to ther ladies there they flode 
This knight, that couth fo witil gode, 
Ywent in haft, and Laifo ; 

Joyous and glad werin we tho, 

And al fo rich in every thought 

As he that all hath and ought nought, 
And them befought in humble wile 
Us to accept to ther fervice, 

And fhew us of ther frendly cheres, 
Which in ther trefure many yeres 
They keptin had, usto grete paine, 
And told how ther fervauntis twaine 
‘We were, would be, and fo had ever, 
And to the deth chaunge would we never, 
Ne doe offence, ne thinke like ill, 

But Gil ther ordinaunce and will; 
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Ahd made our othis frethe and new, 

Our old fervice for to renew, 

And wholly ther's for evirmare 

We there become; what might we more? 

And well awaiting that in.flouth 

We made no fault ne in our trouth, 

Ne thought not do, I you enfure, 

‘With our will, whilis we may dure. 
This fefon paft, againe an eve 

‘This lord of the quene toke his leve, 

And faid he would haftely reeurne, 

And at gode leifure there fojourne, 

Both for his honour and his efe, 

Commaunding fat the knight to plefe, 

And gave his ftatutes in papirs, 

And orderit divers officirs, 

And forth to fhip the famé night 

He went, and fone was out of fight. 

And on the morowe when the aire 

Attemprid was and wondir faire, 

Erly at rifing of the fun, 

Aftir the night away was run, 

Yplaying uson the rivage, 

My lady fpake of her vayage, 

And faidthe madin {mall journies, 

And held her in ftraunge countéries, 

And forthwith to the quené went, 

And fhewed her wholly her entent, 

And toke her leve with chere weping, 

‘That pity was to fe that parting 

For to the quene jt was a paine, 

As to a martyr new yflame, 

‘That for her woe, and fhe fo tender, 

Yet [ wepe oft when J remember ; 

She offerid there to refigne 

‘To my lady eight times or nine 

Th’ aftate, the yle, fhortly to tell, 

Ifit might plefe her there to dwell, 

And faid, for evir her linage 

Should to my lady doe homage, 

And hers be whole withoutin more, 

Ye, and all thers for evirmore, 

Nay, ‘God forbid! my Jady eft, 

‘With many cunning word and foft, 

Said, that evir fuch a thing fhould bene 

‘That I confent should that 2 quene 

Of your eflate, and fo weil named, 

In any wife fhoyld be attamed, 

But would be faine with all my kert, 

What fo befell or how me fmert, 

To doin thing that you might plefe 

In any wife or be your efe, 

and kiffid there and bad gode night, 

For which leve wept many a wight. 

‘There might men here my lady praifed, 

And fuch a name of her araifed, 

What of cunning and frendlineffe, 

What of beauty with gentilnedfe, 

And what of glad und frendly cheres 

‘Vhat the ufid in all her yeres, 

‘That wondir was here every wight 

‘To fay well how they did ther might, 

And with a pres upon the morow 

To fhip her brought, and what a forow 


They made when the fhould undir faile, . 
That and ye wilt ye would mervaile;- 
Forth goeth the fhip, out goeth the fond, 
And Las a wode man unbond, 
For doubt to be left behind there, 
Into the fe withoutin fere 
Anon I ran, till with a waw 
All fodenly I was ocrthraw, 
And with the watir to and fro 
Backward and forward travailed fo 
‘That mind and breth nigh was ygone, 
For gode ne harme ne knew I none, 
Tilat the laft with hokis tweine ~ 
Men of the ship with mekil péjne 
To fave my lite did fuch travaile « 
That and ye wilt ye would mervails, 
And in the fhip me drewe on hie, 
And faidin al] that I would die, 
And laid me long downe by the maft, 
And of ther clothis on me caft ; 
And there ] made my teftament, 
And wift my felfe not what I ment, 
But when I faid had what I would, 
And tothe maft my wo all told, 
«ind tane my leve of every wight, 
And clofed mine eyen and loft my fight, 
Avifed to die without more fpech, 
Or any remedy tofech 
Or gracé new, as was grete nede, 
My lady of my paine toke hede, 
And her bethought how that for trouth 
‘To fe me die it were grete routh, 
And to me came in fobir wile, . 
And foftly faid, 1 pray you rife; 
Come on with me; let be this fare; 
All hall be wel; have ye no care; 
I will obey ye and fulfill 
Wholly in al that lordie wilt 
That you and me not long ago 
Aftir his litt commaundid fo, 
That there againe no refiftence 
May be withoutin gret offence, 
And therefore now loke what | fay, 
I am and will be frendly aye ; 
Rife up, behold this avauntage, 
I grauntin you in heritage 
All peceably withoutin ftrive 
During the dayis of your live ; 
And of her applis in my fleve 
One fhe yput, and toke her leve 
in wordis few, and faid,-God hele 
He that all made you fend, and wele! 
Wherewith my pains all at ones 
Tokin fuch leve, that all my bones, 
For the new durenfe plefaunce, - 
So as they couth defired to daunce, 
And I as whole agany wight 
Up rofe with joyous hert and light, 
Whole and unficke, right -wele at ele, 
And all forget had my difefe, 
And to my lady where the plaid 
I went anone, and to her faid; 
He that all joies perfons to plefe 
Firf ordainid with parfite efe, 
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And every plefure can depart, 

Send you, Madame, as large a part, 
And of his‘godis fuch plenty, 

As he has done you of beauty, 

With hele, and all that may be thought, 
He fend you all as he all wrought. 
Madame, (quod I) your fervaunt trew 
Have { ben long, and yet will new, 
Withoutin chaunge or repentaunce 

In any wife orvatiaunce, 

‘And fo will'do, as. thrive I ever, 

For thing is none that me is fever 
‘han you to plefe how er I fare, 
Mine hert’s lady and my welfare, 
My life, mine hele, my-lech alfo 

Of every thing that doth me wo, 

“My helpe at nedo, and my furete 

‘Of every joy that longs to me, 

My fuccour's whole in allé wife 

| That may be thought or man devife, 

Your grace, Madame, fuch have I found, 
Now in my nede, that lam bound 

‘Yo you for.er, fo Chrift me fave, 

Yor hele and live of you I have, 
‘Wherefore is refoun I you ferve 

With due obeifaunce till 1 fterve, 

And ded and quicke be evir yours, 
Late, erly, and at allé hours, 

‘Tho came my lady fmall alite, 

And in plaine Englith con confite, 

In wordis few whole her entent 

She fhewed me there, and how fhe ment 
‘To me ward in ¢véry wife, 

‘Wholly the came at ther devife, 
Without proceffe or leng travel, 
Charging me to kepin counfell, 

As I would to her grace attaine, 

Of which commaundement I was fuine ; 
Wherefore I paffe oer at this time, 
For cdunfell cords not well in rime, 
And eke the oth that [have fwore 

‘To breke me were hettir unbore; 
‘Why? for unjrue for cvirmore - 

Tt fhould be hold, that nevirmore 

Of me in place fhould be report 
‘Thing that availe might, or comfort 
Vo mewardis in any wife, 

And cche wight wouldin me difpife 
Tn that they couth, and me repreve, 
Which were a thing fore for to greve, 
‘Wherefore hereof more mencion 
‘Make I net-now ne long fermon, 

But fhortly thus } me excufe, 

"To rime s cuunfell I refufe. 

Sailing thus tw dayis or thre 

My lady towards her countre, 

Ovir the wavis high and grene, 
Which weria large and depe betwene, 
Upon a tinge me called and faid, 
“Phat of my hele fhe was well paid, 
Aad of the quene and of the yle 

She talkid with mea long while, 

ad of all that fhe there had fene, 
Aod of ih te gad of the quene, 










And of the ladies name by name, 
‘Two houres or mo this was her gamc, 
‘Till at the laft the wind can rife, 
And blew fo fait and in fuch wife 
‘The ship, that every wight can fay 
Madame, er eve be of this day, 

And God tofore, ye thall be there 
As ye would fainift that ye were, 
And doubtith not within fixe hours 
We thall be there as all is yours: 

At which woj;dis fhe gan to fmile, 
And faid that was no longt while 
‘That they her fet; and up ihe rofe, 
And ail akout the thip the gofe, 

And made gode chere to every wight, 
Till of the land the bad a fight, 

Of whiché fight glad, God it wot, 
She was abafhid and abote, 

And forth goeth, fhortly you to teH, 
Where fhe accuitomed was to dwell, 
And recevid was, as gode right, . 
With joyous chere and hert’is light, 
‘And as a glad new avinture 

Plefaunt to evéry creture ; 

With which landing tho I awoke, 
‘And found gay chambir full of fmoke, 
My chekis eke unto the eres, 
And all my body, wet with teres, 
And all fo,feble’ and in fuch wife 

I was, that unneth might I rife, 

So far travailid and fo faint, 

‘That neithir knew J kirke ne faint, 
Ne what was what ne who was who, 
Ne avifed what way I would go; 

But by an adventurous grace 


| I rife and walkt, fought pace and pacc, 


‘Till La winding ftaire yfound, 

And held the vice aye in my hond, 
And upward foftly fo can crepe ~ 
Till Ecamg where I thought to flepe 
More at mine efe, and out of prece, 
At my gode leifure and in pece, 

‘Tul fomwhat I recomfort were 

OF the travill and the grete fere 
That I endurid had before, 

This was my thought. withoutin more; 
And as a wight witleffe and faint, ‘ 
Without more in a chambir paint 
Full of ftories old and divers, 

More than I can as now reherfe, 
Unto a bed full fabirly, 

So as I mightin, full fouthly, 

Pace aftir qther, and nothing faid, 
Till at the laft downe I me jaid, 
And as my mind would give me leve 
All that 1 dremid had that eve 

Before that all 1 can reherfe, 

Right as a child at fchole his verfe 
Doth aftir that he thinketh to thrive, 
Right fo did I for all my live, 

I thought to have in remembraunce 
Both the paine and eke the plefaunce, 
The Dreme whole as.it me befell, 
Which was as ye.hesin me tell; 
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Thusfn my thoughtis as I lay 
‘tr happy or unhappy day, 
Ne wot I not, fo have I blame, 
Of the two which thulde be the name, 
Befell me fo that there a thought 
By procefle new on flepe me brought, 
And me governed { in a while 
‘That ones againe within the yle 
Me thought I was, whére of the knight 
pind of the ladies 1 had fight, 
And were affemblid on a grene, 
Bothe knight and lady with the quene, 
At which affembly there was faid 
How thap they all contens and paid 
‘Werin wholly asin that thing . - 
That the knight there fhould be the king, 
And they would all for fure witneffe - 
¥weddid be both more and leffe, 
In remembraunce, withoutin more, 
‘Thus they confent for evirmore, 
And was concludjd that the knight 
Departin should the'famé night, 
And forthwith there toke his volage 
To journey for his marriage, 
And returnig with fuch an hoft 
‘That weddid might be left and moft: 
‘This was concluded, written and feled, 
‘That it ne might not be repeled 
in no wife, but continue firme, 
And all fhould be within a terme, 
Without more excufation, 
Both felt and coronation, 
This knight, which had thereof the charge, 
Anon into a little barge . 
Ybrought was late againft an eve, 
‘Where of all he ytoke his leve, 
“Which barge was as a man'is thought 
Aftir his plefure to him brought, 
The quege her felfe acewftomed aye 
Jn the fame barge oft for to play, 
Itnedith neithir maft ne rothir, 
I have not herd of fuch another, 
No maiftir for the govirnaunce, 
He faylid by thought and plefaunce, 
Withoutin labour eft and weft, 
All ywas one calme or tempeft, 
And I went with at his requeft, 
And was the fir praied to the feft. 
‘Wheg he came into his countre, 
And paflid had the wavy fe, 
In an havin bothe depe and large 
He left his rich and noble barge, 
And to the court, thortly to tell, 
He went where he was wont to dwell, 
And yas recevid, as gode right, 
As heire, and for a worthy knight, 
With all the ftatis of the lond, 
Which came anon at his firft fond, 
With glad fpiritis full of trouth, 
Loth to do fault, or with a flouth 
Attaint to be in any wife, 
‘Ther richis was ther old fervife, 
Which evir trew had ben yfond 
Sith firft inhabit was the lond: 


And fo recevid thei ther king 

‘That forgottin ywas nothing 

‘That ought to be done ne might plefe, 
Ne ther fovéraine lord do efe; : 
And with them fo, fhortly to fay, 

As they of cuftome had done aye, 

For fevin yere paft was and more, 

4 The father, the old, wife, and hore, 
King of the land, ytoke hisleve ' 

OF all his barons onan eve, 

And told them how his dayis paft 
Were all, and comin was the Jatt, : 
And hart’ily prayed "hem to remember 
His fonné, which yong was and tender, 
‘That borne ywas ther prince to be, ' 
If he returne to that ceuntre 

Might by adventure or by grace 
Within any thorte time or fpace, 

And to be true and frendly aye, 

As they to him had ben alway : 

‘Thus he them prayd withoutin more, 
And toke his leve for evirmore. 
Knowin was how tendir in age 

This yongé prince a grete vinge 
Uncouth and ftraunge, honours to feche, 
Ytoke in hond with lity] fpeche, 
Whith was to fekin a princes 

That he defired more than tiches, 

For her grete name that flourid fo 
That in that time there was no mo 

Of her eftate, ne fo well named, 

For borne was none that er her blamed, 
Of which princes fomwhat before 
Here have J fpoke, and fome will more. 
So thus befell as ye fhall here; 

Unto ther lord they made fuch chere 
‘That joy was there to be prefent ° 
To fe ther troth and how they ment; 
So very glad they were ech one 

‘That them among there was no one 
Whiche that defirid more riches 

‘Than for ther lord fuch a princes 

That they might plefe, and that were fairy 
For faft defirid they an heire, * 

And faid grete furety were ywis, 

And as they were f{pekin of this 

‘The prince himfelfin him avifed, 

And in plaine Englith undifguifed 
Them fhewid wholyshis journey, 

And of ther counfell can them prey, 
And told how he enfurid was, 

And how his day he might not pafle 
Withoutin diffame and grete blame, 
And to him for evir a fhame ; 

And of ther counfell and avife 

There he prayith them once or twife, 
And that they would within ten daies 
Avife and ordaine him fuch Waies, 

So that it were no difplefaunce, 

Neto this relme oer grete greivaunce, 
And that he might have to his feft 
Sixty thoufand geites at the left, 

For his intent withia thort while 

Ws to returne unto thie cle 
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‘That he came fro, and kepe his day ; 
For nothing would he be away. 

To counfaile tho the lords anon 

Into a chambir everychone 

‘Togithir went, them to devife 

How they might beft and in what wile 
Purvey for their iord’is plefaunce, 
And the relm’is continaunce 

Of honor, which in it before 

Had continuid evirmore : 

So at the laft they found the waies, 
How that within the next ten daies 
All might with paine and diligesite 
Be done, and caft what'the difpence 
‘Might draw,-and, iff ‘conclufion, 
‘Made for ech thing provifion. 

‘When this was done, wholly tofore 
"The prince the lordis all before 
Come, and fhewid what they had done, 
And how they couth by no refon 
Findin that within the ten daies 

He might departin by no waies, 

But would be fiftene at the left 

Or he returne might to his feft : 

And fhewed him every refon why 

It might not be fo haftily 

As he defirid, ne his day 

He might not kepé by no way, 

For divers caufis wondir grete$ 
‘Which when he herd in fuch an hete 
He fell for forow, and was feke, 

Still in his bed wholé that weke, 

And nigh the tothir for the thame, 
And for the doubt and for the blame 
‘That mightin on him be aret, 

And oft upon his breft he bet, 

And faid, Alas! mine honour for aya 
Have I here loft clenely this day ; 
Ded would I be; alas! my name 
Shall aye be more henceforth in fhame, 
And I difhonoured and repreved, 
And nevir more hall be beleved : 
And made fwich forow, that in trouth 
Him to behold it was grete routh; 
And fo endured the dayes fiftene, 

‘Till that the lords on an even 

Him come and told they redy were, 
And fhewid in few wordis there 

How and what wife they had purvey’d 
For his eftate, and to hitn faid 

‘That twenty thoufand knights of name, 
And fourty thoufand without blame, 
All come of noble ligine, 

‘Yogidir in a compane, 

‘Were lodgid on a river's fide, 

Him and his plefure there c’abide. 
‘The prince tho for joy up arofe, 

And where they lodgid were he goes 
‘Withoutin more that-famé night, 
And thefe his fuppir made to aight, 
And with them bode till it was dey, 
And forthwith to take his journey, 
Leving the ftreight, holding the large, 
‘Till he came to his noble barge: 


And when this prince, this luftie knight, 
With his peple in armis bright 

‘Was comin where he thought to pas, 
And knew well none abiding was 
Behind, but all were there prefent, 
Forthwith anon all his intent 

He told them there, and made his cries 
Thorough his hofté that day twife, 
Conmaunding every livis wight 
There being prefent in his fight 

‘To be the’ morow on the rivage, 
Where he begin would his viage. 

The morow come, the cry was kept, 
But few was there that night that flept, 
But truffed and purveid for the morow, 
For fault of fhips was all ther forrow, 
For fave the barge and othir two 

Of fhippis ther faw Ine mo: 

Thus in ther doubtis as they ftode, 
Waxing the fe, comming the flode, 
Was cried, To fhip goe every wight, 
Then was but hie that hie him might; 
And to the barge me thought echone 
They went, without was left not one, 
Ne horfe ne male, truffe ne baggage, 
Salad ne fpede;:gardbrace ne page, 

But was , and ynough; 

At which fhipping me thought I lough, 
And gan to marvaile in my thought 
How evir fuch a fhip was wrought, 
For what peple that can encrefe, 

Ne ner fo thicke might be the prefe, 
But all had romé at ther will, 

There was not one was lodgid il] ; 

For asl trowe my felfe the laft 

Was one, and lodgid by the maft, 

And where J loked 1 faw fuch rome 
As all were lodgid in a towne. 

Forth goth the thip, faid was the crede, 
And on ther knees for ther gode fpede 
Downe knelid every wight a while, 
And prayid faft that to the yle 

‘They mightin comin in fafety, 

The prince and all the company, 

With worthip and withoutin blame, 
Of difclaundir of his gode name, 

Of the promife he fhould retourne, 
Within the time he did fojourne, 

In his londé biding his hott, 

This was ther prayir left and moft : 
To kepe the day it might not ben 
‘That he’ appointid had with the quen¢e 
To returnin withoutin flouth, 

And fo affurid had his trouth, 

Fot which default this prince, this knight, 
During the time flept not a night, 
Such was his wo and his difefe, 

For doubt he fhould-the quene difplefe. 
Forth goith the thip with fach fpede 
Right as the prince for hie grete nede 
Defirin would after his thought, 

Till it unto the yle him brought, 
Where ail in haft upon the fand 

He and his peple toke the land. 
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Withfertis glad and cheré light, 
Weming to be in hevén that night ; 
But or they paflid had a while, 
Entring in towardis that yle, 
"All clad in blacke, with chere piteons, 
A lady which ner difpiteous 

Had be in all her life tofore 

With fory chere and hert to tore 

Unto this prince where he gan ride 
rYcome and faid, Abide, abide, 

And have no haft, but faft retourne, 
No refon is ye here fojourne, 

For your untruth hath us difcried; 

Wo worth the time we us allied 

With you, that are fo fone untrew 3 
Alas the day that we you knew ! 

Alas the time that ye were bore ! 

For all this lond by you is lore ; 
Accurfed be he you hidir brought ! 
For all our joy is turnd to nought; 
Your acquaintance we may complaine, 
Which is the caufe of all our paine. 
Alas! Madame, quod tho this knight, 
And with that from his horfe he light, 
With colour pale and chekis lene, 
Alas what is this for to mene? 

What have ye faid? why be ye wroth? 
You to difplefe I would be loth : 
Knowe ye not full well the promeffe 
Which I made have to your princeffe, 
Which to perfourme is mine intent, 
So mote I {pede as I have ment, 

And as J am her very trew, 
Withoutin change or thonghtis new, 
And al fo fully her fervand 

As creature or man livand 

May be to lady or princeffe, 

Yor fhe mine‘heyen and whole richeffe 
Is, and the lady of mine hele, 

My worldis joy and al] my wele. 
What may this be, whence coms this {pech ? 
Tell me, Madame, I you befech, 

For fith the firft of my living 

Was I fo ferefull of nothing 

As I am now to here you fpeke, 

For doubt f fele shine hert to breke: 
Say on, Madame, tell me your will ; 
The remnaunt is it gode or ill? 

Alas (quod the) that ye were bore! 
For for your love this land is jore ; 
The quene is ded, and that is ruth, 

For forow of your gret untruth ; 

Of two partes of the lufty rout 

Of ladies that were there about, 

‘That wont werin to talk and play, 

Now are thei ded and clene away, 
And undir earth tane lodging newe; 
Alas that er ye were untrew ! 

For when the time ye fet was pait 

The quene toke counfaile fone in haft 
‘What was to doe, and faid Grete blame. 
Your acquaintaunce caufe would and fhame, 
And the ladies of ther avife 

Prayid, for nede was to be wife, 


In efchewing talis and fongs, 

‘That by them makin would ill tongs, 
And fey they were lightly conqueit, 
Andgprayid to a pore feft, 

And fouly had ther worfhip weved, 
When fo unwifely they conceived 
‘Ther riche trefour and ther hele, 
Ther famous name and ther wele 

To put in fuch an avinture, 

Of which the felaundir eveir dure 
Was like, without helpe of appele, 
Wherefore they nede had of counfele, 
For every wight of them would fay, 
‘Ther clofid yle an opin way 

Was become to evéry wight, 

And well apprevid by a knight, 
Which he, alas! without payLaunce 
Had fone achevid th’ obeifance + 

All this was moved at counfell chrife, 
And was concludid daily twife, 
That bet was die withoutin blame 
‘Than lofe the riches of ther names 
Wherefore the deth’is acquaintance 
They chefe, and left have ther plefaunce, 
For doubt to livin as repreved, 

In that they you fo fone beleved, 
And*made ther othes with one accord, 
That ete ne drinke, ne fpeke 0 word, 
They fhould nevir, but er weping 
Bide in a place without parting, 
And ufe ther dayis in penaunce, 
Without defire of allegeaunce, 

OF which the truth anon con preve ; 
For why ? the quene forthwith her leve 
‘Loke at them all that were prefent, 
Ot her defauts fully repent, 

And dyid there withoutin more, 
Thus are ¥ ¢ loft for evirmore ; 
What fhould I more hereof reherfe ? 
Comin within, come ie her herfe 
Where ye fhall fe the piteous fight 
That er yet was fhewin to knight, 
For ye fhall fein ladies ftond 

Ech with a grete rod in her hond, 
¥cled in black with vifage white, 
Redy ech othir for to {mite ; 

If any be that will not wepe, 

Or who that makes counte’nance to flepe, 
‘They be fo bet, that all fo blew 
‘They be as cloth that died is new, 
Such is ther parfite repentance, 

And thus they kepe ther ordinance, 
And will do evir to the deth, 

While them enduris any breth. 

This knight tho in his armis twaine 
This lady toke, and gan her faine, 
Alas my birth ! wo worth my life ! 
And even with that he drew a knife, 
And thorough gown, doublet, and fhert, 
He made the blode come from his hert, 
And fet him doune upon the grene, 
And full repent clofid his ene, 

And fave that enes he drew his breth 
Without more thus he toke bis deth 5 


Ab CHAUCER'S DREAME. 


For whiché caufe the Jufty hoft, 

Which in a,battaile on the coft 

At once for forrow fuch a cry 

Gan rere throw the company, 

"That to the Leven herd was the fowne, 

And undir th’ erth als fer adowne, 

‘That wilde beftis for the fere 

So fodainly afrayid were, 

‘That for the doube while they might dure 

‘They ran, as of their lives unfure 

¥rom the wodis unto the plaine, 

«ind from valleys the high mountaine 

“They fought, and ran as beftis blind 

That clene forgottin had ther kind. 

‘This wo not cefed, to counfaile went 

Thefe lordis, and for that lady fent, 

And of avife what was to done 

‘They her befought fhe fay would fone. 

Weping full fore, all clad in blake, 

"This lady foftly to them fpake, 

And feid, My Lordis, by my trouta 

‘This mifchefe it is of your flouth, 

and if ye had that judge would right 

A pring: that were a very knight, 

Ye that ben of eftate echone 

Die for his fault fhould one and one; 

And if he hold had the promeffe, 

And done that longes to gentilneffe, 

And fulfilled the princes behett, 

‘This haftie farme had hen a felt, 

And now is unrecoverable, * 

And us a flaundir aye durable, 

Wherefore § fay, as of counfaile 

In me issnone that may availe, 

But if ye lift for remembraunce 

Purvey and make fuch ordinaunce 

“Phat the quene whiche that was fo meke, 

With all her women dede or fcke, 

Might in your land a chappill have, 

‘With fome remembraunce of her grave, 

Shewing her end with the pity 

In fome notable old city, 

And nigh unto an hight way, 

Where every wight mighz for her pray, 

And for all hers that have been trew + 

And even with that fhe changid hew, 

And twife wihid after the deth, 

And fight, and thus paffid her breth, 

Then faid the lordis of the hoft, 

And fo concludid left and moft, 

"That they would in houfis of thacke 

"her Sivis lede, and were but blacke, 

And forfake all ther plefaunces, 

And turne all joy to penaunces, 

And berethe ded prince to the barge, 

And namid them fhould have the charge ; 
And to the herfe where lay the quene 

'The remnaunt went and doune on knene, 

Holding ther honds, oa high con crie, 

Mercy, mercy ! evérich thrie, 

And curfed the time that evir Mouth 

Should have feche maftirdome of trouth, 
" And to the barge a longe mile 

‘They bare er torth, and in a while 





Alle the ladies one and one 

By companies were brought echone, 
And paft the fe and toke the land, 
And in new herfis on a fand, 

Put and brought werin all anon 
Unto a city clofed with ftone, 
Where it yhad ben ufid aye 

The kingis of the land to lay, 


4 After they raignid in honours, 


And writ was which were conquerovrs, 
In an abbcy of nunnis blake, 

Which accuftomid were to wake, 

And of ufage rife ech a night 

To pray for every livis wight : 

And {0 bafell, as is the guife, 


‘| Ordeint and faid was the fervife 


Of the prince and eke of the quene 
So devoutly as might yben, 

And aftir that about the herfes 
Full many orifons and verfes 


4} Withoutia note ful hertily 


Said were, and that full foftily 
‘That all the night till it was day 
‘The peple in the church con pray 
Unto the holy Trinitie’ 
Of thofe foulis to have pitie. 

And when the night ypaft and ronne 
‘Was, and the news day bégonne, 


} The yong morow with rayis red, 


Which frog the fonne oer all con {pred, 
Atempirid clere was and faire,’ « 
And made a tyme of wholfonic aire, 
Befell a wondir cafe and ftrange 
Among the peple, and gan change 
Sone the word andevérywo * 
Unto a joy, and fome to two; 

A bird all fedrid blew and grene, 
With brigitt rayis like gold betwene, 
As fmall thred ovir every joynt, = * 
All full of colour ftrange and coint, 
Uncouth, and wondirfult to fight, 
Upon the quen’is herfe con light, 

And fong full low and foftily 

‘Thre fongis in her harmony; 
Unlettid of evéry wight, ‘ 
Til at the laft an agid knight, 

Which femid a man in grete thought, 
Like as he fet all thing at nought,” 
With vifage and ein al forwept, 

And pale, as 2 man long unflept; 

By the herfis as he yftode 

With hafty hondling of his hode 
Unto a prince that by him paft 
Ymade the bridde fomwhat agaft, 
Wherefore fhe rofe and left her fong, 
And departed from us among, 

And {pred her wingis for to paffe 

By the place where he entrid was, 
And in his halt, fhortly to tell, 

Him hurt, that backeward downe he felf 
From a window richly ypeint 

‘With ives of many divers fcint, 

And bet his wingis and bled fait, 
And of the hurt thus died and paft, 
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Aite+} there well an hour and more, 
“Till at the laft of briddes a {core 

Come and affemblid at the place 

here the window ybrokin was, 

And made fwiche wamentacioun 
‘That pity was te here the foun, 

And the warblis of ther throtis 

And the complaint of ther notis, 
Baie from joy clene ywas reverfed 

nd of them one the glas fone perled, 

And in his boke of colours nine 

An herbe he brought flourelcffe, all grene, 
All full of fmall levis and plaine, 

Swart, and long with many a vaine, 
And where his fellow lay this dede 
This herbe he down laid by his hede, 
And dreffid it full foftily, 

And hong his hed and ftade thereby, 

Which herb in leffe than half an houre 

Gan oer all knit, and aftir floure 

Full out, and wexin ripe the fede, 

And right as one anothir fede 

‘Would, in his beke he toke the graine, 
And in his fellgwes beke certaine 

It put, and thus within the third 

Up ftode and prunid him the bird 
Which ded had be in all our fight, 

And both togithir forth ther flight 
‘Toke, finging from us, and ther leve 

Was none difturb "hem would ne greve, 

And when they partid were and gone 

Th’ abbeffe the fudis fone echone 

Gathirid had, and in her hand 

‘The herbe the toke,,well avifand 

‘The lefe, the fede, the ftalke, the flour, 

and faid it had a gode favour, 

And was no common herb to find, 
And well approved of uncouth kind, 

And than othir more vertuoufe 3 

Who fo have it might for to ufe 

In his nede flowre, or lefe, or graine, 

Of ther hele might ybe certaine ; 

And laid it downe upon the herfe 

Where lay the quene, and gan rcherfe 

Echone to’ othir that they had fene ; 

And taling thus the fede wex grene, 

And on the drie herfe ganto fpring, 

Which me thought was a wondrous thing, 

<And aftir that floure and new fede, 

Of which the peple all toke hede, 

And faid it was fome. grete miracle, 

Or medicine fine more than triacle, 

And were well done there to affay 

Tit might efe in any way 

‘The corfis, which with torché light 

They wakid had there all that night : 

Sone did the lordis their confent, 

And all the peple’ thereto content 

With efie words and litil fare, 

And made the quen’is vifage bare, 

Which thewid was to all about, 

Wherefore in fwone fell whole the Tout, 
And were fo fory moft and lett 

‘Chat log of weping they not ceft, 


For of ther lord the remembraunce 
Unto them was fuch difplefaunce 
That for to live they called a paine, 
So were they very true and plaine. 
And after this the gode abbeffe 

OF the graine gan to chefe and dreffe 
Thre, with her fingirs clene and fmale,- 
And in the quen’is mouth by tale 
One aftir othir efily 

She put "hem and full conningly, 
Which fhewid foné fuch vertue 

‘That previd was the medi’cine true, 
For with a fmiling countinaunce 

The quene uprofe, and of ufaunce, 

As the was wont to every wight, 

She made gode chere, for whiche fight 
‘The peple kneling on the flones 

Thought they in beven rere foule and bones ; 
And to the prince where he ylay 
They went ta make the fame affay, 
And when the quenc it undirftode, 
And how the medicine was gode, 
She preyid fhe might have the graines 
To relevin him from the paines 
Which the and he had both endured, 
And t8 him went and fo him cured, 
That freight within a itil fpace 
Lutty and frethe on live he was, 

And in gode hele, and whole of fpech, 
And lough, and faid, Gramercy, lech ! 
For which the joy throughout the town 
So gret was that the bellis fown 
Afraied the peple a journay 

About the citie every way, 

And come and afkid caufe and why 
They rongin were fo fatily ? 

And aftir that the quene th’ abbeffe, 
Made diligence or they would ceffe, 
Such that of ladics fone = rout 

Sewing the quene was all about, 

And called by name echone and told, 
Was none forgettin young ne old; 
There mightin men fe joyis new 
When the medicine fine and trew 
Thus reftorid had every wight, 

So well the quené as the knight, 

Unto full perfit joy and hele, 

‘That fleting they were in fuch wele 
As folke that wouldin in no wife 
Defire more parfit paradife. 

And thus when paffed was the forow, 
With mikil joye fone on the morow 
The king, the quene, and every lord, 
With all the ladies, by’ one accord 
Helde a generall affembly : 

Gret cry was made thropgh the country, 
The which aftir as ther intent 

‘Was turnid to a parliament, 

Where was ordainid and avifed 

Evéry thing and wel devifed 

That piefin might to moft and left, 
And there concludid was the, feft 
Within the yle for to behold 

With full confent of young and old. 
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Allin the fame.wife as before, 

As thing fhould be withoutin more, 
And thei fhippid and thithir went, 
And into ftraungé relmis fent, 

To kingis, quencs, and ducheffes, 

To divers princes and princeffes, 

Of ther linage, and can them pray 
"That it might like thenx at that day 
Of mariage, for ther difport, 

Come fe the yle and them difport, 
Where fhould be jouftis and turnaies; 
And armis done in othir waies, 
Signifying oer all the day 

Aftir Aprilis within May, 

‘And wasavifed that ladies tweine, 
Of gode eftate and well befeine, 
With certaine knightis and fquiers, 
And of the quen’ié officers, 

Yn mannir of an embaffade, 

With certain lettirs clofed and made, 
Should take the bargé and depart, 
And feke my lady every part 

‘Till they her found for any thing 
Both chargid have the quene and king, 
“And as ther lady and maiftres 

Her to befeke of gentilnes 

At the day there for to yben, 

And oft her recommaund the quence, 
And prayis for all loves to haft, 

For but fhe come all woll be*watt, 
And the feit but a bufineffe 
Withoutin joy or luftineffc, 

‘And toke them tokins, and gode {pede 
Praid God fend "hem aftir ther nede. 
Forth went the ladies and the knights, 
And were out fourtene daies and nights, 
And brought my lady in ther barge, 
And had well {ped and done ther charge; 
‘Whereof the quene fo herti’ly glad 
“Was, that in foth fuch joy fhe had 
‘When that the thip approchid lond 
‘That the my lady on the fond 

‘Met, and in armis fo conftraine, 

That wondir was behold them twaine, 
‘Which to my dome during twelve houres 
‘Neithir for hete ne watry fhoures 
Departid not no company 

Saving themfelfe, but none them by, 
But gave them layfour at ther efe 

To reherfin joy and difefe 

Aftir the pleture and couragis 

Of ther young and tendir agis 5 

And aftir with many a knight 
Brought thei were where as for that night 
‘They partid not, for to plefaunce 
Content was hert and countinaunce 
Both of the quene and my maittreffe, 
‘This was that night ther bufineffe ; 
And on the morow with huge rowt 
‘This prince of Jordis him about 
Come, and unto my lady faid, 

Of her comming glad and well paid 
He was, amd full right conningly 

Her thankid and full hertily, 


And lough and fmiled, and faid, Ywis 
‘That was in doubt in fafety is; 
And commaundid do diligence, 
And {pare for neithir gold ne fpence, 
But make redy, for on the morow 
Yweddid, with Saint John to borow, 
He would ybe withoutin more, 
And let them wite this Jefe and more. 
‘The morow come, and the fervice 
Of mariage in fuch a wife 
Yfaid was, that with more honour 
‘Was nevir prince ne conquerour 
Ywedde, ne with fuch company 
Of gentilneffe in chivalry, 
Ne of ladies fo greté routs, 
Ne fo befeen as all abouts 
They werin there, { certifie 
You on my life, withoutin lie. 

And the feit hold was in tentis, 
As to tell you mine entent is, 
In a romein a Jargé plaine, 
Undir a wode in a champaine, 
Betwixt a rivir and a weil, 
‘Where nevir had abbay ne fell 
Yben, ne kirke, houfé, ne village, 
In time of any man’is age, 
And durid thre moniths the feft 
In one eftate, and nevir ceft 
From erly rifing of the fonne 
Till the day {pent was and yronne 
In jufting, dauncing, loftineffe, 
And all that fowned to gentilneffe. 

And as me thought the fecond morow, 
Whan endid was all old? forow, 
And in furety evéry wight 
Had with his lady flept a night, . 
The prince, the quelz, and all the reft, 
Unto my lady made requetft, 
And her befought oftin and praied 
‘To mewardes to be well apaied, 
And confidir mine oldé trouth, 
And on my painis havin routh, 
And me accept to her fervife 
In fuch formé and in fuch wile 
‘That we both mightin be as ont ; 
Thus praied the quene and everichone ; 
And for there fhould ne be no nay 
They ftintin jutting alladay ~ 
‘To pray my lady, and requere 
To be content and out of fere, : 
And with gode hert make frendly chere, 
‘And {aid it wasa happy yeres 
At which fhe fmiled, and faid, Ywie 
I trow well he my fervaunt is, 
And would my welfare, as T trift, 
So would I his, and would he wift 
How and { knewé that his trouth 
Continue would withoutin flouth, 
And be fuch as ye here report, 
Reftraining both courage and fport, 
I couth confent at your requeft 
To be ynamid of your feft, 
And doin aftir your ufaunce 
In obeying of your plefaunce 
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Acjre7 requeft this I confent, 

‘To plefin you in your entent, 

And eke the fovéraine above, 
“Tommandid hath me for to love, 

And before othir him prefer, 

Againft which prince may be no wer, 

For his powir ovir all raigneth, 

That othir would for nought him paineth ; 
dfith his will and yours is one 
ntrary in me fhall be none: 

Tho (as me thoughtin) the promeife 

Of marriage before the mefe 

Defirid was of every wight 

‘Yo be madin the fame night, 

‘To put away all manir doubts 

Ofevéry wight thercabouts ; 

And fo wasdo : and on the morow, 

When every thought and every forrow 
Diflodgid was out of mine hert, 

With every wo and every {mert, 

Unto a tent prince and princes 

Me thought brought me and my maiftres; 

And faid we werin at full age 
‘There to conclude our marriage, 
With ladies, knightis, and fquiers, 
And a gret hoft of minitters, 

With inftruments and founes diverfe, 

‘That long werin here to reberfe; 

Which tent was church parochial], 

Ordaint was in efpeciall 

For the feft and for the facre, 

Where archbithop and archdiacre 

Yfongin full out the fervife 

Altir the cuftome and the guife 
And holie church’is ordinaunce : 

And aftir that to dine and daunce 

Brought were we, and to divers plaies, 

And tor our {pedé ech wight praies, 

And merry was both moft and left, 

And faid amendid was the feft, 

And were right glad lady and lord 

Of the marriage and th? accord, 

And withid us hert’is plefaunce, 

Injoy and hele continuaunce, | 

And to the minitriis made requeit 

‘That in encrefing of the feft 

‘They wouldin touchin ther cordis, 

And with fome new joyeux accordis 

Ymove the peple to giadnefle, 

And praidin of all gentilneffe 

Ech to painin them for the day 

‘To thew his cunning and his play : 

Tho began fownis mervclous, 

Entunid with accords joyous, 

Round about and in all the tents, 

With thoufandis of inftrumeats, 

That every wight to daunce them pained ; 

To be merry was none that fayned; 

Which fowne me troublid in my flepe, 

‘That tro my bed.anone I lepe, 

Wening to have be at the feft, 

But when {woke all was yfett, 

For there n’as lady ne creture, 

Save on the wals old portraiteur 

, Of horfmen. hankie and hanndic 





Some like bittin, fome hurt with fhot, 
And as my dreme femed that was not. 
And when I wake and knew the trouth, 
And ye had feen, of very rovth 

I trow ye would have wept a weke, 
For nevir man yet halfe fo feke 
Iwent efcapid with the life, 

An was for fault that {word ne knife 
I find ne might my life t abridge, 
Ne thing that kervid ne had edge, 
Wherewith I might my wofull pains 
Have voidid with bleding of vains. 
Lo, here my bliffe! lo, here my paine! 
Which to my lady’ I do complaine, 
And grace and mercy her requere 

To end my wo and bufie fere, 

And me accept to her fervife, 

And to her fervice in fuch wife, 

That of my Dremé the fubftaunce 
Might turnin once to cognifaunce} 
And cognifaunce to very preve, 

By full confent and by gode leve ; 

Or els withoutin more I pray 
That this fame night or it be day 

I mote unto my Dreme retourne, 
And fitping fo forthe aie fojourne 
Aboutin the yle of plefaunce 

Undir my ladie’s obeifaunce, 

In her fervice, and in fuch wife 

As it plefe her may to devife, 

And grace onis to be accept 

Like as I dremid when I flept, 

And dure a thoufand yere and ten 

In her gode will, Amen, Amen! 
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Fairift of faire, and godelyift on live! 

All my fecre to you I plaine and thrive, 
Requiring grace, and of my fore complaint 
To be be helid or martirid as a faint, 

For by my trouth I fwere, and by this boke,? 
Ye may both hele and fle me with a loke. 

Go forth, mine owné true hert innocent, 
And with humbleneffe do thine obfervaunce, 
And to thy lady on thy krees prefent 
Thy fervice new, and think how grete plefaunce 
It is to live undir the obei’aunce 
Of her which that may with her lokis foft 
Give the the bliffe that thou defirift oft. 

Be diligent, awake, obey, and drede, 

And be not wild of thy countinaunce, 

But meke and glad, and thy natute yfede 

To do ech thing that may her doe plefaunce ; 
When thou fhaltylepe have aie in remembraunce 
‘Th’ image of her which may With lokis folt 
Give the the bliffe that thon defirift oft. 

And if fo be that thou her namé find 
Writtin in boke, or ellis upon wall, , 
Loke that thou do, as fervaunt true and kind, 
‘Thine obeifaunce as fhe were therewithall ; 
Fayning in love is breding of a fall 
From the gracé of her whofe lokis foft 
May give the biiffe that thou deiirift oft. 

We which that thie hellade «eecdin fhell 
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J ave grete wonder, by this light, 
‘How that I lyve, for day ne night 
Ymaye not flepin welny nought ; 
Thave fo many’ an ydle thought, 
Purely for the defaute of flepe, 
‘That by my trouth { take no kepe 
Of nothing howe it cometh or gothe, 
Ne me n’ys nothing lefe nor Jothe ; 
Al is ifiché gode to me 
ere or forowe where fo it be, 

‘or I have felinge in nothing, 
But as it were a mafid thing 
Al day in pointe to fall adoun, 
For forowful ymaginacioun 
Is alway wholy in my minde. 

And well ye wote that againftc kinde 
It were to livin in this wife, 
For nature ne wolde not fuffife 
‘Unto none erthy creature 
Not longé tymé to endure 
‘Withoutin flepe and be in forowe, 
And I ne may ne night ne morowe 
Slepin, and this melancolye 
And drede I havin for to die; 
Defaute of flepe add hevineffe 
Hath flaine my fpirite of quickneffe, 
‘That 1 have loft al Inftihed 5 
Soche fantafies ben in mine hed 
So In’ot what is heft to do: 
But men might afkin me whi fo 
T may not flepe, and what me is f 

But nathéles who afkith thys 

Lefeth his afkyng trewily ; 
‘My felvin can not telling why 
‘The fothe, but trewly, as I geffe, 
Tholde it be a fikéneffe 


* Bythe perfon of a moutning knight fitting under 
an oak, ia meant John of Gaunt, Duke of Lancatter, 
greatly lamenting the deth of one wham he entirely lo- 
ved, Cuppoted to be Blanch the Dutchel® U73- 
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"That Ihave fuffrid this eyght yere,’ 

And yet my bote is ner the nere, 

Yor there is phificien but.one 

‘That may me hele ; but that is done ;’ 

Paffin we ovir until efte; , 

"That wil not be mote nedes be lefte + 

Our firft matir is god¢ to kepe. 
So whan fawe L might not flepe 

Til now of late this othir night 

Upoh my bedde I fate upright, 

And bade one rechin me a boke, 

A romasencé and it me toke 

To rede, and diive the night away 5 

For why ? me thought it betir play 

‘Than play either at cheffe or tables, 
And in this boke were writtin fables 

That clerkis had in'olde time 

And other poetes put in rhime 

To rede, and for to be in minde, 

While men lovid the lawe of kinde : 

This boke ne fpake but of foche thinges’ 

Of quenis livis and of kinges, 

And maiy othir thingis fale ; 

Amonge al this I fond a tale 

Whiche that me thought a wondir thing. 
This was the tale. There was a king 

‘That hight Ccix,and had a wife 

‘The beft that mightin berin lyfe, 

And this quené hight Alcyonc 3 

So jt befil thereaftir fone 

‘This king wol wendin ovir fe = 

To tellin fhortly whan that he 

Was in the fe thus in this wife 

Soche a tempeft began to ryfe 

That brake ther mafte and made it fal, 

And clefte ther {hip and dreint “hem a!, 

That nevir was founde, as it telles, 

Ne borde ne man, ne nothing eles: 

Right thus this king ylofte his life, 
Nowe fer to fpekin of his wifes, 
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‘Pigs ladie that-was lefre at home 
sath wondir that the kinge ne come 
Home, for it was a longé terme 
Anone her herte began to yerne, 
And for that her thought evirmo 

Tt was pot wele, her thoughtin fo, 
She longid fo aftir the king, 

‘Dhat certes it were a pitous thing 
‘Yo tell her hertely torowful ty! 
‘Whiche that fhe had this noble wife, 
For him the lovid aldirbctt ; 

Anon the fent both cit and weft 

‘Co feke him but they founte him nonght, 

Alas (quod fhe) that 1 was wrought ! 
And where my lorde my love he ded 
Cortis [ n'y! ncvir ete bred, 

Timake a vowe to my God here, 
But I mowe of ny lordé here. 

Soch forowethis lady to her toke, 
‘That trewly I, that made this boke, 
Yhad foche pite and foche routhe 
‘To rede her forowe, that by my trouthe 
I turid the worfe al the morowe 
Aftir to thinkin on her forowe. 

So whan that the coude here no worde 
That no man myghtin finde her ferde 
Ful ofte the fwouned, and Laide Alas ! 
Kor forow ful nigh wode the was, ° 
Ne fhe ne coude no rede but-one, 

But downé on knees the fate anone 
And wept, that pitic was to here. 

A! mercy, my fwete lady dere ! 
Quod fhe to Juno, her goddefle, 
Helpith me out of this dittreM, 

And yeve me grace my lorde to fe 
Sone, or to wete where fo he be, 

Or howe he fareth, or in what wife, 
a\nd I fhal make you facrifice, 

And wholly yours become I fhal, 
With gode wil, body, herte, and al ;, 
And but thou wolte this, lady fwete 
Sendin me grace to flepe, and mete 
In my flepe fome certaine fwevin 
Where through el may knowe evin 
Whethir my lorde he quicke or ded 

With that worde fhe hinge down the hed, 
And fel in a fwonne as colde as ftone ; 
Ter women caught her up anone,  * 
And broughtin her in bed al naked, 
And fhe for wepid and forwaked 
Was wery, and thus the ded flepe 
Yfel on her or fhe toke kepe, 

Through June that had herde her bone, 
‘That madin her to flepé fone ; 
For as the praide right fo was don 

“In dede, for Juno right anon 
Ycallid thus her meflangere 
To do’ her eraunde, and he come nere : 
‘Whan he was come fhe bad him thus; 

Go bet (quod Juno) to Morphens, 
Thou knoweft hini wel, the god of Sleps ; 
Nowe underftande wel, and take kepe, 
Say thus on my behalfe, that he 
Go fait into the grete fi, ” 

Vous 








1 There 


And bid him that on all: thinge 

He take up Ceix body the kinge, 

That licth ful pale and nothinge rody ; 

ByJ him crepin into the body, 

And do it gone to Alcyone 

The quene, there the lyith alone, 

And thewe her shortely’ it is no nay 

Howe it was dreint this othir day, 

And do the body fpeke right fo 

Right as it was wonnid to do 

The whilis that it was alyve + 

-Goith nowe faft, and hye the blive. 
‘This meffanger toke Jeve and went 

Upon his way, and nevre’ he ftente 







ne nothing that ought was, 
man, ne nothing elles, 
chat there werin a fewe welles 
Caine renning fro the clyffes adowne 
That made a dedly flepinge fowne, 
And rennin downe right by a cave 
That was undir a rocke ygrave 
Amyd the valey wondir depe 
he goddis lay aflepe, 
and Eclympatteyre, 
he god of SI heire, 
That flepte and did none othir 

This cave ywas alfo as derke 
As hel pitte; ovir all aboute 
‘Vhey had gode leyfire for to route 
‘Yo vye who mightin Qep2 bef; 
Some hinge ther chinne upon ther breft, 
And flepte upright ther hed yhedy 
And fome lay nakid in ther bed, 
Ané feptin whiles their dayis lat. - 

This mreffaunger come renning fait, 
And cried, Ho, ho! awake anone ! 
It was for naught; there herde him none; 
Awake, (quod he) who lyith there ? 

And biewe his horne right in ther ere, 
And cried Awakith! wondir hic, 
‘This god of Slepe with his one eye 
Caft up, and afked Who clepith there ? 

It am 4, (quod this meffungere) 

Juno bade that thou fhouldiit gone, 
And toldin him what he fhould done 
As} have tolde you here before, 

It is no nede reherfe it more, 

And wente his way whan he had faide. 
Anone this god of Slepe abraide 

Out of his flepe and gan to. go, 

And did as he had bidde him do; 

He toke up the ded body fone, 

And bare it forthe to Alcyone 

His wife, the quene, there as fhe lay, 
Right even a quartir before day, 

And ftode right at her bedd’is fute, 
And callid her right as the hete 

By name, and faid; My fwetd wife ! 
Awake, Jet be your forowful lyfe, 

For in your forew there lyth no rede, 
For certes, fwet> love! lam but dede 4 
Ha 
























& 
Ye thall me ner on lyve’ yfe = 
But, gode fwete herte! { praye that ye 
Bury mg body; foche a tide . 

'@ mowe it finde the fe befide: 
And farewel fwete! my worid’is bliffe ! 
Epray that God your forewe lyfe: 


“Fodlytel while our blitfe ylafteth. 


With that her eyin up fhe cafteth, 
Aad fawe naught. Alas! for forowe” 
She died within the thirde morowe. 

But what fhe faid more in that Gvowe 
Bmnay nat tellin you.as nowe ; : 
R were to longe for to dwel x 
My firit matere I. wilyou tel - 
Wherfore | have ytobde.this thinge 
OF Alcyone and Ceix the kinge, 

Bor thiemoche dare } fayin well,- 
Fhad be dolvin evenidel, 

And ded, right through defaute of flepe, 
VET ne had red and take kepe 

Ol this ilke talé next before, 

And I wil tellin you wherfore, 

For | ne might for bote ne bale 

Slepia or 1 had redde this tale 

@f this ydreinte Ceix the kinge,. 

And of the goddis of Slepinge, 

Whan 1 had red this.talé wele; 
And ovirloked it everidele, 

Me thought wondir if it were fo, 
For I had ner herde fpeke or tho. 
©f no goddis that couldin make 
Men for to flepe ne for to wake, 
And Ene knewe ner God bat one, 
And in my: game F faid anone, 

(And yet me lyft right il to pley) 
Rather than that I fhuldia dey 
Ehorough defuute of fl pinge thus 

I woldin gyv2 thiike, Morpheus, 

@r that goddedle hight Dame Jano, 
Of fome wight els, { ne rought who, 
Yo make me ilepe and have fome ret 
Ewill give him the althir beft 

Wefte that er he abode his lyve 

and hereonwarde right now as blyve, 







LTfhe woll make me flope.a lite, 


@idowne of purd dovis white 

Iwol yeve him a fethir bed 

Rayid with gold, andright wel cled 
In fine blacke fattin dou:remere, 
And many’ a pilowe’, ‘and every bere 
Ff clothe of Raincs to flepe- on fofte, 
Him thare nov acde toturnin ofte; 
«And Iwol yeve him al that failes 
‘To hia chambre and to his halles, 

¥ wol do painte "hem with pure golde, 
And tapite "hem ful many fold ; 

@f one fute this-fhal he yhave, 

Tf that Lwifte where were his care, 
Whe ean make me flepin fore, 
Asdid the goddcife Quene Alcyanes 
And thus this plke god Morpheus. 
May winnip ofme mo tees thug 
‘Than er he:wagne ,and to Jono 
‘Fhat “is bls goédefle 1 thall. fo do, 


; Mo more than eok 
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I trowe that the thal holde her paide. 
i had unneth that worde ifaide, 
Right thus as I have toldin you, 
‘Than fodeinly, I ne wiite howe, 
Soche a lufte anone me ytoke 
To flepe, that right upon my boke 
4 fel aflepe, and therwith even 
Me mette fo inly foche a fwreven, 
So wondisfull, that newir yee - 
¥ trowe no man ne had the wit 
"Fo connin wel my fwevin rede, 
No, nought Jofeph withoutin drede 
Of Egypt, he which that rad 6 
‘The king’is metinge Pharao, - 
the lefte of us, 
Ne nat fearfly Macfobeus, 
He that wrote ab the’ avifion 
Whiche that he met Kinge Scipion, 
The noble mar, the African, 
Soche mcrvaillis fortunid than 
I trowe, arede my dremis evens 
Lo! thus it was, this was my fweven ¢ 
Me thoughtin thus, that it was Maye, 
And in the dawning there J Jay 
Me met,thus in my bed: al naked, m 
And lokid forthe, for'T was waked 
With fal. foulisa gret hepe, 
‘Phat had afraied me’ out of my flepe 
Through noifeand fwetneffe of ther fonge ¢ 
And as me met they fate amonge 
Upou my chambre rofe without, 
Upon the tyles ovre’ al about, 
And evériche fonge in his wife 
The mofte {wete and folempne fervife 
By note that evir man! trowe ' 
Had herde, for fome of them fonge lowe, 
Some high, and al of one accorde ¢ 


| ‘To tellin fhortly, at o worde, 


Was nevir herde fofwete a fteven, 

But it had bea thinge of heven, 

So meric’ a favene, fo fwete entunes, 
‘hat certis for the towne of Fewnes 

I n’olde but I had herde ‘hem finge, 
Tor al my chambre gan to ringe 
Through fingigy of ther harmony, 

For inftrument nor melody 

Was no whege-herde yet halfe f fwete, 
Nor of acordé halfe fo mete, 


| For there was none of "hem that fained: 


To finge, for eche of "hem him pained. 
To finde out many crafty uotes, 
They ue yfparid nat ther throtes; 
And, foth to faine, my chambre was 
ful wel depaintid, and with glas 
Were at the windowes wel ygfafed 
Ful clere,.and nat an hole ycrafed,, 
‘That to behoide it was grete joy, 
For wholly al the ftory* of Froy 
Was ia the giaifinge ywronght thus, 
Of HeStor and Kinge Priamus, 
Achilles and Kinge Lamedon, 

And cke Medea and Jafon, 

Of Paris, Heleine and Lavine ; 
Andall the walles with colours ine 
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‘Were paintid, bothé texte and glofe, 
“And al The Romaunte of the Rofe ; 

My wyndawes werin thet ech one, 

And through the glaffe the funne yfhone 
Upop my bed with bright bemis, 

‘With many glad gildy ftremis ; 
And cke the welkin was fo faire, 

Blewe, bright, and clere, ywas the ayre, 
And ful attempre’, in fothe it was, 

For neithir colde ne hote.it n’as, 

Ne’ inal the welkin was no clowde. 

And as 1 lay thus, wondir Jowde 
Me thought [ herde an huntir blowe 
T" affay his gret horne, and to kaowe 
Whethre’ it was clere or horfe of fowne3 

And Uherde goynge up and downe 
Men, horfis, houndes, and othir thinge, 
And al men fpckin of huntinges 
Howthey woke fle the harte with frrengthy 
And how the harte had upon length 
So moche enbofed, I n’ot nowe what. 

Anon right whan I herdin that, 

How that they wolde on huntinge gone, 
1 was right glad, and up anonc 

1 toke mg hotfe, and forth 1 wente 
Out of chambre ; I nevir ftente 
Tyl Lcome to the felde without, 
There ovirtoke I a grete rout 

Of huntirs and of forefters, 

And many relaies and limers, 

‘Yyhat hied hem to the forctt faft, 
And with "hem: fo at the lait 
Lafkid onc lad, a lymere, 

Say, felowe, who thal huntiu here? 
(Quod I) and he anfwered ayen, 
Sir, the Emperour Octonyen, 
{Quod he) and he is here faite by, 

A goddes halfe, in gode tyme, (quod 1) 
‘Than go we faft, and gan to ride : 
Whan we come to the foreft fide 
Every man ydyd right fone 
As unte huntinge felto done. 

‘The maiftir hunte anone fote hote 
With his clere horne yblewe thremote 
At'the unceuplinge of his houndis. 
Within.a while the harte founde is; 

1 Halowed and rechafid faft 
Alonge time z and fo at the laft 
This harte roufid and ftale away 
Fro aj the houndes a privy way. 

The houndes had ovirfhos him all; 
And were on a defaulte yfal, 
"Vherwith the bont fall wondir fat 
Yblewe a forloyn at the lafte : 
I was go walkid fro my tre 
And as [ weet there came by 
A whelpe, that fawned me asf fode, 
‘That had folowed and coude no gode; 
Tt came and crepte to me as lowz, 
Right as ie had me wel yknowe. 
Helde dewn his hed and joyned his eres, 
And laide al fmothe adowne his heres, 

I wolle have caught it up anone ; 












As I folowed and it forth went, 
Downe by a floury grene it went 
Ful thick of graffe ful fofte and {wete, 
With flouris fele fare undir fete, 
And lytil ufed, it femid thus, 
For bothe Flora and Zephyrus, 
They two that makin flouris growe, 
Had made ther dwelling there I trowe, 
For it was on for to beholde 
Asthough the erthe there envye wolde 
To be gayir than is the heven, 
To havin mo flouris foche feven 
As in the welkin flerris be, 
It had forget the povirte on 
Of Wintir, through his coldé thorowes 
That made it fuitre, and his forowes 
All was forieten, and that was fenz, 
For all the wode was woxin grenc, 
Swetneffe of dewe had made it waxe, 

It is no nede eke for to axe 
Where there were many grene greves, 
Or thicke of trees fo ful of teves, 
And every tree ftode by him felve 
Fro othir wel ten fote or twelve, 
So grete trecs and fo huge of ftrength, 
Of tcusty’ or fifthy fadome length, 
All clene withoutin bowe or fticke, 
With croppis brode, and eke ds thicke; 
They werin not an yache afunder, 
‘That it was fhadde ovir all under; 
And many’ an hart and many’ aa hindée 
Was both before me and behinde, 
Of fawnis, fowirs, backis, does, 
Was ful the wodde, and many ros 
And many fquirrilis, that fete 
Ful high upon the trees and ete, 
And in thet manir madin feftes? 
Shortly, it was fo ful of beftes 
That though Argus the noble countour 
Yfate to rekin in his couintour, 
And rekin with his figures ten, 
For by thd figures newe al ken 
If they be crafty, reken and nombre, 
And tel of every thing the nombre, 
Yet thulde he faile to rekin even 
The wonders me met in my fweven 3 
But forthe Lromed right wondir faite 
Downe throagh the wode; fo at the lafte 
I was ware of a man in blacke, ed 
fate, and had yturned his backe 
> an ooke and huge tre; 
Lard: tho thought I, who may that be? 
Whaceylith him to fittin here? 
And snea right I went ifm nere; 
‘Than founde } fitee evin upright 
A woadir faire welfaring knight, 
By the manir me thoughtin 5 
Gf gode mokil, right yonge therto, 
Of the’ age of foure-and-tw. 
Upon his berde but litil h: 
And be was clothid al in bi. 
I ftalkid even unto his bac 
And there I itode as Silas 
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For why ? he hinge his hed adowne, 
And with adedly forowful fowne 
He made of rime ten verfes or twelve 
Ofa complainte unto hintfelve, 
The molte pite and the moft routhe 
‘That evir i herde, for by trouthe 
It was grete wondir that Nature 
Might fuffre any creature 
"To have foche forow’ and he not ded; 
Ful pitous pale, and nothing red, 
He faid 2 lay, a manir fonge, 
‘Withoutin note, withoutin fonge, 
‘And was this, for ful wel I can 
Reherfe it; right thus it began > 
I have of forrowe fo grete wont, 
‘That joye ne get I nevir none, 
Nowe that I fe my lady bright, 
‘Which I have loved with all my might, 
Is fro me ded, and is agone, 
And thus in forowe’ Jefte me alone : 
Alas! o Dethe! what eylith the 
‘That thou n'oldift have takin me 
Whan that thou toke my lady fwete? 
Of all godenes fhe had none mete, 
"That was fo faire, fo frethe, fo fre, 
So gode, that men may wel yfe. 
‘Whan he had made thus his complainte 
His forowful hert gan faft fainte, 
And his fpiritis wexin dede, 
‘The blode was fledde for puré drede 
Downe to his herte to makin him warme, 
For wel it feled the herte had harme, 
"To wetc cke why it was adradde, 
By kinde, and for to make it gladde, 
For it is membre principal 
Of the body, and that made al 
His hewe ychaunge, and wexin grene 
And pale for there no blode is fene 
Within no manir lymme of his. 

- Anon therwith, whan 1 fawe this, 
He farde thus yvil there he fete, 
I went and ftode right at his fete, 
And grette him, but he fpake right nought 
But arguid with his owne thought, 
And in his witte difputid fafte 
Bothe why and howe his lyfe might lafte, 
Him thought his forowes were fo imerte, 
And lay fo colde upon his herte. 

So through his forowe’ and holy thought 
Made him that he ne herde me nought, 
For he had welnyc loft his minde, 
‘Though Pan, that men clepe god of Kinde 
‘Were for his forowes ner fo wrothe. 

But at the laft, to faine right fothe, 
He was ware of me howe | ftode 

“Before him and did of my hode, 
And had gret him as I beft coude 
Debonairly and nothing loude ; 
He faid, Ipray the be not wrothe, 
Fherde the not, to faine the fothe, 
Ne I fawe the not, Sir, truely. 

Ah, gode Sir ! tho no force (quod 1} 

IT am right fory’ if Ihave ought 
Diftroublid you out of your thought ; 
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Forieve me if 1 have myffetake, 

Yes, the amendes is light to make, 
(Quod he) for there lithé non therto z 
‘There is nothing miffaide nor do. 

Lo howe godely yfpake this knight, 
As it had be anothir wight,” 

And made it neithir tough ne queint ! 
And I fawe that, and gan me’ aqueint 
With him, and founde him fo tretable, 
Right wondir fkylful and refo’nable, 
As me thoughtin, for all his bale, 
Anon right | gan finde a tale 

Tohim, to loke where I might ought 
Have more knowleging of his thought. 

Sir, (quod I) this game is ydone, 
Tholde that this hart be ygone, 

Thefe huntis can him no where fe. 

1 do no force therof,.(quod he): 

My thought is theron neradele. * 

By’ our Lorde (quod 1) I trowe you wele, 
Right fo me thinkith by your chere; 
But, Sir, o thing wollin ye here ? 

Me thinketh in gret forowe’ J you fe, 
But certis, Sir, and if that ye 

Wolde aught difcovir me your wo 

I wolde, as wife God helpe me fo, 
Amende it if can or may, 

Ye mowin prove it by affay, 

Yor by my trouthe, to make you whole 
Iwol do al my powir whole ; 

And telleth me of your forowes fmert, 
Paraunter it may efe your herte, 

"That femeth ful {yke undir your fide. 

With that he loked on meafide, 

As who faithe nay, that n'y! not be. 

Graunt mercy,mygode frende! (quod he) 
I thanke the that thou woldift fo, 

But it may ner the rather be dos 
No man ne may my forowe glade, 
‘That maketh my hewe to fal and fade, 
And hath myn underftanding lorne, 
‘That me is wo that | was borne : 
May nought make my forowis flyde, 
Not all the rem’edies of Ovide, 
Ne Orpheus, god of Melodie, 
Ne Dadalus, with his playes flye, 
Ne hele me may no phyficien, 
Nought Hippocrates ne Galen; 
Me’ is wo that I live houris twelve; 
But whofo wol affaye him {elve 
Whether his hert can have pite 
Of any forowe let him fe me, 
I wretche, that dethe hath made al naked 
Of al the bliffe that er was maked, 
1 wrothe, the werfte of allé wightes, 
‘That hate my dayis and my nightes; 
My lyfe, my luftis, be me Jothe, 
For allé fare and 1 be wrothe ; 
The pure deth is fo ful my foe 
That I wolde dic it wil-not foe, 
For whan | folowe’ it it wil flye, 
I wold have him it n’il not me 
And this is paine withoutin rede, 
Alway dyinge and be net dede, 

5 
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‘That Sifyphus that tyeth in hel 
Nay may not of more forowe tel; 
And who fo wifte al, by my-trouthe, | 
. Al my forowe, but he hadde routhe 
And pyte of my forowes {merte 
‘That man yhath a fendely herte, 
For whofo feeth me firft on morowe 
May fayne that he hath met with Sorowe, 
For I am Sorowe’, and Sorowe’ is 1, 
Alas! and I wyl tel the why, 
My forowe’ is tournid to playnyng, 
And al my laughtir to weping, 
My glad thoughtis to hevineffe, 
In travaile is myn ydleneffe, 
And eke my reft, my wele is we, 
My gode is harme, and evirmo 
In wrathe is tournid my playning, 
And my delite in forowing, 
Myn hele is turned into fickeneffe, 
In drede is al my fyckerneffe, 
To derke is tuenid al my lyght, 
My wytte is foly, my day night, 
My love is hate, my flepe wakyng, 
My mirth and mekis is fafting, 
My countitaunce is nicete, 
And al abawed where fo I be, 
My pece is pleding, and in werre, 
Alas, howe might I fare in werre ! 
My boldeneffe is turnid to thame, 
For falfe Fortune hath played a game 
At cheffe with me, alas the while! 
‘The traytereffe falfe and ful of gyle, 
‘That al behoteth and nothing halte, 
She gothe upright and yet fhe halte, 
‘That baggith foule and lokith fayre, 
‘The difpitous and debonaire, 
That fcornith many a creture; 
An ydole of falfe purtraiture 
Is the, for the wol foné wryen; 
She is the monftri’s hed ywryen, 
As filthe, ovir yftrowed: with floures, 
Her mofté worship, and her floures, 
To lyen, for that is her nature, 
‘Withoutin faith, lawe, or mefure, 
She falfe is, and evir laughing 
With one eye, and that othir-weping, 
‘That is brought up fhe fet al downe 5. 
Tlikin her to the fcorpiowne, 
That isa falfe and fateryng beft, 
For with his hed he makith felt, 
But al amyd his flatiringe 
‘With his taile he wil forely ftynge, 
And envenim, and fo wil the ; 
She is the envious Charite, 
, That is aye falfe and femith wele, 
So turnith fhe her falfé whele 
Aboute, for it isnothing ftable, 
Nowe by the fyre nowe at the table; 
Ful many’ one hath the thus yblent ; 
She is playe of enchauntément, 
‘That {emith one and is not fo : 
The falfé thefe what hath the do 
Trowef thou? by’ our Lorde I wil the fay. 


With her falfe draughtis ful divers 
She ftate on me, and toke my fers; 
And whan | fawe my fers away, 
Alas! I couth no lengir play, 
But fayid, Farewel fwete ! ywis, 
And farewel al that er.there is; 
Therwith Fortune yfayid Cheke here, 
And mate inthe’ myd poynt of the’ checkere 
With 2 paune errant. Alas ! 
Ful craftyir to play the was 
Than Athalus, that made the game 
Firft of the cheffc, fo was his name 5° 
But God wolde I had ones or twife 
Iconde and knowe the jeoperdife 
‘That coude the Greke Pythagores, 
I fhulde have piside the bet at ches, 
And kept my fers the bet therby ; 
And though wherto? for trewily 
Tholde that withe no: worthe a fire, 
It had be ner the bet for me, 
For Fortune can fo many’ a wyle 
Ther be but fewe can her begile, 
‘And eke fhe is the laffe to blame, 
My felfe I wolde have do the fame, 
Before God, had I ben as the, 
Shg ought the more excufid be ; 
For this I fay yet more therto, 
Had | be God, and might have do 
My wyl, whan the my fers ycaught 
I wolde have drawen the famé draught, 
For al fo wife God gyve me refte 
I dare wel {were fhe toke the befte, 
But throughe that draught I have ylorne 
My blyffe, alas that I was borne! | 
For evirmote I trowe trewly, 
For al my wil, my late wholly 
Is turne, but wote ye what to done? 
By’ our Lorde it is to dyin fone, 
For nothinge I ne leve it nought 
But lyve and dye right in this thought; 
There n'ys planet in firmamente, 
Ne’ in ayre ne’ in erthe none elemente, 
That they ne yeve me’ a yefte echone 
Of wepyng whan I am alone, 
For whan that } advife me wele, 
And bethinke me evérydele 
How that there Jieth in rekininge 
In my forowis for nothinge, 
And howe there livith no gladnefie . 
May gladdin me of my diftreffe, 
And howe I have lofte fuffifaunce, 
And therto I have no plefaunce, 
Than may I fay I have right nought ; 
And whan al this falleth in my thought, 
Alas! than am I ovircome, . 
For that is dune this not to come: 
Ihave more forowe than Tantate. 
And whan I herde hiin tel this tale 
Thus pitoufly as f you tell, 
Unnethis myght J lengir dwell, 
It did myn herte fo mochill wo. 
A, gode Sir! (quod I) fay nat fo, 
Have fome pite on your nature, 
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Remembrith you of Socrates, 

For he ne countith not thre ftrees 

Of nought thar Fortune coude ydo. 
No, (quod he) { ne can not fo. 

‘Why, gode Sir, yes parde, (quod I) 

Ne fay not fo, for truily 

Though ye had loft the ferfis twelve, 

And for forowe murdrid your felve, 

Ve thulde be dampnid in this cafe, 

By as gode right as Medea was, 

"hat flough her childrin for Jafon, 

And Phyllis for Demophoon, 

"That hing her felf, fo welaway ! 

For he had brokin his teryge day 

‘To come to her. Anothir rage . 

Had Dido, the Quete of Carthage, 

"That flough her flf for AEncas 

‘Was falfe, for whiche a fole fhe was; 

And Echo dyed for Nareiffus 

Ne wolde nat love her; and right thus 

Hath many’ an othir foly done, 

‘And for Dalila died Sampfone, 

‘hat Goughe him felig-with a pilere; 

But there is no man alive here 

Wolde for ther feris make this wo. 
Why fo? (quod he) itis not fo, 

"Thou wotck ful lytil wha: thou meneft, 

For J have lofte more than.thou weneft. 

And howe may that ybe? (quod 1) 

Gode Sir, tellith me al wholly 

In what wile, howe, why, and wherfore, 

"That ye have thus your bliffe ylore. 
Blithely, (quod he ;) come, fit the doun ; 

J tel the on condicioun ’ 

Thou fhalte wholly with all thy wit 

Do thyne entente to herkin it, 








"Yes, Sip. ‘Than fwere thy trouthe therto, 


Gladly to holdin the hereta, 

Thal right blithe, fo God me fave, 
‘Wholly with all the witte I have 
Here you as wel as er T can, . 

A Godde's halfe, (quod he) and began, 

Sir, (quod he) fithins firfte | couthe 
Have any manir witte fro youthe, 

@r kindily underftandinge 

"fo comiprehende in any thinge 
‘What love was in mine owne wit, 
Dredilefle I have evir yet 

Be tributary and yeve rente 

To Love wholly, with gade entente, 
And through plefaunce become hie thral 
‘With gode wil, body, herte, and al; 
Al this I put in his fervage 

Asto my lorde, and dyd homage; 
And full devoutly’ I praide hym tho 
He thulde befet myne herté fo 

‘That it plefaunce unto him were 
And worfhip to my lady dere. 

And this was Jong and many’ 2 yere 
(Er that mis hert was fet o where) 
"That I dyd thus, and ne wift why, 

) trowe it eame me kindily ; 
Parauntcr I was thereto moft able 
As 2 white wal or a table, 








For it’ is redy to catche and take © 
Al that men wollin therin make, 
Wicthir men will portrey or painte 
Be the werkis nevir fo quainte. 
‘And thitke tyme | farid right fo, 
] was able to” have lernid tho, 
And to have conde as wel or better 
Parauntir eithir arte or lettir, 
But for love came firft in my thought 
‘Lherfore } ne forgate it nought; 
I cheestove to be my firft crafte, 
And therfore it is with me lafte; 
For why? I toke’ it of fo yonge age 
That malice ne had my corage, 
Not that time turnid to nothing 
‘Thorough to mokil knowleging, 
For that tyme Youth my maiftireffe 
Governid me in ydilnefle, 
Ser it was in my firfté youth, 
And though fal litil gode I couthe, 
For al my werkis were flittyng 
‘That time, and al my thought varying, 
Al thinges were to me yliche gode, 
That knewe f tho, but thus it flode< 
It happed that I came on a day 
In to a place there that I fey 
Trewly the fairift companie 
Of Jadies that er man with eye 
Had fene togithers in o place; 
Shal I clepe it happe eithir grace 
‘That brought me there? nought but Fortune, 
That is to lyin ful comune, 
The fall traitireffe perverfe, 
God wolde that { coulde clepe her werfe, 
For now fhe worchith me ful wo, 
And I wol te) the fone why fo. 
Anionges thefe ladies thus echone, 
‘The fothe to fayin, 1 fawe one 
That ne was lyke none of the route, 
For I dare fwere, withoutin doute, 
‘Phat as the fommer’s fonné bright 
Is fairer, clerer, and hath more lyght, 
Than any other planet in heven, 
‘The moné or the fterris feven, 
For al the worlde right fo had the, 
Surmountin *hem al ‘of beaute, 
Of manir, and of comlyneffe 
Of ftature, and wel fet gladneffe, 
Of godelyhede, and fo wel befey, 
Shortly, what thal I more yfey ? 
By God, and by his holowes twelve, 
It was my {wete right al her felve; 
She had fo ftedfaft counténaunce, 
So noble porte and mainténaunce, 
And Love, that wel yherde my bone, 
Vhad efpyid me thus fone 
That the fill foné in my thought ; 
As helpe me God fo was { cought 
So fodainly, that I ne toke 
No maner counfaile but at her loke 
Audat min herte; for why? her eyen 
So gladly I trowe myn herte feyne, 
‘Yhat purely tho min owné thought 
Said it were but ferve her for nought 
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Than with anothir to be wele; 
And it was fothe, for every dele 
I wil anone right tel the why; 

I fawe her daunce fo comily, 
Carol aud fing fo fwetily, 
And Isugh and play fo womanly, 
And lokin fo debonairly, 
So godely {poke and fo frendely, 
‘That.certes I trowe that evirmare 
N’as fene-fo blisful a trefore; 
For evry here on her hed, 
The fothe to fay, it was not red, 
Ne neithir yelowe ne browne it n’as, 
Mc thought mofte like to golde it was; - 
And whiche eyia my lady had, 
Debonaire, gode, and glad, and fad, 
Simple’, of goede mokil, not to. wide; 
Therto her loke n'as not afide, 
Ne ovirthwart} but befet fo wele 
It drewe and roke up everydele 
Al whiche that on her gan beholdes 
Her cyin femed anone the wolde 
Have mercy, Folly wendin fo, 
But it was ner the rathir do; 
It n’as no counterfetid chinge, 
ii was her own: pure loking, 
Whiche that the goddeiie Dame Nature 
Had made ‘hem opin by mefure 
-And clofe, for were the ner fo glad 
Her Joking was not folithe fprad 
Ne wildily though that ihe plaide, 
But er me thought her eyin faide 
By God my wrathe is al farieve ; 
‘Therwith her ifte fo well to live 
‘That Dulneffe was of ber advad; 
She n’as to fobre ne to glad; 
Inallé thingis more mefure 
Ne had nevir { trewe creture; . 
But many’ one with her loke the hert 
And that fate her full lyte at herte, 
For the knewe nothinge of ther thought; 
But wher the knewe or knewe it nought 
Algate the ne’ ronght of *hem a fre; 
‘To get her love no nere n”as he 
‘Vhat woned at home than he in Inde; 
The formiit was alway b 
But gode folke ovir al othir 
She loved as man may his brothir, 
Of whiche love fhe was wondir large 
Jn kkilful placis that bexe charge; 
But whiche a vifage had the therto! 
Alas! my herte is wondir wo 
‘That Ine can cifcrivin it, 
Melackith bathe knglithe and wit 
For to undo the ful, 
Auleke my fpirites ben fo dull 
So gret athinge for to devile; 
Lhave no wyt that can fuffyfe 
‘To comprehendin her heaute 
But thus’ moche 1 dare faine, rhat fhe 
Was white, rody, frethe, lifely hewed, 
And every day ner beaute newed; 
And nyghe her face was aldirbeite, 
For certis Nature had ache lefte 
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To make that faire, that trewly fhe 
Was her chefe patron of beaute, 
And chefe enfample’ of al her-werke 
And monftre, for be’ it ner fo derke 
Me thinketh 1 fe her evirmo; 
And yet moreovir, theugh al the 
‘That ever lived were now a lyve 
Ne wolde thei have founde to diferive 
In al her face a wickid figne, 
For it was fad, fimple’, and benigne, 
And foche a godoly fweté {peche 
Yhad that fwete, my lyv’is leche 
So frendely, and fo well ygrounded, 
Upon refon fo wel ifounded, 
| And fo tectable to al pode, 
‘That Udare fwere wel by the rede 
Of eloquence was nevir fonde 
| So fwete 2 fowning and faconde, 
Ne trewir tonged, ne fcornid lafle, 
Ne bet-coude hele, that by the maffe 
4 I-durfte fwere, thcugh the Pope it fonge, 
4 That ther was nor yce through her tonge 
Man ne-woman gretly harmid, 
As for her was al harme yhid, 
Ne laffe flatiring in her worde, 
‘That purely her Simple recorde 
Was founde as.treWe.as any bonde 
Or trouthe of aay man's honde. 
Ne chide fhe.couide nevir a dele, 
That knowich al the worlde ful wele. 
But foche a fuireneffe of a necke 
| Yhad that fwete, that bone nor brecke 
N’as there none fein that miifefatte, 
lc was white, fmothe, ftreight, and pure fatty 
Withoutin hole or canel bone, ‘ 
And by feming fhe ne has none. 
Her throte, as Lhave nowe memgire, 
Semed as a rounde tour of yvoire, 
| OF gode gretneffe, and not to grete; 
And Faire White ywas fhe hete, 
That was my ladies nam2 right, 
And the was therto faire’and brights 
She ne had not her name wronge : 
Right-feire fholdirs and body longe 
She had, and ermis evir lith, 
Fattithe, Rethy, nat grete ther with 3 
Right white handis, and nailis rede; 
Rouade brettis; and of a gede brede 
Her hippis were ; a ftreight flatte baske; 
1 kaewe on her none othir lacke, 
‘That al her limmis n’ere pure fewing, 
In as ferre as [had knowing’: 
‘Fherto fhe coulde fo wel yplaye 
What that her lyfte, that dare faye 
‘That the was iyke to torché bright, 
‘Vhatevery man may take of light 
Ynough, and it hath ner the leile 
4 Gf manir and of comlyneffe, 
Right fo farid my fady dere, 
For every wight of her manere 
Moght catche ynough if that he wolde, 
Yi he had eyen her to beholde, 
For I dare {were f that ihe 
Had aiunge tonne thoufande ybe 
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She woldin have be'at the beite 

A chefe myroure of al the fefte, 

‘Though they dad ftondin in a rowe 

‘To mennis eyen that coulde have knowe ; 
For where fo men had plaide or waked * 
‘Me thought the felowfhippe as naked - 
Withoutin her that b-fawe ones 

-As a corowne withoutin ftones ; 
‘Trewily fhe was to yoin eye 

"The? folein phoenix of Arabye, 

For there livith nevir but one, 

Ne fuche as the ne knowe I nonce: 

‘To fpeke of godeneffe, trewly fhe 

Had as mochil debongirte - s 

‘As er had Hefter in the Bible, 

And more, if mdre were-poffible; - 
And, fothe to fayin, therwithal : 

She hadde a wittg fo gencral, 

So whole enclinid to al gode, 

“Phat al her witte was fette by the’ rode 
‘Without malyce, upon gladneffe ; 
And therto’ | fawe ner yet a lefle 
Harmful than the was in doing 
I fay not that fle n’ hadde knowyng 
‘What harme ywas, or ellis fhe 
Had coulde no gode, fo thinkith me; 
And trewly for to {peke of trouthe, 

_ But the had had it had be routhe, 
'Therof fhe had fo moche her dele, 
And 1 dare faine and {were it wele, 
‘That ‘Trouthe him felfe over al and al 
Had chofe his manor principal 
Jn her, that was his refting place ; 
"Therto the had the mofté grace 
"To have Redfafte perfeveraunce, 

And efy’ attempre govirnaunce, 
‘That evir | knewe or witte yet, 
So pure fafféraunt was her wit ; 
And refon gladly fhe’ underftode, 
It folowid wel the coulde gode; 
She ufid gladly to do wele ; 

‘Thefe were her manirs every dele. 
‘Therwith the lovid fo wel right 
She wronge do wonldin to no wight; 
(No wight ne might do her no fhame, 

She lovid fo wel her owne name, 

Her luft to holde no wight in honde, 
Ne be thou fikir the wolde not fonde 
‘To holdin no wight in balaunce 
By halfe worde ne by countinaunce, 
But if men wolde upor her lye, 

Ne fende men into Walakye, 

‘To Pruife and to-Tarturie, 

To Alifaundrie ne Turkye, 

And bidde him fait anon that he 
Gohodeledle into the drie fe, 

‘And come home. by the Carrenare ; 

And, Sir, be ye nowe full ryght ware 
‘That I may of you here men faine 
Worthippe or that ye come againe. 

‘| She ne afed no foche knackis {male : 
But therfore that 1 tel my tale, 

Right on this fame, as I have faide, 
‘Was wholly al my love ylaide, - 
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For certis fhe was that fwete wife, 
My fuffifaunce, my Jufte, my life, 
Min hope, min hele, and al my bleile, 
My worlde’s welfare and my goddeffe, « 
And I wholly’ hers, and every dele. 
By’ our Lorde! (quod 1) I trowe you wele, 
Hardly your love was wel-befet, ‘ 
I wot howe it might have do bet. 
Bettir ! me not fo wel (quod he.) 
A trowe it, Sir, (quod 1) parde. 
Nay leve it wel. Sir, fo do 1; 
Ileve you wel that trewily 
You thought that fhe ywas the beft, 
‘And to beholde the alderfaireft, 
Who fo had loked her with your eyen. 
‘With myn! aay, al whiche that her feyen 
Sayid’and fwpre that it was fo, 
And though they ne had I wolde tho 
Have lovid beft my lady fre - 
‘Though I had had al the -beaute 
‘Vhat er had Alcibiades, 
And al the ftrength of Hercules, 
And thereto had the worthinefle 
Of Alifaundre’, and al the’ richeffe 
‘That cvir was in Babyloine, 
In Carthage or in, Macedoine, 
‘Or in Rome or in Nineve, -.. + 
And thesto al fo hardy be 
As was Heélor, fo have I joye, 
‘That Achilles yflough at Troye, 
And therefore was'he flayne alfo 
In a temple, for bothe two 
Were flaine, he’ and Antilegius, 
And fo faithe Darius Fregius, 
For the love of Polyxena, 
Or ben as wife as Minerva, 
1 wolde cvir withoutin drede 
Have lovid her, for | muft nede. 
Nede! nay, trewly I gabbé nowe ; 
Nought nede, and ¥ wol teilin howe,: 
For of golde wil mim herte it wolde, 
And cke to love her I was holde, 
As for the fairift and the bette; 
She was as gode, fo have I refte, 
As was Penelope of Grece, 
Oras the noble wife Lucrece, 
"Phat was the befte, he tellith thua 
‘Lhe Roman Titas Livius, 
She was as gode, and nothing like, 
‘Though ther ftories be autentike, 
Algate fhe was as trewe as fhe. 
But wherfore that J tellin the, 
Whan that I firft my lady fey 
I was right yonge, the fothe to fey, 
And fulgrete nede I had to lerne, 
Whan that myn ‘herté woldin yerne ; 
To love it was a gret emprife, 
But as my wite wolde befte fuffife ; 
Aftir my yonge and childely wit 
Withoutin drede [ befet it 
To lovin her in my befte wife, 
To do’ her wurthip and the fervife, 
Whiche that I coude tho, by my trouth¢, 
Withoutin faining cithir flouthe, = 
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For wondir faine t wolde her fe; 
So mokill it amendid me, 
That whan I fawe her a morowe 
+1 was warithed of al my forowe 
Of al day altir tel’ it were eves 
‘Me thoughtin nothinge might me greve 
Were my forowes nevir fo fmierte, ° 
And yet the fyt fo in min herte 
‘That by my trouthe [ n’oldé nought 
*For al this worlde out of my thought 
Yieve my lady; no trewly.’ 

Now by my trouthé, Sir, (quod I) 
Me thinkith you have foche a chaunce 
As fhrifte without in repentaunce. 
\_-Repentaunce. may; nay; fye! (quod he) 
Shuldin | nowe repentin me 
"To love? nay, certes, than were I wel 
‘Worfe than-ywas Achitophel - 

Or Antenor, fo have f joye, 

‘The traitour that betrayid Troye, 
Or than the falfe Ganelion, ' 
‘He that purchafid. the traifon 

Of Roulande and of Olivere : 
Nay, while that { am alive here 
Xn’yl foriet ther nevirmo, 

Nowe, gode Sir, quod Ito him tho, 

Ye have wel tolde me here before, 

It’ is no nede to reherfe it-more, 

Howe that ye fawe her firft, and where, 
But wolde ye tel me the manere 

‘To her whiche was your firfté fpeche, 
Therof I woldé you befeche, 

And howe that fhe knewe firft your thought, 
‘Whethir ye lovid her'or nonght, oe 
And telleth me eke what ye have lore; 
herde you tellin here before, 

Ye faide thou n’otift what thou meneft, 

For I have lofte more than thou weneft? 

And what loffe is that? (quod I tho ;) 

N'il the not love you? is it fo? 

Or havin ye ought done amis, 

‘That the hath left you? isit this? 

For Godd’is love telleth me al. 

Before God (quod the) and I thal, 

Afay right as { have yfaide, 

On her was al my love ylaide, 

and yet fhe n’ifte it ner a dele 

Nort longé tyme, levith it wele, 

For be right fykir 1 durft nought 

For al this worlde tel her my thought, 
Ne’ I wolde have wrathid her trewly 
For woft thou why ? fhe was lady 

Of the body that had theherte, 

And whofo’ hath that may not afterte, 
,, But for to kepe me fro’ ydleneffe 
Trewly I dyd my bufineffe ; 


Upon his anvelt up and downe 
Therof he toke the firfté fowne, 
But Grekes faine of Pythagoras 
That he the firft findir ywas 
Of the’ arte, Aurora tellith fo; 
But therof no force of "hem two; 
Algatis fongis thus I made 
Of my felyng, min herte to glade, 
And lo! this was the althir firtt, ° 
I n’ot whethir it were the wort : 
Lorde! it makith min herté light 
Whan that I thinke on ‘that fwete wight 
That is fo femely on tofe, °° * - 
And wifhe to God it might fo be 
That thé wolde holde me for her knight, 
My lady,, that’ is fo faire and bright. 
Nowe have [tolde the, foth to fay, 
My firft2 fonge. Upon a day 
{ bethought me what mothil wo 
And forowe that { fuffrid tho 
For her, and yet the wifte it nought ; 
Ne tel her dusit I not my thought +. * 
Alas! ‘thaught I, I can n6‘rede;, 
And but I tel her, ‘I atm but ‘dede, 
And if I tel her, to fay fothe 
I arg adradde the wol be wrothe : 
Alas” what thal I than ydo? 
In this debate I was fo wo 
Me thought myne herté braft atwaine, 
So at the laft, fothe for to faine, . 
I bethought me that Dame Nature 
Ne formid nevir incretire 
80 mochil beauty trewily 
And bountie withoutin mercy. 
In hope of that my tale I tolde 
With forowe, asthat I ner fholde 
For nedis, and maugre myne hed 
T muft have tolde her or be ded, 
I n’ot wel howe that! 5 
Fol yvil reherfe it I can, . 
And eke, as helpe me God withal, 
Utrowe it was in the difmal, 
That was the ten woundes of Egypte. 
For many a worde | ovirfkipte 
In telling my tale, for pure fere 
Left that my wordis myffefet were 3 
With forowful hert and woundes dede, 
Softely, and quaking for pure drede 
And thame, and ftinting in my tale 
For ferde, and min hewe alle paie; 
Ful ofte I wexte bothe pale and red, 
Bowing to her I hinge the hed Fi 
I durft not onis loke her on, 
For wit, manir, and al, was gone ; 
I faide, Mercy, fwete! and no mores 
Tt n’as no game ; it fate me fore. 








To make fongis as I beft coude, . Soat the lafte, the fothe to faine, 
ei oftin time I fonge *hem Joude, ‘Whan that myne herte was come againe, 
ind made fongis this a grete dele, To tellin thortly al my {peche, 


Although I coud nat make fo wele 
Songis, ne knewe the arte fo al, 

As coude Lamek’is fone Tubal, 

‘That founde out firfte the arte of. fonge, 
For as his brothir’s hamirs Tenge 


With whole herte I gan her befeche 
That she wolde be my lady fwete, 
And fwore and hertely gan her hete 
Evir to be ftedfatte and trewe, 

And Jove her alway frethly newe, 
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And nevir othie lady beve, 
And al her worfhip for tg fave 
As I befte coude, I fwere her this, 
For yours is al that er ther is, 
For evirmore, myne herté fwete! 
And ner to falfe you but I mete 
An’yl, as wife God helpe me fo, 
Aud whan [ had my tale ydo 
God wote the’ acomptid not 2 tre 
Of al my tale, fo thoughtin me ; 
‘To tel fhortly, right as ic is, 
‘Trewly her aufwere it was this; 
I can not nowe wel contrefete 
Her wordis, but this was the grete 
‘Of her anfwere : fhe fayid Nay 
All utterly. Alas that day 
‘The forowe’ | fuffrid and the wo 
"That trewly Caffandra, that fo 
Bewaylid the diftruccion 
Of Troyé and of Ilion 
Had ner foche forowe as Ithos 
¥ durftin no more fay therto 
For pure fere, but yftale away, ! 
And thus I lyved ful many a day 
‘That trewily I had no nede 
Ferthir than at my bedd’is hede 
Nevir a day to fechin forowe, 
2 founde it redy every morowes 
For why? [loved her in no gere. 
So it befell an othir yers 
A thought onis I wouldin fonde 
‘To doe her knowe and undirftonde 
My wo ; and fhe well undisitode 
‘That I ne wilnid thyng but gode 
And worthip, and to kepe her name 
Ovir all thynges, and drede her thame, 
And was fo bufie her to ferve, 
And pitie were I fhouldin fterve, 
Sithe that I wilned none harme iwis. 
So when my ladie knewe all this, 
‘My ladie yave me all whollie 
‘The noble yeft of her mercic, 
Savyng her worthip by al waies; 
Dredeleffe | mene none othir waica, 
And therewith the yave me a ryng, 
I trowe it was the firité thyng : 
But if myne herte was iwaxe 
Giad that it is no nede to axe. 
As helpe me God 1 was as blive 
Yraifid as fro deth to live, 
OF all happis the aldirbett, 
‘The gladdift and the mofte at ref 
For truilie that fweté wight, 
‘When U had wrong and fhe the right, 
She wouldin alwaie fo godelie 
Foryeve me fo debonairlic ; 
Inalle my youth, in allé chaunce, 
She toke me in her govirnaunce; 
“herewith fhe was alwaie fo trae, 
Our joye was cvir iliche newe ; 
Our hertis werne fo even a pairc, 
‘That nevir n’as that one contraire 
Unto that othir for no wo, 
For fothe iliche thei fuffrid the, 


O bliffe, and eke o forawe hothe? 
Iliche thei were bothe glad and wrothe. 

All was us one withoutin were; 

And thus we lived full many’ a yere 
So well Ican notteliin how. 

Sir, (quod 1) and where is the now? 
Nw! qued he, and yftinte anone, 
‘Therewith he woxe as deddeas ftone, 
And faied, Alas chat I was bore! 

‘That was the joffe that here before 
Itolde the that I had y!orne, 

Bethinke the how I faied beforge 
Thon wotte fui lity! what thou meneft, 
For 1 have lofie more then thou weneft, 

God wot, alas: sight that was fhe. 
Alas, Sir! how? what maie that be ? 
She is dedde! Maie! Yes, by my trouthe. 

Is that your loffe? by Gad it’ is xouthe, 

And with that wordé right anone 
Thei gan to ftrake ferthe; all wasdone * 
For that tyme the hart huntyng. 

With chat me thoughtin that this kyng 
Began homewardis for to ride . 
Unto a place was there befide, 

Whiche that was from us but a lite,” 
A long caftill with wallis white, 
By Sainét John, om a riché hill, 
As me mette; bat thus it befill: 

Right thus me mette, as I you telly 

That in the caftell there wasa bell, 


7 Asit had fmietin houris twelve, 


And therewith 1 awoke.my felve, 
And found me lying in my bedde, 
And the boke whiche that had redd¢ 
Of Alcyone and Ceix the kyng, 

And of the goddis of Slepyng, 

I found it in myne hond ful evins 
Thought J this is fo queint a fwevin 
That I would by proceffe of tyme 
Fonde to put this fwevin in rime 

As I can beft, and that anon: 

‘This was my fwevin, now it? is doem 





This feems an envoy to the Duke of Loncafter after bie 
left of Blanch, 


My matter, toc, When of Chrift our kyng 

Was afkid, What is trothe or fothfaftneffe, . 

He not a worde anfwerde ta that akkyng, 

As who faieth, no manne is al} true I geffe 3 

And therefore though I hight for to exprefic 

‘The forowe’ and wo that is in mariage 

Idaré not writen of it no wickidneflc, 

Left 1 my felf fajl eft in foche dotage. 
{ svol] not faie how that it is the chaine 

Of Sathanas on whiche he knawith ever, 

But Idare faine were he gue of his paine 

As by his will he wayjd be boundin never; 

But thilke dotid fole that eft hath lever 

Ichainid be than ous of prifone crepe, 

God let hym nevir fro his woe difcevey, 

Ne no man hym bewailin though he wepe. 


THE DREME OF CHAUCER in 


But yet leffe thou do worfe takith a wife; ‘This lityl writte, Proverbis or figure, ° 
Bet is to wedde than brennin in worfe wife ; : T fend you, takith kepe of it] rede; 
But thou thalt have forowe on thy Acthe thy life, Onrwife is be shat can na wele endure é 
4nd ben thy wiv’is thralle, as faine thefe wife; Af thou be fibir put the not in dredes 


And if that holy writte maie Dot fuflife, The Wife of Bathe I praie you that ye rede 
Experience fhall the teche, fo maie happe: "| Of this matter whiche that we have on hopde § 
Take the waie levir to be taken in Frife God grauntin you your life frely to lede 


Then eft to fall of weddyng in the trappe, In fredome, for foule is it 9 be bonde, 


a THE ASSEMBLE OF FOULZS, 
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Mill Fowles are gathered before Nature on St. Valentine’s Day to chufe their mates. 
JSormal eagle being beloved of three tercels requireth a year’s refpite to make her choice, 
upon this trial/, Qui bien aime tard oublie, be chat loveth well is flow to forget, 


"Tar life fo fhort, the craft fo long to lerne, 

‘The affaye fo hard, fo fharp the conqueryng, 

‘The dredefull joy, alwaie that flit fo yerne, 

All this mene I by Love, that my felyng 

‘Aftonieth with his wondirfull werkyng 

So fore iwis, that when I on him thinke 

Naught wete I well whether J flete or fink. 
For all be that I knowe not Love in dede, 

Ne wot how that he quitith folke ther hire, 

Yet happith me full ofte in bokis rede 

Of his miraclis and his cruill ire, 

‘There rede 1 well he woil be lorde and fire : 

I dare not faie his ftrokis be fo fore, 

But God fave foche alorde! 1 can no more. 
Of ufage, what for lift and what for lore, 

On bokis rede I off, as E you tolde, 

But wherfore that I fpeke all this, naught yore 

Agon ithappid me for to beholde 

Upon a boke iwritte with lettirs old, 

And thereupon a certain thing to lerne, 

The longé daie full faft t radde and yerne; 
For out of the old feldis, asmen faieth, 
Comith ail this newe corne fro yere to yere, 

And out of aldé bokis, in gode faieth, 

Comith ail this newe fcience that men lere = 

But now to purpofe : as of this mattere 

‘To redin forthe, it gan me fo delite 

‘That all the daie me thought it but a lite. 
This boke of which 1 makin mencion 

Entitlid was dight thus, as F fhall tell, 

Tullius of the Drame of Scipion; 

Chapiters feven it had of heven and hell. 

‘And yerth, and foulis that therein do dwell, 

Of whiche, as fhortly as I can it trete, 

Of this fentence T woll you fuine the grete, 


Firft tellith it when Scipion was come 
In Affrike how he metith Maffiniffe, 
That hym for joie in armis hath inome ; 
Then tellith he her fpeche and all the bliffe 
That was betwixt "hem till the daie gan miffe, 
And how his auncefter Affrikan fo dere 
Gan in his flepe that night till hym appere : 
Then tellith it that from a ftarrie place 
How Affrikan hath hym Carthage yfhewed, 
And warnid hym beforne of all his grace, 
And faied hym, What man, lerid eithir leude, 
That lovith common profite well itheude, 
He fhould into a blisfull place ywende, 
There as joye is that laft withoutin ende : 
Then afkid he if folke that here ben'dede 
Have life and dwellyng in an othir place ? 
And Affrikan faied Ye, withoutin drede, 
And how our prefent worly liv’is {pace 
Nis but a manir deth, what waie we trace, 
And rightfull folke fhull gon aftir thei die 
To heven, and fhewid hym the Galaxie : 
Then fhewed he him the little yerth that here is 
To regarde of the hevin's quantite, 
And after thewid he hym the nine fperis, 
And aftir that the melodie herd he 
‘Thatcomith of thylke {peris thryis thre, 
‘That weiles of mufike ben and melodie 
In this worlde here and caufe of harmonie : 
Then faid he him, Sens that yerth was fo lite, 
And full of tourment and of hardé grace, 
‘That Be ne fhuld hym in this worlde delite ; 
Then told he him in certain yeris {pace 
‘That every fterre fhould come into his place 
‘There it was firft, and all fhould out of mind 
That in this wogld is doen of al} mankynd + 
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‘Then praied hym Scipion to tell hym all 
he waie to come into that hevin bliffe ; 

And he faied, Firft knowe thyfelf immortal, 
~ And loke aie bufely that thou werche and wiffe 
“Fo common profite, and thou fhalt not miile 

To come {wiftly unto that placé dere 

‘That full of bliile is and of foulis clere, 

And brekirsof the lawe, the fothe to faine, 

And likerous folke aftir that thei ben dede, 
Shull whirle about the worlde alwaie in pain 
MTill many’ a worlde be paflid, out of drede, 

And then foryevin all ther wickid dede; 
‘Then thullin thei come to that blisfull place, 

To whiche ta comin God fendin the grace. 

The daie gan failin; and the darke night, 

‘That revith bettis from their bufineffe, 

Berafté me my boke for lacke of light, 

And to my bedde I gan me for to dreffe, 

Fulfilled of thought and bufie hevineffe, 

For bothe [had thyng whiche that I ne wolde, 
And eke I ne had that thyng that I wolde. 

But, finally, my {pirite at the lafte, 

For werie of my labour alll shat daie, 

Toke reft, that madin me to flepin fafte, 

And in my Qepe I met as that Ilaie 
How Affrikan, right in the {elf araie 
‘That Scipion hym fawe before that tide, 

‘Was come, and ftode right at iny bedd’is fide. 

The weric huntir flepyng in his bedde 

‘The wodde ayen his minde goith anone, 

The judge ydremith how his plees be fpedde, 
‘The cartir dremith how his cartis gone, 

‘The rich of gold, the knight fight with his fone, 
The ficke ymette he drinkith of the tonne, 
‘The lovir mette he hath his ladie wonne. 

Can I not faine if that the caufe ywere 

For | had radde of Affrican beforne 

‘That madin me.to mete that he ftode there, 

But thus faid he; Thou haft the fo wel borne 

In lokyng of myne olde boke all to torne, 

, Of which Macrobie ne raught not a lite, 

‘That fomedele of thy labour would I quite. 

‘Thou Citherea, blisfull ladie fwete! 

‘That with thy fire brond dauntift when the left, 
‘That madift me this fwevin for to mete, 

Be thou my helpe in this, for thou maift beft, 
As wilely as I feigh the north northweit 
When I began my fwevin for to write, 

So yeve me might to rime it and endite. 

‘This forefaid. Affrikan me hent anone, 

And forthe with bym anto a gate ybrought 

Right of a parke ywallid with grene ftone, 

And o’er the gate with lettirs large ywrought 
‘There werin verfis writin, as me thought, 

On eithir halfe, of full grete difference, 

On which | fhall you faie the plain feutence. 

Through me men gon into that blisful place 

Of hertis hele and dedly woundis cure, 

Through me men gone into the well of gtace, 

There grene and luitie Maie thall erendure; 

This is the waie to ali gode avinture : 

Be glad, thou reader, and thy forowe’ of caft, 

All open am; paffe in, and fnede the fat. 
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‘Through me men gon,then fpake that othir fide, 
Unto the mortail ftrokis of the fperz, 

Of whiche Difdain and Daungir is the gide, 
‘There nevir tre fhall fruidt ne levis bere; 
‘This ftreme you ledith to the forowfull were 
‘Vhere as the fithe in prifon is all drie; 

‘Th’ efchewyng is onely the remedie. 

Thefe verfis of gold and afure writte were, 

Of whiche I gan aftonied to. beholde, 

For with that one encrefid all my fere,. 

And with that othir gan my herte to boldes 
‘Yhat one me het, that othir did me colde: * 
No wit had I for errour for to chefe 

To entre’ or flic, or me to fave or lefe. 

Right as betwixin adamantis wo 
Of evin weight a pece of yron fet 
Ne hath no might to movin to ne fro, 

Fer what thut one maie hale that othir let; 
So fared I, that En’ift where me was bet 
To entre’ or leve, til Affrican my gide 

Mc hent, and,fhove in at the gatis wide, 

And faied, It fandith writin in thy face 
‘Thyne errour, though thou tell it hot tome, 
But dred the not to come inte this place, 

For this writyng is nothyng mente by the, 
Ne by none but he Lov’is fervaunt be, 
For thou of love haft loft thy taft I geffe, 
As ficke man hath of fwete and bittirneffe. 

But natheéles, although that thou be dull, 
That which thou canft not doe yet maieft thou fe, 
For many a man that maie not ftande a pall 
Yet liketh it hym at wreftlyng for to be, 

And demith whethir he doc bet or he ; 
And if thou haddift connyng for t’ endite 
I fhall the thewin mattir of to write, : 

With that my hand in his he toke anon, 

Of whiche 1 comfort caught, and went in fat ; 
But Lorde! fo I was glad and well begon! 

For ovir all where I myne eyin caft 

Were treis clad with Jeves that aie fhal laft, 
Eche in his kinde, with colour frethe and grene 
As emeraude, that joie it was to fene. 

‘The bildir oke; and eke the hardie asfhe, 
The pillir elme, the coffir unto caraine, 

‘The boxe pipetre, the holme to whippis lasthe, 
The failing frre, the cypres deth to plaine, 
The thotir ewe, the afpe for thaftis plaine, 
The’ olive of pece, and eke the dronkin vine, 
‘The vitor palme, the laurir to divine, 

A gardein fawe I full of blofomed bowis 
Upon a rivir in a grené mede 
There as fwetenefle evirmore inongh is, 

With flouris white and blewe, yclowe and rede, 
And colde and clere weileftremis sothyng dede, 
‘That fwommin full of {male fithis light, 

With finnis rede and fealis filvic bright, 

On every bough the birdis herd I fyng 
With voice of angell in their harmonic, 

That bufied *hem ther birdis forthe to bryng, 

The little pretie conies to ther plaie gan hie, 

And furthir all abont I gan efpic 

The dredfull roe, the buck, the hart, and hind, 
caren ae 
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OF inftruments of ftringis in aecorde — 
Herd I fo plaice a ravithyng fwetneffe 
That God, that makir is of all and lorde, 

Ne herd nevir a bettir, as I geffe, 
‘Therewith a winde, unneth it might be leffe, 
‘Made in the levis grene a noilé foft 
Accordant to the Foulis fong on loft. 

‘The aire of the place fo attempre was 
"That ner was ther grevaunce of hot ne cold, 
‘There was eke every wholfome fpice and gras, 
‘Ne no man maie there warin fike ne old; 

‘Yet was there moré joie a thoufande fold 
"Shen I can tell, or evir could or might; 
‘There is evis clere daie and nevir. night, 

Undir a tre befide 2 well bfoye 
Cupide our lorde his arrowes ferge and file, 
And at his fete his-bowe all redic laye, 

And well his doughtie temprid all the while 
The heddis in the well, and with her wile 

She couchid "hem attir as thei fhould ferve, 
Some for to flea, and fume to wound and carve. 

‘Tho was I ware of Plefance anon right, 
And of Arrai, Lufte, Beaute’, and Curtifie, 
And of the craft that ean yhave the might 
To doen by force a wight to doen folie, 
Disfigurid was the, will not lie, 

And by himfelf, undiran oak | geffe, 
Sawe I delite, that (tode with Gentilneffe : 

Then fawe | Beautie with a nice atire, 

And Youth, all full of game and jolite, 
Fole Hardineffe, Flattirie, and Defire, 

. Meffagerie, and Mede, and othir thre, 
‘Ther namis fhall not here be tolde for me, 
And upon pillars grete of jalpir long 
I fawe a temple’ of braffe rfoundid itrong : 

And about the temple dauncid alwaic 
‘Women inow, of which fome there ywere 
Faire of *hemfelf, and fome of ’hem were gaie; 
In kirtils all difheveled went thei there, 

That was ther office er fro yere to yere; 
Andon the temple fawe I white and faire 
Of dovis fittyng many’ a thoufande paire. 

Before the temple dore full fobirlic 
Dame Pece yfat, a cortaine in her honde; 
And her befidis wondir difcretlie 
Dame Pacience yfittyng there I fonde, 

‘With facé pale, upon an hile of fonde, 
And althir nexte, within and eke without, 
Beheft and Arce, and of ther foike a rout. 

Within the temple’ of fighis hote-as fire 
Therd a fwough that gan about to ren, 
Whiche fighis were engendrid with defire 
"That madin every herte for to bren 
Of newé Mambe; and well efpied I then 
That all the caufe of forowes that thei dric 
Come of the bittir goudis Jeloufie. 

‘The ged Priapus Cawe Tas T went 
‘Within the temple’ in loveraive phice yRtonde 
In feche arraie as when the afle hym fhent 
With erie by night, and with fceptre in hondes 
Full bufilie mez ban ie a 
Upon his hedde to fet of 
Garlandis full of frefhé flouris 






















And in a privic corner in difpert 
Found I Venus and her portir Richeffe, 

‘That was full noble’ and hautin of her port; 
Darke was that place, but aftirwarde lightneife 
I fawe a lite, unnethes it might be lefle, 

And on a bed of golde the Isic to refte 

‘Till chat the hote fonne began to wefte. 

Her gildid heris with a goldin threde 
Tboundin were, untreffid as the laie, 

And nakid from the breft unto the hede 
Men might her fe, and, fothly for to fai, 
‘The reménaunt covired well to my paie 
Right with a lityl kerchefe of Valence ; 
‘There n’as no thickir clothe of no defence. 

The plac? gave a thoufande favours fote, 
And Bacchus, god of Wine, fate her befide, 
And Ceres next, that docth of hunger bote, 
and, as I faied, amiddis laie Cypride, 

To whom on kneis the yong félkis cride 
To be ther helpe : but thus I let her lie, 
And farchir in the temple’ I gan efpie, 

That in difpite of Diana the chafle 
Full many a bowe ibroke hing on the walk 
Of maidins, foche as gone ther tymis wafte 
In her fervice, and paintid ovir all - 

Of many’ a ftorie’, of whiche 1 touchin fhall 
A fewe, as of Califto’ and Atalantep 
nd many’ a maide of which the name 1 want, 

Semeramis, Candace’, and Hercules, 
Biblis, Dido, Thifbe, and Pyramus, 

Triftram, Ifoude, Paris, and Achilles, 
Helaine, Cleopatra, and Troilus, 

Scylla, and eke the mother of Romulus; 

All thefe were paintid on that othir fide, 

And all thet love, and in what plite thei dide, 

When I was comen ayen into the place 
That I of fpake, that was fote and grene, 
Forthe walked I tho my felvin to folace, 

‘Tho was I ware where there yfate a quenc, 
That as of light the fommir fonné fhene 
Paffith the fterre, right fo ovir mefure 
She fairir was then any other creture, 

And in a launde, upon a hill ef floures, 
Was fet this quéne, this noble goddefie Nature ; 
Of braunchis were her hallis and her boures 
Iwrought aftgs her croft ard her mefure; 
Ncither p’as Roule that’cometh of engendrure 
That there ne were ypreft in her prefence, 
To take her dome and yeve her audience ; 

For this was on Saint Valentin’ is daie, 
When every Foule comith to chefe her make 
Of every kinde that men ythinkin maie, 

And that fo huge-a noife gan thei to make 
‘The yerth, the fe, and tre, and every lake, 
So fall was, that unnethis there was {pace 

For me to ftande, fo full was all the place. 

And right as Alaine in The Plaint of Kinde 
Devifeth Nature of foche arate and face, 

In foche arate mer mightin her there finde. 
Tinis noble em: ‘1 of alld grace, 
Bad every Foule takin her cwne place 
As thei were wont alwaie fro yere to yere 
On Sing Valcutines daic to flandin there + 
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& That is to faie, the Foulis of ravine 

Were highift fet, and then the Foulis fmale, 
That etin as them Nature would eneline, 

As worme or thing, of which I tell no tale, 

‘Aid watirfoule fate lowift in the dale, 

And Foulles that liveth by fede fat on the grene, 
And that fo fele that wondir was te fene, 

There niightin : roiall egle finde, 

‘Fhat with his perfich the fon, 
And othir eglis of a toWwir kinde, 
f whiche that clerkis well devifin con; 
There was the tirant with his fethirs don 
And grene, 5 mene the gofhauke, that doth pine 
To birdes for his outragious ravine ; 

The gentle faucon, that with his fete diftreineth 
The kyng’is hand, the hardie fpezhauke cke, 
The qual'is foe, the merlion, that peineth 
Hymfcif full oft, the larke for to feke, 

‘There was the dote, with her eyin fo meke, 
‘The jelous {wan, ayentt his deth that fingeth, 
The oule eke, that of deth the bode ybringethé 

The crane, the geant, with his tremp’ix feane, 
‘The thief the chough, and eke the chattring pie, 
‘The f{cornyng jaie, the cle’s foe the heroune, 
‘The falfe lapwing, alle full of trechirie, 

The ftarling, that'the counfaile can bewrie, 
‘The tame ruddocke, and the cowarde kite, 
‘The cocke, that horiloge is of thropes lite ; 

‘The {parow, Venus fon, the nightingale, 

‘That clepith forthe the frefhé levis newe,, 
‘The fwalowe, murdrer of the beis fmale, 
That maken honie of flouris frefhe of hewe, 
‘The weddid turtell with his herté true, 
The pecocke with his angell fethirs bright, 

The tefaune, fcornir of the cecke by night; 

The waker gofe, the cackowe, er unkinde, 
The popingeie, full of delicafie, 

‘The drake, deftroyir of his owné kinde, 

The ftorke, the wrekir of adveutérie, 

The hote corméraunt, full of glotonie, 

The ravin wife, the crowe, with voice of care, 
The throRill olde, and froftie fekdéfare. 

What fhould F faie? of Foules of every kind 
‘Phat in this world have fethirs and ftature 
Men'mightin in that place affemblid finde 
Before that noble goddeffe of nature, 

And. eche of them ydid his bufie cure 
Benignclie to chefe or for to take 
By her accorde his formel} or his make. 

But to the poinét. Nature held on her hond 
A formell egie’, of thape the gentilleft 
That evir fhe emong her workis fonde, 

‘The mofte benigne and cke the godelie 5 

In her was every vertue at his reft 

So farforthe, that Nature her felf had bliffe s 
To loke on her, and oft her becke to kiffe. 

Nature, the vicare of the’ almightie Lorde, 
‘That hote and colde, hevie, light, moifte, and drie, 
Hath knit by evin nombir of accorde, 

In elie voice began to fpeke and faie, 
Foulia, take hede of my fentence k praie, 
And for your efe, ih fordring of your nede, 
Agfaft as 1 maie ipeke I will me fpede, 
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Ye know well how on S. Valentine's dai, 
By my fatute and through my govirnaunce, - 
Ye chefe yout makes, and aftir flie awaie 
With "hem as I doe pricke you with plefaunce, 
But natheleffe, as by rightfuil erdinaunce, 
Maie i ner let, for all this worldc to win, 

But he that mefte worthieft is hall begin. 

The tercell egle, as ye knowe full wele, 
The Fonle roiall, above you’ all in degre, 

The wife and worthie, fecset, true as ficley 
‘The whiche I have formid, as ye maie fa, 
In every parte aa it beft likith me, 
Icnedith not his hape you to devife, 

He thall firft chefe and fpekin in hie gife. 

And after hym by ordir thall ye chefe 
Aftir your kinde, everiche as you likith, 

And as your hap is thall ye win or lefe, 

But which of you that love moft entrikith 
God fende hym her that foreft for hym fikith ; 
And therwithall the tercell gan the call, 

And faied, Mly fonne, the chaife is to the fath 

But nathéleffe im this condicion 
Mutfte be the cheice of everiche that is here, 
That the agre ta hie eleceion, 

Who fo he be, that should yhen her fere s 
This is our ulage aye fro yere to yere, 

And who fo maie at this time have his grace 
Jn blisfull tyme he came into this place. 

With hed enclined and with full bumble chere 
This roiall tercell fpake, and taried nought, 
Unto my foveraine ladie’, and not my fere, 

I chofe and chefe with will, and hert, and thought, 

The formell on your hand fo well iwsonght, 

Whofe I am all, and evir will her ferve, 

Doe what her lutte to doe me live or fterve ? 
Befechyng her of mercie and of gtace, 

As fhe that is.my ladie fovérain, 

Or let me die here prefent in thia place, 

For certislong maie § not live in pain, 

For in my herte is corvin every vain, 

Havyng regarde onily to my trouthes 

My dere herte! havithon my wo fomre routhe, 

And if that I be founde to her untrue, 

Difobeifaunt, or wilfull negligent, 
Avauntout, or in proceffe love anewe, 
I praie to you this be my judgément, 
That with thefe Foulis I be all to reas. 
‘That ilké daie that the me evir finde 

To her untrue or in my gilte unkinde.. 

And fith none lovith her fo well ask, 
Although the nevir of love me behet, 

Then ought the to be mine through her mercie, 
For othir bonde can-I none en hes kavet,, 

For for wele nor we nevir fealt Blet 

To fervin her, how far fo that fhe wende: 

Saie what you lifte, my tale is at an ende. 

Foll right asthe fote and frethe redde rafe newe 

Againft the fommir funne ycoloured is, 
Right fo for fhame all wasin gan the hewe 
Of this formell when that the herd all thie?” 
Neithir the anfwerde well ne faied amis, 

So fore abathed was the, till that Nature 
Saied, Doughtir, drede you not, I you affure, 
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And othir tercell egle fpake anon 
Of lowir kind, and faied that should not be ; 
ilove her bet then ye doe by Sain@ John, 
Orat the left I love as well as ye, 

And Jengir have ferved her in my degre, 
And if fhe fhould have loved for long lovyng 
To mealone had be the guerdonyng. _ 

I dare eke faie, if fhe me findin falfe, 
Wokinde, jangler, rebell, in any wife, 

Or jelous, doe me hangin by the halfe ; 
And but I berin me in her fervife 

As well aye as my wit can me fuffife 

Fro poin& to poiné, her honour for to fave,’ 
Take the.my life and all the gedet have. 

‘The thirde tercell egle anfwerid tho, 
Now, Sirs, ye fe the lity! lefir here, 

For every Foule crieth out to be ago 
Forthe with his make or with his lady dere, 
And eke Nature her felf ne will not here, 
For tarying her, not half that I would feic, 
And but I {peke I mut for forowe deie. 

Of fonge fervice avaunt I me nothing, 
But as poflible’ is me to die to day 
For woas he that hath be languifhing 
‘This twenty wintre’, and wel it happin may 
A man may ferve bettir and more to pay 
In halfe a yere, although it were no more, 
"Than fome man doth that hath fervid ful yore. 

1 fay not this by me, for { ne can 
Do no fervife that may my lady plefe, 

But I dare fay J am her trewift man, 

As to my dome, and fainift wolde her plefe : 
At fhorté wordis, til that dethe me cefe 

J wil be hers whethir I wake or winke, 
And trewe in al that herté may bethinke. 

Of al my lyfe fyth that day I was borne 
So gentle ple in love or othir thinge 
‘Ne herdin rnevir no man me beforne, 

‘Who fo that had right lefir and conninge 
For to reherfe ther chere and ther fpekynge, 
And {rom the morowe gan this fpeché lafte 
‘Till downward went the fonné wondir faite. 

: The noife of Foulis for to be deliverde 
So loudé range, Have don and let us wende, 
"That wel wende 1 the wode had all to fhivered : 
Conte of, they cried; alas! ye wil us fhende ; 
Whan fhal your curfid pleding have an ende? 
How fhulde a judge on eithir partie leve 
For ye or nay withoutin any preve ? 

The gofe, the cuckowe, and the ducke alfo, 
So cryid Keke, keke, Cuckow, Queke, queke, hye, 
Thorough myne eris the noyfe wente tho; 
‘The gofe fayd than, Al this n’ys worthe a flye, 
But I can fhape herof a remedye, 

And wal yfay my vérdite faire and fwithe 
For watir Foule, who fo be wrothe or blithe. 

And I for worme Foule, faid the fole cuckow, 

For I wil of min owne authorite, 
For common fpede, take on me the charge now 
For to deliver us is grete charite, 
. Xe may abydin a while yet perde. 
(Quod the turtel) Ifthat it be your wil 
A wight may fpcke it were as gode be fil. 
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Tam a fede Foule, one the unworthyef, 
‘That wot I wel, and the left of connynge, 
But bettir is that a wight’is tonge reft 
‘Than entremetin him of focha doynge 
Of whiche he neithir redin can nor finge, 
And whe fo’ it doth ful foiute him felf acloyeth, 
For Offce uncommittid ofte anoyeth. 

Nature; whiche that alway yhad an ere 
‘To murmute of the leudéneffe behinde, 
With faconde voice faid, Hold your tongis thereg 
And I fhal fone 1 hope a counfaile finde 
You to deliver and: fro this noyfe unbynde 
T charge of every flocke ye hail one cal 
To fay the verdite of you Foulisall. , 

Affentid were to this conclufyon 
‘The birdis al, and Foulis of ravine 
Have chofin firft by plaine election, 

‘The tercelet of the faucon to define, 

Al ther fentence, and-as him Juft to termine, 
And to Nature him’ gan they fo Pretentes 
Aad fhe acceptith him with, glad entente. 

‘The tercélet fayd chan-in this manere : 
Ful hard it were to preve it by refon 
Who lovith beit this gentil formel here, 

For everiche hath foche replicacion, 

‘That by fkillié may non be brought adoun ; 
Tcannat fe that tes ayaile, 

Than femith it there mauit be a battaile. 

Al redy, quod thefe eglés tercelles tho, 
Nay, Sirs, (quod he) if that I durft it fay 
Ye do me wronge, my tale is not ydo; 

For, Sirs, ne takith nat a grefe I pray, 

Tt may not be as ye wolde in this way ; 

Ours is the voice that.have the charge in hande,, 
And to the judg’is dome ye muft yftande; : 

And therfore pece: I fay asto my wit 
Me woldin thinke how that the worthieft 
Of knyghthode, and lengift had ufid it, 
Mott of eftate, of blode the gentilleft, 

Were fittingeft for her, if that her left, 
And of thefe thre fhe wote her felfe I trowe 
Whiche that he be, for it is light to knowe. 

The watir Foulis have.ther hedis laide 
‘Togidir, and of fhorte avifément 
Whan evériche had his verdite yfaide, 

They faidin fothely al by one affent 

How that the gofe, with the facondé gent, 
That fo deftrith to pronounce our nede, 

Shal tel our tale, and prayed to God her fpede, 

And for thefe watir Foulis tho began 
The gofe to fpeke, and in her cakélynge 
She faid, Pece now, take kepe every man, 
And herken whiche refon I fhal forth bring; 
My witte is tharpe; I love no tarying ; 

1 fay I rede him, tho he were my brother, 
But fhe wil love him let him love another. 

Lo here a parfite refon of a gofe! 

Tho (quod the fperhauke) nevir mote fhe the; 
Lo foche a thing it’ is to have a tonge lofe ! 
Nowe parde fole yet were it bet for the 

Have holde thy pece than fhewde thy nicete ; 
It Jyeth nat in his wit nor in his wil, 

But fothe is faide, A fole gan not be fill, 
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‘The laughtir arofe of gentil Foulis al, 

And right anone the fede Foules chofin had 
‘The turtel treweyand gan her to "hem call, 
% rayid her to fay the fothé fad 

Of thi\matir, and afkid what fhe rad? 
And thd anfwered that plainly her entent 
She woldé thewe, and fothly what the ment. 

Nay, God forbede a lowis fhuldé chaunge, 
The turtel faid, and wexte for fhame al rede; 
‘Though that his lady evirmore be ftraunge, 

Yet let him ferve her ay tyl he he dede; 
Forfothe I ne praife not the gos'is rede, 
For tho the dyed I wold none othir make ; 
T wil be hers tyl that the dethe me take 

Wel ybourdid (quod the ducke) by my hat; 
‘That men fhouldin love alway caufdleffe 
‘Who cana refon finde or wit in that ? 

Dauncith he mery that is mirth{leffe ? 

Who thuidin recke of that is rechéleffe ? 

Ve queke yet (quod the ducke) ful wel and faire, 
‘There be mo flerres in the flye thun a paire, 

Nowe fye, churle ! (quod the gentil tercélet) 
‘Out of the donghil camie that word aright; 
‘Thou canft,not { which thinge is wel befet ; 
‘Thou fareft by love as owlis do by light, 

"Che day *hem blindeth, ful wel they fe by night ; 
Thy kinde is of fo lowe a wretchidneffe 
That what love is thou canft not fe nor geffe. 

‘Tho gan the cuckow put him forthe in prece 

For Foule that etith worme, and fayid blyve, 
So I (quod he) may have my make in pece 
Tne retche nought howe longe that ye ftrive ; 
Let eche of "hem be foleine al ther Syve s 

‘This is my rede fens they may nat aconde : 
‘This fhorte leffon nedith not recorde, 

Ye have the glutton fildc inow his pannche, 
‘Then are we wel, fayid the emerlon, 

‘Thou murdrir of the heifugge, on the braunche, 
That brought the forth, thou moft refull glutton, 
Live thou folein, wormis corrupcion ! 
For no force is of lacke of thy nature ; 

Go, leude be thou while that the world may dure! 

Nowe pece (quod Nature) J commandin here, 
For J have herde al your opinion, 

Ad in effecte yet be we ner the nere; 

But, finally, this is my conclufion, 

that fhe her felfe thal have her ele@ién 

Of whom her lift, who fo be wroth or blithe, 
Him that the chefeth he thal her have as fwithe : 

For fithe it may not here difcuffid be 
Who loveth her bett, as faid the tercétet, 

‘Than wol I done this favour to’ her, that the 
Shal have right him on whom her hert is fet, 
And he her that his hert hath on her knet , 
“This judge 1 Nature, for 1 may not lye, * 

‘To none eftate I have none othir eye. 

Bnt as for counfayle for to chofe a 
Yf I were Refon, certis than woulde I 
Counfailin you the royal tercel take, 

As fayd the tercélct ful {kilfully, 
As for the gentilift and mot worthy, 
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Which I have wrought fo wel to my plefaunce 
‘That to you it ought ben a fuffifaunce. 

With dredfull voice the formell her anfwerde 5 

My rightfull lady, goddeffe of Nature, 

Soth is that 1am er undir your yerde, 

As is als’ evériche othir creture, 

And muft be yours while that my life may dure, 
And therfore grauntith me my firfté bone, 
And myne entent you wol I fay right fone. 

I graunt it you (quod fhe.) And right anone 
This formel egle {pake in this degre; : 
Almighty quence! unto this yere be done 
Take refpite for to avyfin me, 

And aftir that to have my choyce all fre: 
This a] and fome that I wold Speke and fey ; 
Ye get no more although ye do me dey : 

I wol not fervin Venus ne Cupide 
Forfothe as yet by no manir of way. 

Nowe fens it may none othir wayes betide 
(Quod Dame Nature), here is no more to fay ; 
Than woide I that thefé Foulis were away 
Eche with his make for tarying lengir here, 
And {gid "hem thus, as ye thal aftir here : 

‘To you fpeke 1, ye tercelets (quod Nature), 
Bethe of gode herte, and fervith alld thre, 

A ytre is not fo longe for to enduse, 


+) And eche-of you paine him in his degte 


For to do wel, for God wote quit is fhe 
Fro you this yere, what aftir fo beful ; 
This entremes is dreflid for you alf. 
And whan this werk ybrought was to an ende 
Yo evéry Foule Nature yave his make 
By even acorde, und on ther way they wende, 
And Lordethebliffeand joye which that they make! 
For ech gan othir in his wingis take, 
And with ther neckis eche gan othir winde, 
‘Thankynge aye the noble goddeffe of Kinde. 
But firft were chofin Foulis for to finge, 
As yere by yere was alway ther ufaunce, 
‘To finge a roundel at ther departing, 
To do to Nature honour and plefaunce; 
The note I trowe ymakid was in Fraunce; 
‘The wordis were foche as ye may here find 
‘The nexté vers, as I nowe have in minde, 


Qui bien aime tard eublie, 


Now welcom fomir! with thy fonnis foft, 
That hafte this wintir wethirs ovirfhakes 
Saint Valentine! thou arte full hye on-tofte; 
Which drivift away the longe nightie biake, 
‘Thus fingin fmalé Foulis for thy Siok 
Well havin they caufe for to gladitofte 
Sens eche of,"hem recovered hath hig malty 
Ful blifsful maie they fing when they ayake. -. 

And with the hosting: whee thes tee wirda 
‘That the Foulis made at ther flight away 
1 woké, and othir hokis tcke me to 
‘To rede upon, and yet I rede alway ; 

I hope ywis to redin fo fome day 
‘That # thal metin fome thinge for to fare 
‘The bet, and thusto rede I wil net Spare, 
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CUCKOWE AND THE NIGHTINGALE. 


Chaucer dreameth that be beareth the Crckowe and the Nightinggle contend for excellency 


en finging. 


Tue god of Love, ah, benedivite # 

Yowe mighty and howe gret a lorde is he! 
yor he can makin of lowe hertis hie, 

‘And of hye lowe and lyké for to die, 

wand hardé hertis he can’ makin fre 


He can makin within a li ftounde 

Of fické folke whole, and-frefhe, and founde, 
‘Aud of the whole he can yinake feke ; 

He can ybindin and unbindin eke 

"Yhat he wol have yboundin or unbounde. 


"To tel his might my wit may not {uffife, 
Yor he ean makin ef wife folke ful nice, 
For he may do ut that he wol device, 
And lithy folké to diftreyin vice, 

And proud hertis he cun make agrife, 


Shortly, al that evir he wol he may 5 

Ageinift him there dire no wight fay naye, 
For he can glad and greve whom him lykith, 
‘And who that he wol he loweth or fikith, 
And moft his might he fhedith et in May ; 


For every truc gentle herte fre, 

‘That with hiin is or thinkith for to be, 
Againft May now fhal have fome fteringe, 
Or tn joye or ellis to fome mourning, 

Yu no fcfen fo moche, as thinkith me 3 





For whan that they may here the birdis finge, 
And fe the flouris and the levis fpringe, : 
That bringith into ther remembéraunce 

A manir ef¢ ymedlid with grevaunce, 

And lufty thoughtis ful of grete longing ; 


And of that longing comith hevineffe, 
And therof growith oft grete fikéneffe, 
And for the lacke of that that they defire ; 
And thus in May ben hertis fet on fire, 

So that they brennin forth in pret diftreffc. 


1fpeké this of feling trewily : 

What! tho that I be olde and unlufty 

Yet I have felte of the fickeneffe through May 
Bothe hote and cold, and axis every day, 
How fore iwis there wote no wight but 1. 


1am fo fhakin with the fevirs white 

Of akthis May, ne flepe I but a lite; 

And alfo it is not lyke uate me 

That any herté fhoaldin flepy be 

In whom that Love his firy darte wol fmite. 


But as I fay this othir night waking 

1 thought hewe lovirs had a tokining, 

And amonge *hem it was a commune tale 
‘That it were gode to here the Nightingale 
Moche rathir than the leudé Cuckows finge. 
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And than J thought anon as ie was day 
J woldé faine go fomwhere to aflay 
If that | might a Nightingale yhere, 


yet had I none herde of al that yere, 
Anat wae tho the thirde night of May. 


And right anen as I the day afpide 

No lengir would I in my bedde abide, 

But untow wodde that was me faft by 
Iwent forthé My felf alone boldily, 

ind helde the way downe by a broke fide. 


Tyl I came to a launde of white and grene, 

So faire an one had J nevir in bene; 

‘The grounde was grene, ypoudrid with daifye, 
‘The Houris and the grevis alike hie, 

Al grene and White, was nothing ellis fene. 


There fate 1 downe among the faire flouris, 
And fawe the birdes trippe out of ther bowris 
‘There as they reftid "hers had al the night ; 
‘They werg fo joyful of the day’is tyght 

They began of Maye for to done honouris ; 


‘They coudin we! that fervice al by rote, 
And there was many a full lovely note; 
Some fongin loud? as they had yplained, 
And fome in othir manir voice yfained, 
And fome fongin al out with the ful throte. 


‘They proynid "hem and madin *hem right gayy 
And daunfidin and leptin on the fpray, 

And evirmore wefe two and two in fere, 
Right fo as they had chofin *hem to yere 

In Feverere on Saint Valentine's day, 


And the rivir whiche that I fat upon 

It madin foche a noifé as it ron, 
Accordaunt with the birdis armony, 
Me thought that it was the beit melody 
‘That mightin ben yherde of any mon. 


And for delyte, I ne wotte nevir howe, 

T fel in foche a flombre and a fwowe, 

Nat al aflepe ne fully awaking, 

And in that fwowé me thought I herdé finge 
The fory birde, I menc the leude Cuckowe, 


And that was upon a tre right fat by; 

But who was than evil apaide but 1? 

Now God (quod 1) that dyid on the crois 

Yeve forowe on the and on thy leude vois! 
Ful litil joye have 1 now of thy erie, 


And as I with the Cuckow thus gan chide, 
Therdin in the nexté buth befide 

A Nyghtingalc fo luttily yfinge, 

‘That with her cleré voice fhe madin ringe, 
Echoing thorough al the grene wode wide. 


Ab! gode fwete Nightingale! (quod 1) then, 
A litil haft thou ben to longé hen, 

Fer here hath ben the leude fory Cackow, 
And fongin fongis rathir than haft thou; 

I pray to God that evil fire her bren! 


But now I wol you tel a wondre thing ; 
Aslonge as I ylay in that fwouning, 

Me thought I wift what that the birdis ment, 
And what they fayd, and what was ther entent, 
And of ther fpeche I had fall gode knowing. 


‘There herdin I the Nightingale yfay, 

Now, gode Cuckow! goith fome where awaye, 
And let us that can fingin dwellin here, 

For every wight efchevith the to here, 

Thy fongis ben fo elenge, in gode fay. 


What! (quod fite) what may the aylin as nowe? 
It thinkith me f finge as wel as thou, 

For my fongé is both true and cke plaine, 

And though I can not crakil fo in vaine 

a\s thou doft in thy throte, I wot ner how. 


And every wight may undirftandin me ; 
Lut, Nightingale, fo may they not done the, 
For thou haft many a nice queinté cric; 

1 have the herde faine Ocy, ocy 

Howe might I knowin what that thould ybe ? 


Ah, fole! (quod the) woft thou not whut it is* 
Whan that I fay Ocy, ocy, ywye 

‘Yhan menin I that I would wondre faine 

‘That a} they werin shamfully yflaine 

That menin ought againift love amis; 


And alfo’ I would that al tho hiad the dede 
‘That thinkin not in love ther life to lede, 
For who fo wol net the god of Love ferve 
I dare wel fay he is worthy to flerve, 
<And for that {til Ocy, ocy, I grede. 


Eye! (quod the Cuckow) this is a queint lawe; 
That every wight fhal iove or he to draw; 
But I furfakin al foche company, 

For myne entent ne is not for to die, 

Ne ner while I live on Love’s yoke to draw 5 


For lovirs ben the folke that ben on lyve 
‘That moft difefe yhave and moft uathrive, 
And moft endurin ferow, wo, and care, 
And that the left yfelin of welfare ; 

What nedith it ayenift trouth to itrive ? 


What! (quod the) thon art alle out of thy minde; 
How might thou in thy churlineffe yfynde 
To fpeke of Low is fervauntes in this wife ? 
Yor in this world isuone fo gode fervice 
Toevery wight that gentle is of kinde ; 

Lig 
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For therof truly comith al godeneffe, 
‘Therof al honour ard al gentilneife, 
‘Thereof worthip, efe, and al hert'is luft, 
And parfite joye and ful affurid truft, 

And jolytie, and plefaunce, and frefheneffe, 


And lowlyhed, largeffe, and curtifye, 
And femélyhed, and trew company, 
‘And drede of tham: for to done amys, 
For he that truily Lov’is fervaunt is 
‘Were lothir to be thamid than to die. 


And that thys ie the fothe whiche that I fey 
In that beleve ! wil bothe live and dey; 
And, Cuckow, fo I rede thou do ywys. 
‘Than (quod he) let me nevir havin bliffe 
Yfevir | to that counfaile obey, 


Nyghtingale, thou pfpekift wondre faire, 
But for al that is the foth contrayre, 

For Love ne isin yongé fotke but rage, 
And isin oldé folke a grete dotage ; 
Who moft it ufith he moft shal enpaire ; 


For therof commeth difefe and hevineffe, 

So forow’, and care, and many’ a grete fikeneffe, 
Defpite, debate, and angre, and envy, 
Depraving, fhame, untruft, and jeloufic, 

Pride, mifchefe, povertie, and wodéneffe. 


Loving is aye an office of difpaire, 

And one thing is therin that is not faire, 
For who that getteth of Love a litil bliffe, 
But if he be alwaie therewith, iwis 

He maic full fone of age yhave his haire : 


And, Nightingale, therefore held the nie, 
For leve me well, for all thy qucinté crie, 
If thon be ferre or longé fro thy make 
‘Thou fhalt be as othir that ben forfake, 
And then thou fhalt yhotin as do I. 


Fie! (quod fhe) on thy namé and on the, 
"The god of Love ne let the nevir the, 

For thou art worfe a thoufandfolde than wode, 
For many’ one is full worthie and full gode 
‘That had be naught ne haddin Love ibee; 


For evirmore Love his fervauntes amendeth, 
And from all evili tachis "hem defendeth, 
And makith *hem to brenne right in a fire 

In trouthé and in worfhipfull defire, 

And when him Jikith joy inough “hem fendeth. 


‘Thou, Nightingale, he fayid, be fill, 

For Love have no refon but it is will, 

¥or oft tymis untrue foike he cfith 

And true folke fo bittirly difplefith 

‘That for defaute of courage he let “hem fpill. 
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Then toke I of the Nightingalé kepe 

How that fhe caft a figh out of her depe, 

And faied, Alas that evir I was bore! 

I can for tene not faie one wordé more; 
And right with that worde fhe braft out to wepe. 


Alas! (quod fhe) my herté woll to breke, 

To herin thus this lendé birdé {peke, * 

Of Love, and of his worthipfull fervier; 

Now god of Love, thou helpe 3. iif fome wife 
That I maie on this Cuckowe ben awreke. 


Me thoughtin then that he flerte up anon, 
And glad was I tho that he was agon, 
And evirmore the Cuckowe as he flaic 
Yfayid, Farewell, farewell, popingaic, 

As though he had yfcornid me alone, 


And then ycame the Nightingale to me, 
And fayid, Frende, forioth I thanké the 
That thou haft likid me for to refcowe, 
And one avowe to Love ymake I now, 
"Phat all this Maie I woll thy fingir be. 


I thankid her, and was right well apaied. 

Ye, (quod fhe) and ne be thou not difmaied 
‘ho thou have herd the Cuckow erft than me, 
For if I hive it fhali amendid be 

‘The nexté Maie, if 1 be not affraicd, 


And one thing 1 wol] redin the alfo, 

Ne leve thou not the Cuckow ne’ his loves fo, 
For all that he hath faied is ftrong lefyng. 
Naic, (quod I) therto fhall nothyng me bryng 
For love, and it hath do me mochil wo, 


Ye, hath it? Ufe (quod fhe) this medicine, 
Every daie this Maie or that thou dine 

Go lokin upon the frethe daifie, 

And though thou be for wa in poinct to die 
That hall full gretly leffen the cf thy pine. 


And loke alwaie that thou be gode and true, 
And I woll fing one of the fongis newe 

For love of the, as joude as I maie crie 3 

And then fhe began this fongé full hie, 

I threwe all *hem that ben of Jove untrue. 


And when fhe had yfong it to the ende, 

Now farewell, (quod he) for 1 moté wende, 
And god of Love, that can right well and may, 
As mochil joyé fendé the this daje 

As any yet Jovir he ever fende, 


Thus taketh the Nightingale her leve of me, - 
I praie to God alwaie with her to be, 

And joye of love he fende her evirmore, 
And fhilde us fro the Cuckowe and his ore! 
For there is not fo falfc 2 birde as he. © 
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» Forthe thé yflewe the gentill Nightingale 

To all the birdis that were in that dale, 

And gate "hem allinto a place in fere, 

And befoughtin *hem that they wouldin here 
“Herditefe; and thus the began her tale : 


‘The Cickowe, well it is not for to hide 
How tht Cuckowe and J faft havin chide 


. Evir fithSp th: ywas daie light ; 
1 praic y otballghat ye doin me rizhe 
Of that foule, and Nf, and unkind? bride: 


Then fpeke o birde for XII b 
‘This mattir atkith gode avifément, 

For we ben allé birdis here in fere, 

And fothe itis the Cuckowe is not here, 
And therefore we woll havea parliment; 






And thereat fhall the egle be our lorde, 
And othir peris that ben of recorde, 
And the Cuckowe fhall be aftir yfent, 
And there fhall be yevin thé judgment, 
Or els we fall finally make accorde. 


And this thall be ydone withoutin naie 
The morowe aftir Saint Valentine's daie, 
Undir a maple that is faire and grene, 
Before the chambir windowe of the quene 
At Wod¢ftocke upon the grend Jaie. 


She thankid *hem, and then her levé toke, 
Aad flew into an hauthorne by that broke, 
And there the fate and fong upon that tre, 
For terme of life love hath withholde me, 
So loude, that I with that fong awoke. 


O leudé boke! with thy foule rudéneffe, 
Sithe thou haft neithir beaute ne* eloquence 
Who hath the caufed or yeve the hardineffe 
For to appere in my ladie’s prefence ? 

T am ful fikir thou knowift her benevo'lence, 
Full agreable to ail her abiyng, 

For of all gode fhe is the bett livyng, 


Alas! that thou ne haddift worthineffe 

To fhewin to her fome plefaunt fentence, 
Sith that the hath thorough her gentilleffe 
é\cceptid the fervaunt to her digne reve'rences 
O! me repentith that I ne’ had feience 

And lefir als to make the more florithyng, 
For of all gode the is the belt livyng. 


Befeche her mekely with all lowlineife, 

Though that 1 be ferre from her in abfence, 

To thinke on my trouth to’ her and ftedfaftneffe, 
And to’ abridge of my forowes the viollence 
Which caufed is, wherof knowith your fapience, 
She like emong to notifie' me’ her likyng, 

For of all gode fhe is the beft livyng. 


L'ENNoy, 


Aurore of gladneffe, daie of luftineffe, 
Lucerne anight with hevenlie influence 
Hlamined, rote of beautie and godeneffe, 
Sufpiris, whiche I effunde in filence, 

Of grace { befeche aledge let your writyng, 
Now of ail gode fith ye bett livyng. 


Tid 
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HEREAFTER FOLOWETH 


HOW PYTE 


IS DEDE; 


AND BURIED IN GENTYLE HERTE. 


Pere, that [ have fought fo yore ago 

With herte fore, and full of befy paine, 
‘That in this worlde was nevir wight fo wo 
Withoutin dethe, and yf 1 fhal nat faine 
My purpofe was to Pitic to complaine 

Upon the crueltie and tyrannye 

Of Love, that for my trouth doth me to die. 

And whan that | by length of certaine yeres 
Had evir in one fought a time to fpeke, 

To Pite ran I all befpreint with teres 
To prayin her on Cruelze me’ a-wreke; 
But or | might with any worde out breke, 
Or tel her any cf my painis fmerte, 
¥ found her ded and buried in an herte. 

A downe I fel whan that I faw the herfe 
Ded as a ftone while that the fwonne me lafte, 
But up I rofe with coloure ful diverfu, 

And pitoufly on her myne eyen J caft, 

And nerir the corfe I gan prefin faft, 

And for the foule { fhope me for to pray ; 
Iwas but lorne ; there was no more to fay. 

Thus am I flaine fith that Pite is ded; 
Alas that day that evie it fhulde fal! 

What manir man darc nowe hold up his hed, 
"To whom fhal now any foro’ wfull hert call, 
Nowe Cruelte hath caft to fle us al, 

In ydle hope folke redéleife of painc, 

Sith fhe is ded, to whom fhal we complaine ? 

But yet encrefith me this wondir newe, 
That no wight wote that fhe is ded but 1, 

So many men as in her tyme her knewe, 
‘And yet the dyid all fo fodainly, 

For I have fought her er full befily, 
Sithins that T had firfté witte or mind, 
But the was ded er that I conde her find, 


Aboute her herfe there ftodin luftily, 
Withoutin any mo as thoughtin me, 
Bountie, perfitely well armed and richely, 
And frethe Beaute, and Luft, and Jolite, 
Affurid Manir, Youthe, and Hanefte, 
Wifdome, Eftate, with Drede and Govirnannce, 
Confedrid both by bonde and aliaunce. 

Acomplainte had | writin in my honde 
To have yput to Pyteas a byl, 

But I there al this company yfonde 
‘That rathir wouldin all my caufé fpill 
‘Then do me help, I held my plainté ftill, 
For to thofe folke withoutin any faile 
Without Pite there maie no biil availe, 

Then leave all vertues fave onely Pitie, 
Keping the corfe, as ye have herd me fainc, 
Confedrid by bonde unto Crueltie, 

And be affentid when I fhall be flaine, 

And I have put my compleinte up againe, 
For to my foes my bill T dare not thewe 

The’ effet, which fayith thus in wordis fewe : 

Humblift of herte, hyift of reverence, 
Flowir benigne, coroune of vertues alle! 
Shewith unto your roiall excellence 
Your fervaunt, if I durftin me fo call, 

His mertall harme in which he is ifall, 
And nought all onely for his wofall fare 
But for your renome, as he shall declare. 

Te ftandeth thus; that your contary’ Crueltie 

Allyid is ayent your regalic, 

Undir colour of womanly beautie, 

For men thouldin not knowe her tyrannie, 
With Bountie, Gentillefle, and Curtefie, 

And hath deprivid you thus of your place, 
‘Vhat is hie Beaute’ apertenant to your grace - 
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_, Hor kindly by your heritage and right 
Ye be annexid evir to Bountie, 
And verily ye ought to doc your might 
‘To helpin Trouthe in his adve:fitie ; 
Ec he alfo the coroune of Beautie, 
Anda‘cértis if that ye want in thefe twaine 
‘The Worlde islore; there is no more to faine, 
Eketwhat availeth manir and gentileffe 
Withoutin you, o moft benigne creture ! 
Shall Cryeltie ybe your governeffe ? 
Alas! whiSherté maie it long endure? 
Wherefore but vena ytakin cure 
‘To brekin that perilid i 
Ye fleen "hem that ben\jin your obeifaunce, 
And farthir ovir, if }¢ fuffir this 
All your renome is fordoe in a throwe, 
‘There fhall no man ywete what pitie is; 
Alas that your renome is fall fo lowe ! 
Ye be’ alfo fro your heritage ithrowe 
By Crueltie, that occupieth your place, 
And we difpairid that {ekin your grace. 
Have mercie on me, thou herenus quene, 
‘That-you have fought fo tendirly and fore, 
O let fome Breame of light on me be fene, 
That love and drede you er longir the more! 
For, fothil¥ to faine, I bere fo fore; 





And though I be not coiayng for to plaine 
For God'is love have mercie on my paine. 
My paine is this, that what fo I defire 
That have I not, ne nothyng like thereto, 
And evir fetteth defire mine berte on fire; 
Eke on that othir fide, where that f go 
What manir thing that may encrefe my wo 
‘That have I redy unfought every where; 
Me lackith but my deth and then my bere, 
What ncdith to fhewe percel of my painc, 
Sith every wo that herte maie bethinke 
Ifuffir, and yet dire not to you plaine ? 
For well I wote though that I wake or winke 
Ye recke not whethir that I ficte or finke; 
And natheieffe yet my trouth I fhall fufteine 
Unto my deth, and that thal) well be fene : 
bis is to faine, that I will be yours ever, 
Though ye me flea by Crucitiv your fo, 
Adgate niy fpirite hall nevir difeevir 
Yro your fervice for any paine or wo, 
Sith ye be dedde, alas that it is i ! 











f Ihus for your deth J maic wepin and plain 


With herte fore and full of befie pain. 
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Thefe Verfes next folowing'were compiled by Geof. Chaucer, and in the writen copies folowe 
at the ende of The Complainte of Pite. 


Tux tongé nyghtis, when every creture 
Shuld have ther reft in fomwhat as by kind, 
Or ellis ne may ther life not long endure, 

it fallith mofte into my wofvl minde - 
How I fo farre have brought my felf bchind, 
‘That fafe the deth ther may nothing me liffe, 
So difpaitid 1 am from alle bliffe. 


This fame thought me laftith til the morow, 
And from the merowe forth til it be eve; 
‘There nedith me ne care for to borow. 

For both | have gode laifir and gode leve ; 
There is no wight that will my wo byreve, 
‘To wepe enough and wailin all my fyll; 
The foré fparke of peine now doth me fpil. 


"This Love, that hath me fet in foche a place 
‘Vhat my defire he wil nevir fulfyl, 
For neithir Pite, Mercy, neithir Grace. 
€an I not finde,and yet my wofull herte 
For to be dede I can it not arace, 
‘The more Llove the more fhe doth mc fmerte, 
'Thorowe whiche | fe withoute remedie 
‘That from the deth J may no wife afterte. 


Now fothly what fhe hight I wol reherfe ; 
Her name is Bountie, fet in womanhed, 
Sadnes in youth, and beautie pridéleffe, 

‘And plefaunce undir govirnaunce and drede, 
And her furname is eke faire Ruthéleffe, 
The wifé knit unto gode avinture, 

That for { love her fhe fleth me giltleffe ; 
Her love I beft, and fhall while I may dure; 


Bett than my felfe a hundrid thoufand dele, 
‘Than al this world’is richis or creture ; 
Now hath not Love me beftowid wel, 


Yo fovin there I ievir thal have parte ? 
Alas, right thus is turnid me the whele ! 
‘Thus am { flaine with Lov’is furious darte ? 
I can but love her beft my fwete fo, 

Love hath me taught no moré of his arte 
But fervin alwaye and ftint for no wo, 


Within my trewé carefull herte ther is 

So mochil wo and eke fo litil bliffe 

That wo is me that evir I was bore! 

For al that thinge which I defire ] miffe, 
And al that evir I wolde not iwis 

That finde Iredy to me evirmore ; 

And of all this I n’ot to whom me plaine, 
For the that might me out of this ybring 
Ne rechith nought whethir I wepe or fing, 
So litil routh hath fhe upon my paine! 


Alas! whan flepinge tyme is then I wake, 
Whan I fhuld daunce for fere lo than I quake 3 
‘This hevy life I lede, lo ! for your fake, 
‘Though ye therof in no wife hedé take, 

Mypn hert’is lady and whole my live’s quene 
For truly durft I fay as that I fele 

Me femith that your fweté herte of ftele 

Is whettid now againift me to kene. 


My deré herte and beft belovid fo! 
Why lykith you to do me al this wo? 
What have I don that grevith you, or faide ? 
But for I ferve and love you and no mo, 
And whileft I live I wil evir do fo, 
Andtherfore, {wete ! nc bethe not iJ apaide; 
For fo gode and fo faire as that ye be 
Tt wera right gret wondir but yc had 
Of alfervauntis both of gode and badde, 
And beft worthy of al them I am he. 
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+ But nevir the leffe, my righte lady fwete ! 
Though that 1 be unkonninge and unmete 
To ferve as I coud beft aye your highnes, 
¥et is ther none fainir, that would | hete, 
4Pran I to do you cfe or ellis bete, 

What <n'l wilt that were to your highnes; 
And hac I might as gode as I have wil, 
Than theuld ye fele wher it were fo or none, 
For in this world livinge than is ther none 
‘That fainit, wolde your hert’is wil fulfil, 


For both I love and c&<drede you fo fore, 
And algates mote and h»ve don you ful yore, 
That bettir loved is none\ne nevir fhal, 
And yet 1 would befeche Sou of no more 
Butlovith wel, and be not wroth therfore, 
And let me ferve you forth, lo! this is al; 
For Tam nought fo hardy ne fo wode 

For to defire that ye fhould lovin me, 

For wel I wotte, alas! that may not be, 
Tam fo litit worthy’ and ye fo gede, 

For ye be one the worthyit on live, 

And I the moit unlikely for to thrive. 


Yet for al this wetith ye ful righte wel 
That ye ne fhould me from your fervyce drive, 
"Phat I ne wilaye with my witis five 


Serve you truly what wo fo that I fele; 
For I am fet fo hy upon your whele 
“That though ye nevir wil upon me rew 
T muft you love,and bene evir as trewe 
As any man ycan or maye on live, 


But the more that I love you, godely fre! 
“Phe laffé finde I that ye lovin me; : 
Alas! whan thal that hardé wit amende > 
Wher is now al your womanly pite, 

Your gentilnes and your debonairte ? 
Wil ye nothinge therof upon me fpend, 
And fo whole, fwete ! as am youris all, 
And fo grete wil asI have to you ferve 2 
Now certis and ye let me thus viterve 
Yet have ye wonnia therupon but Small, 


For at my knowing I do nothing why : 
And thus I wil befeche you hertily, 

‘That if evir ye finde whilis ye live 

A truir fervaunte to you than am I, 
Levith than, and fleith me hardily, 

And I my deth to you wilal forgive ; 
And yf ye finde no trewir verily, 

Woilin ye fuffir than that I thus fpil, 
Andsfor no manir giltybut my gode will ? 
Asgode were than untrue as true to be, 
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Fur fro the preef and dwell with fothfaftneffc; 

Suflife unto thy godc though it be fmall, 

For horde hath hate, and climbyng tikilneffe, 

Prece hath envie, and welc is blent oer all; 

Savour no more than the behoven shall; 

Rede well thy felf, that othiy folke can rede; 

And trouthe the fhaj} delivir it’ is no drede, 
Paine the not eche crokid to redreffe 

In truft of her that tourneth as a balle ; 

Grete reft ftandith in litil bufineffe ; 

Beware ajfo ta fpurne again analle ; 


Strive not as doith a crocke with a walle; 
Demith thy felf that demift othir’s dede, 
And trouthe the thall deliver it *is no drede. 
‘That the is fent receve in buxomeneffe ; 
The wraftlyng of this worlde afkith @ fall; 
Here is no home, hese js but wildirneffe ; 
Forthe pilgrim, forthe o heft out of thy ftall ; 
Loke up on high, and thanke thy God of all; 
Weivith thy luftc and let thy ghoft the Iede, 
And trouthe the fhall delivir it is no drede, 
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CHAUCER’S A,B,C. 


CALLED LA PRIERE DE NOSTRE DAME. 


Chaucer's #4, B, C, called La Priere de nofire Dame, made, as fome fay, at the requet 
of Branch Ducheffe of Lancafter, as a praier for ber private fe, being a woman ig 


her religion very devout, 


A. 
Aumioutir and allmerciable Quene ! 
‘To whom all this world fleith for foccour, 
To have relefe of finne, of forow, of tene, 
Glorious Virgine? of all flouris flour, 
‘To the I fle, confoundid in errour ; 
Helpe and releve, almightic debonair ! 
Have mercy of mine perilous langour, 
Venquiit me hath my cruill adverfaire, 


Bountie fo fixe hath in my hert his tent, 

That well 1 wote thou will my fuccour be ; 

Thou canft not warnin that with gode entent 

Axith thyne helpe, thine hert iSaye fo fre, 

‘Thou art largeffe of plaine felicite,  * 

Havin and refute of quiete and reft ; 

Lo how that thevis fevin chafin me ; 

Nelpe, Ladie bright! or that mine hhip to breft. 
c. 


Comfort isnone but in you, Lady dere! 
For lo! mine finne and mine confufioan, 
Which ought not in thin prefence for to’ apare, 
Han taken on me a grevous actioun, 
Of veray right and difperatioun, 

nd as by right they mightin weil fuftene 

at I were worthy imine damnatioun, 

le were it of thy mercy, blifefull Quene! 

D 


"Dout is there none, o uene of mife’ricord! 


tat Se 


God vouchidefafe through the with us to” accord s 
For certis, Chrift’is bliisfull modir dere ! 
Were now the bow ybent in fwiche manere 
As it was firft of juftice and of ire, 
‘The rightful! God wauld of no mercy here; 
But through the han we grace as we defire. 
E. 


Ever’ hath mine hope of refute in the be, 
For here beforne full oft in many’ a wile 
Unto mercy haft thou recevid me, 
But mercy, Lady ! at the gret affife, 
When we fhall come before the EHigh Juftife, 
So litil freut fhall then in me ben found 
‘That but thou or that day corre@in me 
Of very right mine werke will me confound. 
om 
Flying I fie for fucconr to thine tent, 
Me for to hide fro tempeft full of drede, 
Befeking you that ye you not abfent, 
‘Though ibe wicke: o help yet at this nede! 
All have I ben a beft in wit and dede, 
Yet, Lady! thou me clofe with thine owne grace; 
‘Thine cnemic and mine (Lady, take hede) 
Unto mine deth in point is me to chafe. 
G. 
Gracious maid and modir! which that never 
Were bittir nor in erth nor in the fe, 
But full of fwetenefle and of mercy ever, 
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Speke thou, for f ne dare him not 
So have I done in erth, alas the while ! 
‘That certis but if thou mine fuccour be 
To finke eterne he will mine ghoft exile. 

H. 
He vouchidefafe, tell him, as was his will, 
Become a man as for our alliaunce, 
And with his blede he wrote that blifsful bill 
Upon the croffe as generall acquitaunce 
‘To every penitent in full cryaunce; 
And therefore, Lady bright! thou for us prey, 
Then fhale thou ftentin ali: his grevaunce, 
And maken our foe to faylin of his prey. 

I 


I woté well thou wilt ben our fuccour, 
‘Thou art fo full of bountie in certaine, 
For when a foulé fallith in errour 
’ Thine pitie goeth and halith him againe, 
Then makift thou his per¢ with his Soverain; 
And bringift him out of the crokid ftrete : 
Whofo the lovith thal] net love in vaine, 
That fhall he find ashe the b hall lete. 
K. 
Kalendiris enluminid ben they 
‘That in this world ben lightid with thine nanie, 
And who fo goith with the the right wey 
Him dar not dredin in fouleto ben lame: 
Now Quene of comfort! fith thou art the fame 
To whom I fechin for my medicine, 
Let not mine fo no snore mine wound entame, 
Mine hele into thine hond all I refine. 
L 








Lady! thine forrow can { not portrey 

Undir the croffe, ne his grevous pennaunce ; 
But for your bothis peine I you do prey 

Let not our aldir fo make his boftaunce 

That he hath in his leftis, with mifchaunce ! 
Convict that that ye both han bought fo dere: 
As I faid erft, thon ground of all fubftaunce ! 
Continue’ on us thin pitous eyin clere. 


Moyfes, that faw the both of flambis rede 
Brenning, of which then nevir a fticke brend, 
‘Was figne of thine unwemmid maidinhede ; 
‘Thou art the bofh on which there can defeend 
‘The Holy Ghoft, the which that Moyfes wend 
Had ben on fire; and this was in figure ; 
Now Lady! fro the fire us defend 

‘Which that in hell eternally fhall dure. 


N. 
Noble Princeffe ! that nevir haddiit pere, 
Certis if any comfort in us be 
‘That commith ef the, Chriftis modir dere! 
‘We han none othir melodic ne gle 
Us to rejoyce in our adverfite, 
Ne advocat that will and dare fo prey 
For us, and that for as lite hire as ye, 
‘Phat helpin for an Ave’mary or twey. 

oO 


O very light of eyin tho hen blind! 

O very luft of labour and diftreffe ! 

O treforerc of bountie to mankind ! 

‘The whom God chefe to moder for humblefic, 
From his ¢ncille he made the maiftérefie 


Of heven and erth, our bill up for to bede; 

‘This world awatith ay on thine godenes, 

For thou ne failed’eft nevir wight at nede. 
P. 


Purpofe 1 have fometime for to enquere . 
Wherefore and why the Holy Ghoft the fought 3 
When Gubriel’s voice come to thine cre , 

He not to werre us {wich a wondir wrought, 
But for to fave us that he fithin bought; 

Then nedith us no wepon us to fave, 


But onely there we did not as, nt 
Do penitence, and mercy ave. 


Quene of comfort |. righy when f me bethinke 
‘Phat I agiftid have bothhim and the, 
And that mine foule is worthy for to finke, 
Alas' I caitife, whedir hall I fle? 
Who fhall unto thine fanne mine mené he ? 
Who but thine felfe, that art of pitie well ? 
Thou hast more routh on our adverfite 
‘Than in this world might any tongué tell. 

R. 





Redreffe me, modir ! and cke me chaftife; 
For certainly my Fadir’s chaftifing 
Ne dare J not abidin ia no wife, 
So hidéous is his full reckining. 
Modir ! of whom our joy began to fpring, 
Be ye mine judge and eke my foulis lech, 
For ay in you is pitié abounding 
To cach that will of pity you befech. 

8. 


Soth is that he ne grauntith no pite 
Withoutin the, for God of his godeneffe 
Forgivith none but it like unto the : 

He hath the made vicaire and maiftereffe 
Of all this world, and eke govirnerefle 

Of hevin, and repreffith his juftife 

Aftir thive will, and therefore in witneffe 
He hath the crownid in fo royall wife. 


Temple devont! ther God chefe his wonning, 
Fro which thefe mifbeleved deprivid ben, 
To you mine foule penitent I bring ; 
Receve me, for I can no ferthir fleen, 
With thornis venemous, o hevin Quene ! 
For which the erth accurfid was full yore, 
T am fo woundid, as ye may well fene, 
That I am loft almoft, it fmert fo fore, 
Vv. 


Virgine ! that art fo noble of apparaile, 
‘That jeditt us into the highé toure 

Of Paradite, thou me wife and counfaile 
How J may have thy grace and thy fuccour, 
All have I ben in filth and in errour: 

Lady/ on that countrey thou me adjourne 
‘That clepid is thine bench of frethé flour, 
There as that mercy evir fhall fojourne. 


Xpen thine fonne, that in this world alight 
Upon a croffe to iuffir his paflioun, 

And fuffred eke that Longeus his hert pight, 
And made his hert’is blodé renne adoun, 
And aj this was for my falvatioun; 

And I to him am fals and eke unkind, 
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“And yct he Ml not mine dampnatioun ; 

This thanke J you, fuccour of all mankind ! 
¥. 

Xfaac was figure of his deth certaine, 

That {o ferreforth his fadir would obey 

‘That him ne rought nothing for to be Maine; 

Right fo thy fonné lift a lambe to dey: 

Now Lady full of mercy! I you prey, 

Sith he his mercy furid me fo large, 


Be ye notitant, for all we fing or fay, 
That ye ben evBhoeenees alway our targe. 


Zz. 
Zacharie you clepith the-opin welt 
That witht his finfull foule out of his guilt, 
Therefore this leffoun out J will to tell, 
‘That n’ere thine tendir hert we werin fpilt. 
Now Lady bright! fith that thou canit and wilt, 
Ben to the fede of Adam merciable ; 
Bring us unto that paleis that is built 
To penitents, that ben to merci¢ able, 
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ANNELIDA AND FALSE ARCITE. 


Arcite, a Theban bnight, Sorfaketh Queen Annelida, who loved bim entirely, and taketh 
a new lady, whereupon Annelida maketh this great complaint. 


O rnovw fiers god of Armis, Mars the Rede, 
"That in thy froftic countrey callid Thrace 
Within thy grifly templis full of drede 
Honourid art as patrone of that place, 
‘With the Bellona, Pallas full of grace, 
Be prefent, and my fong continue’ and gie 5 
At my beginnyng thus to the I crie. 
For it full depé is fonkin in mynde 
With pitous herte in Englifhe to endite 
This olde ftorie, in Latine whiche I finde, 
Of Quene Annelida and falfe Arcite, 
‘That elde, whiche ali thingis can frete and bite, 
And it hath fretin many’ a noble ftoric, 
‘Hath nigh devourid out of our memorie. 
Be favourable’ cke thou Polymnia, 
Or Parnaflus that with thy fultirs glade 
By Helicon, and not ferre from Cirrha, 
Singift with voice memerial} in the fhade, 
Undir the lanrir, which that maie not fade, 
And doe that I my fhip to havia winne : 
Firft followe’ 1 Stace, and aftir him Corinne. 
SFamque domos patrias, Seythic@ poft afpera gentis 
Pralia, laurigers fubeuntem Thefea curru 
Leifci plaufus, miffufque ad fidera wulgi, Bee 
‘When Thefeus with warris long and grete 
"The afpre folke of Scythe hath ovircome, 
‘The laurir crounid, in his chaire golde bere 
Flome to his countre houfis is icome, 
For whiche the peple blisfull all and fome 
So cridin that to the fterris it went, 
‘And hym to honouzin did all ther entente 


Before this duke in figne of vidtorie 
The trompis come, and in his banir large 
The’ image of Mars; and in token’ of glorie 
Men mightin fe of trefure many’ a charge, 
Many’ a bright helme, and many’ a fpereandtarge, 
Many’ a frethe knight, and many’ a blisfull rout 
On horfe and fote, in all the field about. 
Hyppolyta his wife, the hardic Quene 
Of Scythia, that he conquerid had, 
With Emelie her youngé fuftir thene, 
Faire in achare of golde he with him lad, 
That al the groand about her chare the fprad 
With brightneffe of the beautie in her face, 
Fulfillid all of largeffe and of grace. 
With his triumph and laurir corouned thus- 
In all the floure of Fortun’is yevyng 
Lete [ this noble prince, this Thefeus, 
Toward Athenis in his waie ridyng, 
And fonde I woll in fhortly for to bryng 
The flic waie of that 1 began to write 
Of Quene Annelida and falfe Arcite. 
Mars, that through his furious courfe of ire, 
‘The oldé wrathe of Juno to fulfill, 
Hath fet the peplis hertis bothe on fire 
Of Thebes and Grece everich othir to kill 
With blodie fperis, reftid nevir ftill, 
But throng now here now there emong "hem bi 
That everiche othir flue, fo were thei wroth;.. 
For when Amphiorax and Tydeus, 
Hippomedon and Parthenope’ alfo, 
Were dedde, and fain was the proude Capancus 
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And when the wretchid Thebans brethrin two What was that worde, or make Him ill apaied 
Were flain, and Kyng Adraftus home ago, ‘Then wenid the out of her witte have braied ; 
So defolate ftode Thebia and fo bare But all was aought but flcight and flattirie ; 
‘That no wight could rémiedie of his care, Withoutin love he fainid jeloufie, 
And when that the old Creon gan efpic Ard all thia toke the fo debonairly 

“How that the blode roiall was brought adoun That al his wil her thought it skilful thyng, 
He helde the cite by his tyrahiiie, 

And did the gentils of chat tegionn 

To ben his frendis and dwell in the toun; 

So what for Jove of him, and what for awe 

‘The noble folke wert to the toune idrawe, 

Emong alk thefe Annelida the Quene 
Of Ermonie was in that jpune dwellyng, 

‘That fairir ferre was that? the fonne Shene; 
‘Throughout theworlde fo gan her name to {pryng, 
‘That ker to fe had evety wight likyng, 

For as of trouthe ne js there none her liche 

OF all the womeit in this worldé riche, 

Yong was this quene, of twentie yeris olde, 
Of middie ftature, and of foche faireneffe 
“Vhat Nature had’a joye her to beholde ¢ 
And for to fpekin of hee fludfatnefte, 

She paftid hath Penelope’ and Lucreffe ; 
And, thortila, if the thall ben comprehended, 
$n her there mightin nothyng ben amended. 

This Theban knight Arcite eke, fothe to faine, 
‘Was yong, and therwithal a luttic knight, 7 
But he was double’ in love and nothing plait, 
ind fubtil In that crafte ovre? an: wight, 

\nd with his connyng wan this adie! bright, 
For fo ferforthe he gan her trouth affure 
‘That the hymt truttith o’er any creture. 

What thould I faine? the lovith Arcite fo 
‘Phat when that he was abfent any throwe 
Anone her thought her herta braft a two, 

Yor in her fight to her he bare hym lowe, 

So that the wende have all his herte iknowe ; 
But he was falfe, it n’as but fainid chere, 

As nedith not foche ctaftis men to here. 

But nertheleffe full mikill bufineffe 

Had he er that he might his ladie winne, 
And {wore that he woald dyin for diftreffe 
Or from his witte he fayid he would twinne ; 
Alas the while ! for it was routhe and finne 
‘That the upon his forowis would rue; 

But Nothing thinkith she Lalfe as dath the trye, 
"Her fredome found Arcite in foche manere 
That al was his that the hath, moche or lite, 

Ne tono manit cteture made the chere 

Furthir then as it likid to Arcite : 

‘Ther was no lack with which he might her wite ; 
She was fo fetfotthe yevin him to plete 

‘That al that likid hym did her to efe. 

‘There n’as to her no manir lettir fent, 

That touchid love, from any manir wight, 
‘That fhe ne thewid ym or it was brent, 

jo plain fhe was, and dyd her fulke might 
bat the n’ill hidin nothyng from her knight, 
ppt he of any untrouthe her upbreide; 

ithoutin bode his herté the obcide, 

Aund eke he made hym jelous ovir her, 

at what that any man had to her faied 
Ange he would Yprayin her to fwere 
. 














3 
Her herte wasto hym weddid with a ryny, 
For fo ferforthe on trouthe is her entent 

‘That where he goith her hert with hith went, 

Whan fhe thal ete on him is fo her thought 
That wel unnethis of mete toke the kepe, 

And whan that the was to her reft ybrought 
On him the thought alway tyl that the flepe, 
Whan he was abfent Prively dothe the wepe: 
‘Thus liveth faire Annelida the Quene 

For falfe Arcyte, that dyd her al this tene. 

This falfe Arcyte, of his newfaugleneffe, 

For the to him fo lowly was and trewe, 
Ytoke leffe deinté for her fedfatteneffe, 
And fawe anothir lady Proude and newe, 
And right anon he clad him in her hewe, 
Wote Inot whethir in white, red, or grene, 

And fulfid faire Annelida the Quene, 

But nerthlefic, Srete wondir was it none 
Though he were falfe, for it’ is the kinde of man 
Sithe Lamech was, that is fo longe agone, 

To be in love as falfe as er he can; 
He was the fire fathir that began 
Yo lovin two, and was in bigamie, 
And he founde tentis fir but yf men lye; 
‘This falfe Arcite fomwhat muft he nede faine 


Thus fwore this thefe, and forth his way he went. 
Alas! what herté might endurin it 

Fer routhe or wo her forowe for to tel, 

Or what man hath the conning or the wit, 

Or what man might within the chambre dwel, 

If 1 to him reherfin fhall the hel 

‘That fuffrith faire Annelida the Quene, 

For falfe Arcite, that did her al this tene2 
She wepith, wailith, iwounith, pitouily ; 

To grounde as ced the fallith as a fone; 

She crampifhith her limmis crokidly ; 

She fpekith as her witte were al agoite; 

Othir colour than afhin hath fhe none, 

Ne none othir worde fpekith the moch or lite 

But Mercy, cruil herte-min, Arcite 
And thus endureth til that the was fo mate 

That the ne’ hath fore on which fhe may fultene, 

But forth languithing er in this eftate, 

Of whiche Arcite hath neithir rothe ne tene ; 

His herte was ellifwhere fette new and grene, 

‘That on her wo ne deineth him uot to think ; 

Him reckith ner whethir the flete or finke, 
This newe lady holdith him fo narowe 

Up by the bridil at the ftav'is onde, 

‘Phat every worde he dred it is as an arowe; 

Her daungir made him bothé bowe and bende, 
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And as her lufte madin him turne or wende, 

For fhe ne grauntid him in her living 

No ‘grace why that he hath thereof to finge, 
But drove him forth; unneth lift her to knowe 

That he was fervaunt to her ladyfhip, 

But lefte that he were proude the held him lowe; 

‘Thus fervith he withoutin mete or fips 

She fente him nowe to lande and nowe to thip, 

And for fhe yave him daungir al his fil 

Therfore fhe had him at her owné wil. 
Fpfample’ of this, ye thriftie women al, 

Take hede of Annelida’ and falfe Arcite, 

‘That for her lift him her dere herté call, 

And was fo meke, therefore he loyed her lite; 

‘The kinde of mann’is herte isto délite 

On thing that ftraunge is, al fo God me fave, 

For what they may not get that wold they have. 
Now turne we to Annelida ayen, 

‘That pinith day by day in languithing ; 

But whan fhe fawe that her ne gate no geyn, 

Upon a day ful foro’wfully weping 

She caft ber for to make a complaining, 

And with her owné hande the gan it write, 

And fente it to her Theban knight Arcyte, 
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So thirlid with the point of remembraunce 
‘The fwerde of forowe, whette with falfe plefaunce, 
Myne hesté bare of bliffe and black of hewe, 
‘That turnid isto quaking al] my daunce, 
My fewertye in wapid countinaunce, 
Sens it availith nothing co ben trewe, 
For who fo trewe is certes it thall her rewe 
‘That fervith Love, and dothe her obfervaunce 
Alway to one, and chaungith for no newe. 
J wote my felfe as well as any wight, 
For I loved one with al min hert and might, 
More than my felf an hundred thowfande fith, 
And callid him my hert'is lyfe, my knight, 
And was al his as ferre asit was right, 
‘And whan that he was glad than was T blythe, 
And his difefe ywas my dethe as fwithe, 
And he ayen his trouthe hath to me plight 
* For evirmnore his lady me to kithe. 
Now is he falfe. alas! and cauféles, 
And of my wo he is fo routhéles 
‘That with a worde him lift not onis daine 
To bring ayen my forowful herte in pees, 
For he is caught up in an othir lees; 
Right as hyru lft he laughith at my pine, 
And Tne hert? not reftraine 
For to love him yet elway nertheles, 
And of all this I n’ot to whom to plaine. 
And fhulde 1 plain, alas the hardé ftoundet 
Unto my foc that yave myn herte a wounde, 
And yet defirith that myre harme be more? 
Now certis ferthir woll I nevir founde 
None othir helpe my foris for to founde, 
My Deftiny hath thapid fo ful yore, 
Ewoll none othir medécyne ne lore, 
T woil ben aye there | was onis bounde, 
‘That [ have faid be faid for evirmore. 















_ANNELIDA AND FALSE ARCITE. 


Alas! where is become your gentillnefle, 
Your wordes full of plefaunce and humbleneffe, 
Your obfervaunce in fo lowe a manere, 

Your awaitinge, and eke your befineffe, 

On me, that ye the callid your maittreffe, 
Your fovéraine lady in this worlde here ? 
Alas! is there now neithir worde ne chere 
Ye vouchfafin upon myn hevineffe? . 
Alas! your love I bye it al to dere! 

Now tertis, fwete Arcit?! though that ye 
Thus cauféleffe the rufull caufe ybe 
Of all my pynt and dedly’ adverfite, 

Your manly treafoun ought it to refpite 

To fle your fothefaft frgade, and namely me, 
Whiche that have nevir yet in no degre 
Offendid you in ought, as wifly he 

‘That all thinges wote of wo my foulé quite. 

But for I was fo plain to the Arcite 
In all my wordesand workis moche and lite, 
And was fo befy aye you to delite, 

Myne honour only fave, mekc, kinde, and fre, 
Therefore, Arcite, ye put in me this wite ; 
Alas! alas! ye rechin not a mite 

‘Though that the percing fwerde of forow byte 
My woful hert thorough your cruilte, 

My fweté foc! wh: ¥ y¢.fo for thame? 
And thinkin ye that Ps cred be your name 
‘To lovin a newe and beri untrewe aye, 

And putin you in flaundir nowe and blame, 
And do to me adverfyte and grame 

That love you moft, God thon wotift alwaye ? 
Yet turne ayen, and yet be plaine fome daye, 
And then fhall this that now is mis ben Bamey 
And al forgevin whilis I lyve maye. 

Lo, herté myne ! al this is for to faine, 
Aswhethir thal I prayt or ellis plaine ? 
Which is the way to done you to be trewe? 
For eithir mote I haye you in my chaine 
Or with the deth ye mote depart us twayne, 
There beth none othir mene ne wayis newe, 
For God fo wyfely on my foulé rewe 
As verily ye flaine me with the paine, 

That mowe ye fe upfainid on mine hewe, 

For thus ferforth have } my deth yfought, 
My felfe I murdir with my privie thought ; 
For forowe’ and gouthe of your unkindénefle 
I wepe, Bwaile, I faft; al helpith naught; 

1 voide alle joy that is to fpeak of aught, 

T voide alle company, I flye gladneffe ; 

Who may avaunt her bet of bevineffe 

Than |? and to this plite have me ye brought 
Withoutin gilte; me nedith no witneffe. 

And fhoulde I pray and weiyin womanhede 
Nay, rathir deth than do fo foule a dede ; 
And: afke mercy and gilt<Jeffe ? what nede ? 
And if that I complaine what life I lede 
You reckith not, that know I out of drede; 
And if Lunto you mine othis bede 
For mine excufe, a {corne thal be my mede; 
Your chere yflourith but it woll not fede; 
Ful lorge agon I might have takin hede: 

For though I had you to morowe againe 
T might as well hold Aprilis from raine 
As heldin you to makin you fedfaft: 
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Almyghty God! of trouthe the fovéraine, 
Wher is the trouth of than? who hath it flaing ? 
She that "hem fovith thali ‘hem finde as fait 
S ina tempeft is 2 rottin maft. 
x that a tame beft that is evir faine 
© Feane away when he is Jett aga? 
owe mercy, fwete Arcite! if Tmiffay; 
Whethir have aught feid ont of the way 


And of al this right naught iwys ye retche; 

Ne nevitmore myne cyin two ben dryes 

And to your routhe and to your trouthe I crye, 

But wel avaty: to.ferre ben they to fetche : 

‘Thus holdith me my Deftiny a wretche ; 

But me to rede out of this drede or gye 

Ne may my wit {fo weke is‘it) not ftretche, 
Than ende { thus, fithe | may do no nore, 

t yeve it up for nowe and evirmore, 

For thal nevir efte putten in balance 

My fikirnefs, ne lerne of love the lore, 

But as the fivan, t have herde fay ful yore, 

Ayent his deth wo] in his Penance, 

So finge I here the deitinie amd chaunce 

Howe that Arcite Annelida fo fore 

Hath chrillid with the Ppoynt of remembrauncg, 
Whan that Arnelids, this woful Quen, 

Hach of her hunde ywrittin in this wile, 

With face all dede, betwixin pale and ereng 

She fel a iwoune, and fithe the Ban to rife, 

-nd unto Mars avowith facrifife 

Within the temple, with a forow fall chere, 

‘That thapin was as ye may plainly hese, 
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I n’ots my witte ig wattid al away: 


For nowe J plaine and nowe agen I pley; 
am fo malid that Tdey, { deys 

Arcite, Arcite, hath born away the key 

OF al my wele and my pode avinture + 
For in this world there ne is no creture 

Walking, alas! in more difcomfiture 

Than tne that more forowe doth endure, 











Redy efteto Profre anewe affure 
For to ben trewe, and mercy me to prey. 
The longs night this wondir fyght I drie, 
That on therday for foche aftray T dye; 
Vor. IJ, 
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THE.COMPLAINT 


OF 


THE BLA 


CKE KNIGHT. 


The heavy Complaint of a knight for that he can not win bis lady's grace. 


x Maie, when Flora the frefhe tuftie quence 
‘The foilehath cladde in grene,andred,and whight, 
And Phebus gan to thede his ftremis fhene 
Amidde the Bulle with al the bemis bright, 
And Lucifer to chace awaie the night, 
Ayen the morowe our orizont hath take 
"Lo bid all lovirs out of fepe awake, 

And hertis hevie for to recomforte 
From drerihed of hevie night’is forowe, 
Nature bad "hem rife, and "hem difporte 
Ayen’ the godelie and the glad greie morowe, 
And hope alfo, with Sain& Thon to borowe, 
Bad in defpite of daungir and difpaire 
¥or to takin the wholfome luftie aire ; 

And with a figh I gan for to abreide 
Out of my flombre’, and fodainly up fterte, 
\s he (alas) that nigh for forowe deide, 
My fikeneffe fate aye fo nie my herte, 

But for to findin foccour of my fmerte, 
Or at the Ici fome relefe of my painc, 
"That me fo fore yhalte in every veine. 

I rofe anone, and thought T wouldé gone 
Into the wodde to here the birdis fyng 
When that the miftie vapour was agone, 
And cleare and faire ywas the morownyng, 
The dewe alfo like filvir in thinyng 
‘Upon the levis, as any baume {wete, 

‘Till firie Titan with his perfaunt hete 

Had dryid up the tuftie licour newe 
Upon the herbisin the grené mede, 

And that the fleurcs of many divers hewe 
Upon ther ftalkis gonin for to {prede, 

And for to fplaie out ther levis in brede 
Againe the fonne, golde burnid in his fpere, 
.That doun to hem yeaft his bemis clerc, 








And by a rivir forthe I gan coftic 
Of watir clere as birell or criftall, 
Till at the laft 1 founde a little weic 
Toward a parke, enclofid with a wail, 
In compace rounde, and by a gaté fmall : 
Who fo that would he frelie mightin gone” ] 
Into this parke, ywallid with grene ftone : 
And in I went to here the birdis fong, 
Which on the braunchis both in plain and vale 
So loude yfang that all the wode yrong 
Like as it fhould thivir in pecis {male, 
And as methoughtin that the nightingale 
With fo great might her voice began out wrett 
Right as her harte for love would all to breft. 
‘The foile was plain and{fmoth, and wondir foft, 
All overfprad wath tapettes that Nature 
Had made her felf, covirid eke aloft ‘ 
With bowis grene, the flouris for to cure, 
"That in their beautie thei maie long endure 
From all affaulte of Phacbus fervent fere, 
Whiche in his {phere fo hotte yfhone and clere, 
The aire attempre, and the fmothé winde 
Of Zephyrus emong the blofomes white 
So wholfome was and nourifhing by kinde, 
"Tht fmale baddis and round blofomis lite 
In maner gan of her brethe to delite, 
‘Io yeve us hope that there fruit fhall ytake 
Ayenift autumpne redy for to fhake. 
T fawe the Daphne clofid urdir rinde, 
With the grene laarir and the wholfome pine, 
Yhe Mirre alfo, that wepith ever’ of kinde, 
‘The cedris hie, as upright asa line, 
The filbert eke, that lowe doith encline 
Her bowis grene unto the yerth adoun 
Unte her knight callid Demophoon. 
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There fawe I growing eke the frefhe hauthorne 
In white motley, that fo fote doeth yimell, 
Athe, firre, and oke, with many a yong acorn, 
And many a tre mo then I can tell, 

And mebeforne I faw a little well, 
SDiBt had his courte, ast could wele beholde, 
* Undir an hill, with quicke itremis and colde, 

The gravill goid, che watir pure as glaife, 
The bankis rounde the well invironing, 

And foft.as velvet was the yong? graffe 
That thereupon luftilic came {pringyng, 
‘Phe fute of trees aboutin compaffyng 

‘Ther thadowe caft, clofyng the wel arounde, 
And all the herbis growyng on the grounde. 

The water was fo wholfome and fo vertuous 
Through might of herbis growyng it befide, 
Not liketo the welle where as Narciffus 
Jilain was through the vengeaunce of Cupide, 
Where fo wondir covertly he did hide 
‘Uhe grain of deth upon eche fatal brinke 
That deth mote folo ve who that ever drinke; 

Ne like unto the pitte of the Pegace 
Undir Parnaffas, where poétis flept, 

Nor like ‘to the welle of pure chaftitd 
Which that Diana with her nymphis kept, 
When fhe nakid into the wacir lepte, 
That flowe Aéteon with her handis fell, 
Onily for he came fo nigh the well : 

But chis welle which that I now here reherfé 
So whalfome was that it wouldin afwage 
Wightes bollin hertis, and the venim perce 
Of Penfifshed, withall the cruill rage, 

And ovir more refrethin the vifage 
Of them that were in any werineffe 
Of grete jabour, or fallin in diftreffe, 

And [that had through daungir and difilain 
So drie'a thurft, thought that { would affaie 
To taftin a draught of this welle or twain, 

My bittir langour if it might alaie, 

And on the banke anone me doune I faie, 
And with mine hed unto the welle Traught, 
And of the watir dranke I a gode draught, 

Whereof me thonght I was refrefhid wele 
OF the brennyng that fate fo nigh my herte, 
That verily anone I gan to fele 
An hugé parte relefid of my fmerte, 

And therewithall anone up Tafterte, , 
And thought that I would walkin and fe more 
Forthe in the parke and in the holtis hore. 
And thorough a launde as I yede apace, 
And gan aboutin faft for to beholde, 
Ifounde anone a delectable place 
‘That “was befet with treis young and olde, 
Whofe namis here for me thal not be tolde, 
_Amidde of whiche there ftode an herbir gréne 
That beachid was with coloures new and clene. 
This herbir was all fuil of flouris gende, 
gieto the whiche as I beholde began, 

letwixt an hulfere and a wadé bende, 

As Twas ware, [ fawe where Jaie aman 

Tn blacke, and of white colour pale and wan, 
hand wondir dedly alfo of his hewe, 


f hurtis grene and freihé woundjs newe, 
a 


* And ovirmore diftrainid with Gckneffle” 
Befide all this he was fuli grevouflie, 

Foz upon hym he had an hote accefiz 
That daie by daic hym thoke ful pitoudlie, 
So that for conitraint of his maladie 

And hertely wo, thus lying all alone, 

Tt was a deth for @ne-to here hym grone, 

Whercof aftoinedy my fote: 1 g2n wichdrawe, 
Fall gretly wondiring what itmight be 
That he fo laye arid haddin no felawe, 

Ne that I coude no wight with him yfe, 
Wherof I had gretérouthe and eke pite;” 
And gan anone,fo foftely as1 conde, - 
Amonge the buthis prively me to throade, 

If that t myght in any wife epic 
What was the caule of this his dedly wo, 

Or why that he fo petoufly gan cric 
On his fortune, and on his ure allo; 
With all my myght I layid an ere to 
Evéry worde, to marke wel what he faide 
Out of his fwough anton as he abraide, 

But firft, if I thulde makin mencion - 

Of his perfone, and plainly him difcrive, 

He was in fothe, without excepcion, 

‘fo (peke of manhode one of che beft on live, 
Thre may no man ayen the trouth yftrive, 
For of his time and of his age allo 

He provid was there men thald have ado. 

One of the heft therto of brede and length, 

So wel ymade by gode Proporcion, 

If he had be in his detivir ftrength, 

But thought and fickneffe were occafyon 
“hat he thus lay in lamentacyon ee 
Grouffe on the grounde, in place fo defolate, 
Sole by him felf, awhapid and amate. 

And for me femith that it is fitting 

Nis wordis alto put in ‘remembraunce, 

To me that herdin all his complaining, 

And al the grounde of thishis wofal chattnee, 
If there withall 1 maye you.do plefaunce, 

I wol to you fo as I can‘anone, 

Lyke as he faide, reherce everichone. 

But who thal helpin me nowe to complaine, 

Or who thal nowe my ftilé gie or lede? 

O Niobe let nowe thy teris rayne: 

Into my penne, and heipe me eke in nede 

Thou woful Myre! that felift mine herte blede 
Of pitous forowe, and myne hande eke quake, 
What that I writin for this mann’is Take; 

For unto wo accordith complaining, - 
And doleful cher: unto hevineffe, ° 
To forowe alfo fighing and weping,” 

And pitous mourning unto drerineffe + 
And whofo that fhall writin:of diftrefie 
In parcy nedith to knowe felingly 

‘The caufe and rote of al foche malady. 

But |, alas! that am of witte but dul, 
And that have no knowing of foche matere, 
For to difcrive and writin at the ful 
‘The woful Complainte which that ye thal here, 
But even like as doth a tkrivinere, a 
‘That can no more tell what that he thal'write 
But as his maiftir belide dothe endite ; 
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Ryght fo fare 1, that of no fentement 

Can fayin tight naught in conclufioun, 
But as [ herde whan that I was ptefent 
This man compiinin with a pitousfoun, 
For even like without addicioun 

Or difencrefe cythir of more or leife 
For to reherfe atone | wol me dreffe. 

And iftharany nowe be in this place 

"That felith in love breninge or fervence, 
Or hindirid were to his ladie’s grace 
‘With falfé tongis, that with peftileace 
Sle trcwé men, that nevir did efferce 

In worde nor dede, ne yet in ther entent, 
Vi any foche there be here nowe prefent, 

Let him of routhe lay him to audience 
‘With doleful chere and fobre countinaunce, 
‘To herin thie man by fal hye fentence 
Hys mortal wo and his dire perturbaunce 
Complaining, and nowe lying in a traunce 
With lokis upcaft and with ruful chere, 

‘Th’ effecte of which was as ye now fhal here. 

‘The thought oppreffed with inward fighis fore, 
The painful lyfe, the body Janguifhing, 

The woful goft, the herté reft and tore, 
‘The pitous chere, all pale in complaining 
"The dedly face, like athis in fhining, 
"The falte teris that from min eyin fall, 
Parcel declare grounde of my uae al. 

Whofe herte is grounde to blede in hevincffe 
The thought receite of wo and of complainte, 
"The brett is cheft of dole and drerineffc, 
"The body cke fo feble and fo fainte, 

With hote and colde mine axis is fo mainte, 
"That nowe I chivir for defaute of hete, 
And hote as glede nowe fodainly | fwete ; 

Nowe hote as fire, nowe cold as afhis ded, 
Now hote for colde, now cold for hete again, 
Now cold as yfe, and now as colis red 
For hete t brenne ; and thus betwixin twaine 
} poffid am and al forcafte in paine, 

So that my hete ful plainly as I fele 
Of grevous colde is caufe every dele. 

This the colde of inward hie difdaine, 
Cold of difpite, and colde of eruil hate, 

"This is the colde chat doth his befy payne 
Ayenift trouthe to fight and to debate, 
*Phis is the colde that doth the fyre abate 
Of trewe mening, alas the harde while ! 
"This is the coldé chat wol me begile = 

For er the bettir that in trouth I mente 
With al my myght her fathfully to ferve, 
With hert and al to be righe diligent, 

“The leffé thanke, alas! I can delerve ; 

"Thus for my trouth? Deungir doth me fterve, 

For one that shuld my deth of mercy let 

Hath made Defpite anew his fwerde to whet 
Again me, and his arowis to fyle, 

‘To take vengeaunce of wilfal crailte, 

‘And tongisfalfe thorough ther flightly wyle 

Han gone a werre, that wil not ftintid be, 

‘And falfe Envie, with Wrathe and Envyte, 

Have contpirid againft ai right and Jawe 

Of ther malyce that Trouth thal be yilawe. 
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‘And Malébouche gan firft the tali tel, 
To {claundir Trouth of indignacion, 

And Falfe Reporte fo laud yrange the bel 
That Mifbylefe and Falfe Sufpedtion 

Have Trouthe ybrought to his dampnacion, 
So that, alas! wrongfully he dyith, 

‘And Falfeneffe nowe his place occupyith, 

‘And entirid is into Trouth’is londe, 

And hath thereof the ful poffeffion. 

O rightful God ! that firft the trouthé fonde, 
Howe maie then fuffre foche oppreflyon, 
"That Falfhed fhulde have jurifdiction 

In Troth’is right to fle him giltiles! 

In his fraunchife he may not live in pees. 

Falily accufed, and of his fone forjuged, 
Withoutin anfwere, while he was abfent, 

He damnid was, and maie not be excufed, 
For Cruilte yfate in judgement 

Of Haftincile without advifément, 

And badde Difdaine do execute anone 

His judgement in prefence of his fone. 

‘Attorney there maye none admittid ben 
"To excufe Trouthé, ne a worde to fpeke; 

‘To faith or othe the judge ne lifte not fene ; 
There ne is no gaine but he will be wreke. 

© Lorde of ‘Trouthe! to the I cal and clepe, 
Howe may thou fein thus in thy prefence 
Withoutin mercy murdrid Innocence! 

Nowe God, that art of trouthé fovéraing, 
And feift how I lic for trouthé bounde, , 
So fore yknitte in lov’is fyrie chaine, (wounde, 
Even at the deth, through gyrte with many’ @ 
"That lykily are nevir for to founde, 

And for my trouthe ath dampnid to the deth, 
And not abyde, but drawe along the breths 

Confidrc’ and fe in thine eternal sight 
Howe that min herte profeffid whilom was 
For to be trewé with al my ful myght 
Onily te one, the whiche nowe, alas! 

Of volunte without any trefpas 
Myne accufours hath takin unto grace, 
And cherithith hem my deth to purchace. 

What menith this? what is this wondir uré 
Of parveiaunce, yf fo 1 thal it cal, 

Of god of Love, that falfe "hem fo affure, 
And trewe, alas! downe of the whele ben fal! 
And yet in {othe this is the wortt of al, 

That falfhed wrongfully’ of troth hath name, 
And trouth ayeniward of falfhed the blams. 

"This blindé chaunce, this Rermy avinture, 
In love hath moftely his experience, 

For who that doth with trouthé maft his cure 
Shal for his mede yfindin mofte offence 

‘That fervith Love with al his diligence, 

For who can fainin undir lowly hede 

Ne failith not to findin grace and {pede = 

For I lovid one ful longe fythe agone 
With all mine herte, and body, and ful might, 
And to be ded my herte can not gone 
From his behefte, but holdthat he hath hyght; { 
“rhough I be banithid out of her fyght, 

And by her mouth dampnid that | fhall dey, 
“Fo my beheite yet I will er obey ¢ 
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For evir fithins that the worlde began, 
Who fo fyite lokin and in ftory rede, 
He thal aye findin that the trew2 maa 
Was put abacke there where as the falfhede 
¥furthered was; for Love takith none hede 
~2E6 fle the trew, and hath of ‘hem 0 ch: 
Where as the falfe gothe frely at ther large. 
T take recorde oft true Palamedes, 
The giltlefs man, the noble worthy knight, 
That eviy lovid and had no teles, & 


Notwithitanding his manhode and his might, 


Yet Love unto him dyd ful gret unright, 

For aye the bet he dyd in chivalrye 

The more he ftill was hindrid by envye; 
And aye the bett he did in every place, 


Thorough his knighthode and his bufy paine, 


The ferdir was he from his ladye’s grace, 
For to her merc might he ner attaine, 
And to his deth he coude it not refraine 
For no daungere, but aye obey and ferve 
As he bette coude, plainly tyl that be fterve, 
‘What was the fyne alfo of Hercules 
For al his conqneft and his worthineffe, 
That was of manly ftrength alone pereles ? 
For lyke as Sokis of him lifte exprefle 
He fet pillers thorough his hye proweffe 
Away at Gades, for to fygnifie 
That no man might him paffe in chivalrye ; 
‘The which: pilliia ferre beyonde Inde 
Befet of goide fora rememberaunce, 
And for al that yet was he fet behinde 
‘With *hem that love lyfte febly to avaunce; 
For him, alas: fot laft upon a daunce 
Againift whom there helpe may no ftrife. 
And fo for al his trouth he lofte his life. 
Phoebus allo, for al his plefaunt lyght, 
‘Whan that he wonid here in yerthe helowe, 
Unto the verry herte with Venus fight 
¥woundid was thorough Cupidis bowe, 
And yet his lady lyft him not to knowe ¢ 


‘Though for the love of her his herte dy’d blede 


She let him go, and toke of him no hede. 
What thai f fayin of yonge Pyramus, 
Of trewe Triftram, for al his hye renowne, 
Of Achilles or of Antonius, 
Of Arcyté, or of him Pelomowne ? 
What was the ende of ther paffuwne . 
But aftir forowe deth and than ther grave? 
fo, here the guerdon that thefe lovirs have! 
But falfé Jafon with his doublenefle, 
That was untrue at Colchos to Medee, 
And Thefeus, rote of unkindeneffe, 
And with thefe two alfo the falfe Enece, 
Lo! thus the falfe evir in one degre 
addin in love ther Suit and al ther wil, 
sind fave falfhode there was none othir ikil. 
Of Thebis city eke the falfe Arcite, 
sind fallir Demophon eke for pis flouthe, 
Ahey bad ther fuft and al that myghe delite 
or al ther falfhude and ther gret untrouthe; 
Thus evir Love, alas! and that is routhe, 
His falfe liegis forthirith what he may, 
and fleeth the trewe ungodely day by day: 


st>- 
For trewe Adonis was flayne with the bore 
Amidde the foreft in the grené fhade, 
For Venus love he feltin al the fore, 
But Vulcanus with her no mercy made, 
The foulé chorle had many nightis glide, 
Where Mars Armipotent, her Regght and man, 
‘To fyndin mercy comforte none hi 1. 
Alfo the yongé frefhe Hippomenes, 
So luftly fre he was of his corage 


| That for to ferve with al his hert he ches * 


Atalanta, fo faire of her vilage, 

But Love, alas! quite him fo ill his wa, Cy 
With cruil daungir plainly at the lafte. 
That with the dethé guerdonleffe he pafte, 

Lo here, alas! the fine of Love's fervice? 
Lo howe that Love can his fervauntis quite { 
Low how he can his faithful men difpife, 

To le the trewe men and falfe to refpite ! 

Lo howe he dothe the fwerde of forowe byte 
In hert’is foche as mofte his lufte obey, 

To fave the falfe and do the trewe to dey! 

For faith, tor othe nor worde, ne affuraunce, 
Trewe niening, nor awaite, nor bufyneffe, 
Neithir ftil porte ne faithful attendance, 
Manhode, ne might in armis, worthineffe, 

Nor parfute of worfkip nor hie proweffec, 
Nor in ftraunge landis riding ne travaile, ; 
Ful lytil or nought in Jove dothe availe, 

Peril of dethe neithir in fe ne lande, 
Hungir ne thurft, forowe ne fykéneffe, 

Ne gret emprifis for to take on hande, 
Sheding of blode, ne manful hardineffe, 

Ne ofte wounding at fautis by difreffe, 

Nor in parting of fife, nor deth alio, 

Alis for nought ; Love taketh no hedé therto, 

But lefingoures with ther bafe flattirie, ~ 
Through ther falthede, and with ther doubleneffe, 
With talis newe, and many fainid lie, 

By falfe femblaunt and counterfeit humbleffe, 
Undir colour depainte with Redfaftnefle, 
With fraude covered under a Pitous face, 
Acceptid be nowe rathift unto grace, 

And can themfelvin nowe belt magnifie 
With fainid porte and ther prefumpcion ; " 
They hauncin ther caufe with falle furquidrie, © 
Undir menyng of double entencion, 

To thinkin one in ther opinion, 
Ard faye’ anothir to fet them felf alofte, 
And hindir trouthe, as it is fene ful ofte. 

The whiché thinge I bye nowe al to dere, 
Thankid be Venus and the pod Cupide,g. 
Asitis fene by mine oppreffid chere, 
sind by his arowes that ftycken in my fide, 
‘Phat fave my deth 1 nothinge elles abide 
Fro day to day, alas the hard? while! 
Whenevir his darte thar hym lyft to file, 

My woful herté for to rive atwo, 
For faute of meroy and lack of pite 
OF her that caufith al my paine and wo, 
And lyfe not onis of grace for to fe 
Unto my trathe thorough her crucite 3 
And moft of al for this Ime complaine, 
‘That the hath joy to laughin at my piine. 
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COMPLAINT OF MARS AND VENUS, 


Guaorra ye lovirs in the morowe graie; 

Lo Venus riffen emong yon rowis rede! 

And flouris frefhé honour ye this daie, , 
For when the fonne uprift then would thei {pred¢; 
But ye lovirs that lie in any drede 

Fiyith, lefte wickid tonguis you apie: 

Lo, yonde the fonne, the cangie’ of Jclovfie! 

With teris blowe and with a woundid hert 
Taketh your leve, and with Sain@ Ihon to borowe 
Apefith fomwhat of your painis fmest, 

‘Time comith eft that ceflin fhall your forow ; 
‘The glad night is worthe an hevic morowe, 
Sainét Valentine, a foule thus herde I fing * 
Upon thy daie or fonné gan up {pring : 

Yet fang this foule; 1 rede you all awake, 
And yé'that have not chofen in humble wile, 
‘Without repentyng, chefith now your make, 
Yet at the left renoveleth your fervice, 

And ye that have full chofen, as I devife, 
Confermith it perpetually to dure, ‘ 
And pacientlie takith your avinture. 


And for the worthip of this highé feite . 


Yet woll Lin my bridd’is wife yfyng 
“The fentence of the Complaint dt the lefte 

That wofulf Mars made at the departyng 

Fro frefhe Venus in a morownyng, 

‘When Phabus with his firie torchis rede 
Ranfaked hath every lovir in his drede. 

Whiiome the thre hevenis lorde above, 

As well by heveniiche revelucien 

‘As by deferte, hath wonne Venus his love, 

And fhe hath take him in fubjeccion, 

And asa maiftreffe taught him his leffon, 
Commaundyng hym nevir in her fervice 

He were fo bolde no lovir to difpiie: 

” For the forbade hym jelopfic at all, 

And cruiltie, and boite. and tirannic ; 

She made him at her lute fo humble’ and thrau, 
"That when the denied to cait on him her cye 
He take in pacience to live or die ; 
And thus the bridlith him in her 
With nothing but with tcorning 
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Who reignith nowe ip bliffe but faire Venus, 
That hath this worthi knight in goviraaupce ? 
Whio fingith nowe but Mars, that fervith thus 
The fayre Venus, the caufir of plefaurice ? 

He bint him to perpetuel obeiffaunce, 


| And the binte her to Jovin him for ever, 


But fo be that his trefpace it difcever. 

‘Thus be they knitte, and reignin as in heven, 
By loking moft, as it fel pn a tide, . 
That by ther bothe affent was fet a fteven 
‘That Mars fhall entre’ as faft as he may glydc 
Into ker nexté palays to ahyde, 

Walking his courte til the had hym ytake, 
And he prayed her to hafte her for his fake. 

‘Than faide he thus; Myne hert’is lady fwete! 
Ye knowin wel my myfchefe in that place, 

For fikirly tyl that I with you mete 
My lyfe ftante there in ayinture and grace, 
But whan I fe the beaute of your face 
There is no drede of deth may do me fhserte, 
For al your lufte is efe unto mine herte. 

She hath fo grete cenipaffion of her knight, 
"That dwellith in folitude ti} the come, 

For it ftode_fo that Pike time no wight 
Counfailid him, ne faid to him welcome, 
‘rhat nigh her wit for forowe was oercome, 
Whertore the {pedd her as faft in her way 
Almofte in one Gaye ashe did in tway. 

‘rhe gret joye that ywas betwixe "hem two 
Whan they be metre there may no tongé tel, 
Yhere is no moré but unto bedde they go, 
<And thus in joye and bliffe I Jette “hem dwel 5 
This worthy Mars, that is of kuizhthode wel, 
The floure of fairneffe happith in his armes, 
Mars the god of Armes. 
Scjovrnid hath this Mars, of which I rede, 
In chambre’ amydde the palais privily 
A certaine time, til that him tea drede 
Phebus, that was comin hastily 
the palaic yatis fturdily 
With torch in honde, of which the ffremis bright 
Ox Venus chanbre knockidin ful light. 









THE COMPLAINS OF MARE AND VENUS, a 


‘The chambre there as laye this frethé quence 
Depaintid was with white bolis grete, 
And by the light the knew that thon fo thene 
‘Phat Phoebus came to bren "hem with his hete; 
‘This filly Venus, ny dreint in teres wete, 
Epbrafith Mars, and faid, Alas Idie! 
“The torch is come that all this worlde wol wrie. 
Up fterte tho Mars, him liftid not to flepe 
‘Wham he his lady herdin fo complaine, 
But for his nature was not for to wepe, 
In ftede of teris from his eyin twaine 
The firie fparelis fprongin out for paine, 
And hente his hauberke that lay him befide; 

Fly wold he nought, ne might him felfin hide. 
He throwith on his helme of hugé weighe, 
And girt him with his fwetde, and in his honde 

His mighty fpere, a3 he was wont to feight, 
He fhakith fo that it almoft to wonde; 
Ful hevy was he to walken ovir londe ; 
He may not holde with Venus company, 
But badde her flye, lefte Phebus her elpy. 
O woful Mars, alas! what maift thou fain? 
‘That 'in the palace of thy difturbaunce 
Arte lefte behind in. paril to be flaine, 
And yet thetéto is double thy penaunce, 
For the that hath thine hert in govirnaunce 
Is paffid halfe the ftremis of thine eyen; 
‘That you n'ere {wife wel maift thou wepe andcrien. 
Nowe flycth Venus into Ciclinius tour 
With voide corfe, for fere of Phebus light ; 
Alas! and there ne hath the nofocour, 
For the ne fonde ne fey no manir wight, 
And eke as there the had but litil mi ht, 
Wherfore her felvin for to hide and fave 
Within the gate the fledde into a cave, 


Darke was this cave, and fmoking as the hel, 

Nat but two paas within the Yate it flode; 

A naturel day in darke I let her dwel. 

Now wol I {peke of Mars, furious and wode, 
For forowe he wolde have feen his hert blode; 
Sith that he might done her no compani¢ 

He ne rought not a mité for to die. 

So feble” he wext for hete and for his wo 
That nigh he fwelt; he might unneth endures 
He pailith but @ fterre in dayis two ; 

But nertheles for al his hevy armure 

He foloweth her that is his liv'is cure, 
For whofe ting he toke gretir yre 
‘Than he “aoe hi brenning‘in the fire, 

Aftir he walkith foltily a paas, 

Complaining that it pite was to here ;: 
He faide, O lady bright, Vertus! alas 
That er fo wide a compas is my {phere ! 
Alas, whan thal I mete you, herté dere ! 
‘This twelve dayis of April I endure 

Through jelous Phebus this mifavintere, 

Now God helpe fely Venus all aloue !- 

But as Ged.walde it heppid for to be oy 
‘That while that weping Venus made her mong: 
Ciclinius riding in his chyvaunche | 

Fro Venus, Valanus might this palais fe, 

And Venus he falvish and makith chere, 

And her recevith as his frende ful dere, 

Mars dwellith forth in bis adverfitie, 
Complaining evir in her departing, 

And what his complaint was remembrith fits, 
And therefore in this luitie morowning, 

As I beft can, I wol it faine and fing, 

And aftir that I wol my leve ytake, 
And God yeve every wight joy of his make! 
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THE COMPLAINT OF MARS, 


Tue? ordir of Complaynt requireth fkilfully 
"That if'a wight fhail plainin pitoufly 

Ther mote be caufe wherfore that men yplainc, 
Or men may deme he playnith folily 

And caufcles : alas! that am ‘hot J, 

Wherfore the bropnde and caufe of all my paing, 
So as my trénblid witte may it attaine, 

I wol rcherfe, not for to have redreffe, 

But to declare my grounde of hevinefle. 

‘The firft time, alas! that I was ywrought, 
And for certain effectis hidir brought 
By him. that lotfith eche intelligence, 

Tyave my trewé fervice and my thought 
For evirmo, how dere I have it boughe ! 
‘To her that is of fo gret excellence 
"That what wight that thewith firft her offence, 
Whan the is wrothe and taketh of him nocurc, 
He may not longe in joye of love endure. 
‘This is no fainid matir that I tcl; 
My lady is the very fours and wel 
Of beaute, lufte, fredome, and gentilneffe, 
Of riche array howe dere fo men it fel, 
Of al difporte in whiche men frendly dwel, 
Oflove and play, and of benigne humblefie, 
Of fowne of inftrumentes of al fwetneffe, 
And thereto fo wel fortuned and thewid 
That through the world her godenes is fhewid : 

What wondir is than though that I befette 
My fervice on foche one that may me knette 
‘To wele or wo, fithe it lithe in ker might? 
'Therfore myne herte for er I to her hette, 

Ne trewly for my deth fhall I not lette, 
‘To ben her trewift fervant and her knight ; 
1 flattir nat, that may wete every wight, 
For this day in her fervice thal dyes 

But grace he Ife her nevir with eye. 

To whom fhal i plainin of my diftreffe? 
‘Who may me help, who may my hert redreffe? 
Shai I complaine unto my lady fre? 

Nay, certis, for fhe hath foche hevynefle 
Yor fere and cke for wo, that as J geffe 


In Jitil time it would her bane ybe, 
But were fhe fafe it were no force of me: 
Alas that evir Jovirs mote endure ° + 
For love fo many per’ilous avinture! 
For though fo be that lovirs be as trewe 
As any metal that is forgid ewe, * 
In many’ a cafe "hem tidith oft forowe ; 
Somtime ther ladies wol nat on "hem rewe, 
Somtimis if that Jeloufy it knewe 
They mightin lightly lay ther hed to borowe ; 
Somtime envious folke with tongis horowe 
Depravin’ hens : alas! whom may they plefe ? 
But he be falfe no lovir hath his be. - 
But what availith foch a long fermoun 
Of avinturis of love up and doun? 
I wol retourne and fpekin of my paine ; 
The point is this, of my diftrudtioun 
My right lady and my falvacioun 
Is in affray, and n’ot to whom to plaine : 
© herté fwete! o lady fovérayne! 
For your difefe 1 ought wel fwoun and {welt, 
Though 1 none othir harme ne drede yfelt. 
‘To what fine made the god that fytte fo hi 
Beneth him othir love or companye, 
And firainith folke fo love maugre ther hed? 
And then ther joye for aught I can efpie 
Ne laftith not the twinkeling of an eye, 
‘And fome have nevir joye til they be ded; 
What menith this, what is this miftihed? 
Wherto conftrainith he his folke fo faft 
‘Thing todefirin but it fhould ylaft? 
‘And though he made a lovir love a thing, 
And mokith it feme ftedfaft and during, 
Yet putteth he in it foche mifavinture 
That reft ne is ther none in his yeving; 
And that is wondir that fo juftea king 
Ydothe foche hardneffe unto his creture; 
Thus whethir lové breke or ellis dure 
Algatis he that hath with love to done 
Hath oftir wo than chaungid is the mone, 


_ PHE COM PS81 py RD PeM ARS: > 


It femeth he hath to lovirs enmyte, 

And lyke a fither, as men may al day fe, 
Baitith his anglehoke with fome plefaunce, 

‘Till many’ a fithe is wode to that he be 

Cefid therwith, and then at erft hath he 

At his defire, and therwithal mifchaunce, 
“And though the line ybreke he hath penaunce, 
For wi 1at hoke he woundid is fo fore 

That he his wagis hath for evirmore. 
._ The broche of Thebis was of foche a kinde, 
So ful of rubycs and of Rtones of Inde 

That every wight that fette on it an eye 

He wende anone to worthy out of his mynde; 
So fore the beaute would his hert ybynde 

‘Til it he had-him thought he muft ¥dies 





And when that it was his than thould he dfle * 


Soche wo for drede aye while that he it had 
‘That weinigh for the fere he fhould be mad; 
And whan is was fro his poffeflion 
Than had he double wo and paftion 
‘That he fo faire a jewil hath tor, On 
But yet this broche, as in conchafinn, 
‘Was not the caufe of his confufions, ° 
But he that wrought it enfortutted it fo 
That every wight that had it thould have wo, 
And therfore in the worchir was the vice, 
And im the coveitour, that was fo nice, 
So farith it by Jovirs and by me, 
For though my lady have fo grete beaute 
‘That. | was mad to I-had gette her grace 
She was not caufe of thine adverfite, 
But he that wroughtin her, as mote T the, 


‘That put fo gret a beaute in her face 

‘That made me coveitin and fo purchace 

Myne owné deth; him wite I that I die, 

And mine unwit that er 1 clambe fo hie, 
But to you hardy knightis of renowne, 

Sithe that ye be of my devifyowne, 

Al be’ I not worthy to fo gret a name, 


| Xeefoine shete-clerkeis I am your pstrone;z 


Therfore ye ought have fome compaflione 
Of my difefe, and take it nat agame, 
‘The proudift of you may be made ful tame, 
Wherfore I pray you of your gentilleffe 
‘That ye complainin for mine hevineffe. 

And ye, my ladyes, that ben trew and ftable, 
By way of kinde ye opghtiata heriible 
‘Fo have pitic of folke that bei fh paine; 
Nowe have ye caufe to clothin you in fable ; 
Sith that your empéres the honorable 
Is defolate wel oughtin ye to plaine ; 
Nowe thoude your holy teris fal and raine: 
Alas! your honour and our, emperice 


«| Nigh ded for arede ne cat her-vot chevice.” 





‘Complainith eke ye tovity'al'in, 
For her that with unfaigid hanib 
Was evir redy to do you focdur, ” F 
Complainith her that er hath ‘be you dere, 
Complainith beaute, fredome, and manere,’ 
Complainith her that endith your labour, 
Complainith thilke enfample’ of 1 honour, 
‘That hevir yet dyd ought but gen ineffe ; 
Kythith therfore in her fome kirtferieffe, 
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Tere n'ys fo high comfort to my plefaunce, 
‘Whan that 1 am in my hevineffe, 

As for to have leyfir of remembraunce 

Upon the manhode and the werthyneffe, 
Upon the trouthe and on the ftedfaftnes, 

Of him whofe Iam al while I maye dure; 
‘There ought to blamin me n6 creature, 

For every wight praifith his gentilleffe. 

In him is bowmte, wifedome, govirnaunce, 
+f more thamany mann’is witte can geffe, 
For Grace hath wolde fo ferforth him avaunce 
‘That of knighthod he is parfite richeffe, 
Honour honourith him fe his noblefle, 
‘Therto fo wel hath fourmid him Nature 
‘That fam his for er E him enfure, 

For every wight praifith his gentilleffe. 

And natwithftanding all his fuffifaunce 
His gentil herte is of fo gret humbleffe 
‘To me in worde, in werke, and in countenaunce, 
And me to ferve is al his befineffe, 

"That I am fette in very fykirnelfe 

‘Thus ought I to bliffe wel mine avintour, 
Sith that him lifte me fervin and honour, 
For every wight praifith his gentilleffe. 

Nowe certis, Love, it is right covenable 
‘That men ful dere abye'thy noble thinges, 

As wake abedde and faftin at the table, 
‘Weping to laugh, and finge in complainynges, 
And downe to caftin vifage and lokinges, 
Oftin to chaunge vifage and countinaunce 
Playe in flepinge, and dremin at the daunce, 
Al the revers of any gladde feling. 

Jelouly he hangid by a cable, 

She wolde al knowin through her efpiyng, 
‘There dothe no wight nothing fo retonable 
‘That al n’is, harme in her ymagining; 
‘Thos dere abought is Love in his yeving, 
‘Whiche ofte he yevith without ordinaunce, 
As forowe’ ynough and litil of plefaunce, 
Al the revers of any glade feling. 

A litil tyme his yeft is agreable, 

But ful accombérous is the ufinge, 
For ubtil Jeloufy the difcevable 


COMPLAINT OF VENUS, 


Ful oftin tyme ycaufith diftourbinge; 

‘Thus ben we evir in drede and fuffting $ 

In no certaine we languifhen in penaunce, 
And have wel ofte many an harde mifchaunce, 
Al the revers of any gladde feling. 

Bat tertis, Love, I faye not in foche wife 
That for to fcape out of your Jace f ment, 
For I fo longe have ben in your fervice 
‘That for to lete of wil f ner affent, 

No force though jeloufye me doe tourment ; 
Suffifith me to fe him whan I may, 

And therfore certis to mine ending day 

To love him beft thal me nevir repent. 

And certis, Love, whan I me wel advife 
Of any’ eftate that man may reprefent 
Than have ye made me thorough your franchife 
Chefin the beft that cvir in erthe went; 

Nowe love well, hert, and loke thou nevir ftent, 
And lette the jelous putte it in affaye 

‘That for no paine ne wol I not fay naye; 

To love him beft thal 1 nevir repent. 

O herte! to the it ought ynoughe fuffice 
‘That Love fo highe a grace hath to you fent 
To chofe the worthyift'in allé wife, 

And moft agreable to mine entent 5 

Sekith no ferthir nejthir way ne went, 

Sith ye have faffifaunce unto my paye = 
‘Thus wol [ ende shis Complaint or this lay; 
To love him beft thal 1 nevir repent, 


L’ENVOYE. 

Princes, reeeveth this complaininge in gre, 
Unto your excellent benignite 
Diredte aftir my litil fufhfaunce, 
For elde, that in my fpirite duilith me, 
pn epditing al the fubtilte 
‘Welnigh berafte out of my remembraunce; 
And eke to me it is a grete penaunce, 
Sith rime in Englifhe hath foche fcarcite, 
To’ folowe worde by worde the curiofite + 
Of Granfon, flour of "hem that make in Fraunce, 
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THE LAMENTACION 


OF MARIE MAGDALEINE. 


This treatife is taken out of St. Origen, wherein Mary Magdalen lamenteth the cruel? 
death of ber Saviour Chrif. 


PLowcsn in the wawe of mortal! diftreffe, 
Alas for wo ! to whom thal I complein ? 

Or who thall devoide this grete hevineffe 

Fro me’, woful Marie, wofull Magalein ! 

My Lord is gon; alas! who wrought this tein? 
‘This fodain chaunce perfith my herte fo depe 
That nothing can I do but waile and wepe. 


My Lorde is gone that here in grave was laicd 


Aftir his grece paffion and deth cruell; 
Alas! who hath hym thus again betraicd ? 
-Or What nian here aboutin can me tell 
Where he’ is become the Prince of Ifracil, 
Jefus of Naz’areth, my ghoftly fuccour, 
My parfite love, and hope of all honour ! 
‘What creture hath hym hegpis caryid, 
Or how might this fo fodainly befall 2» 
Twould$ had here with him taryid, - 
And fo fhould I have had my purpofe all : 
I bought dintmentes ful precious and roial, 
Where with I hoped his corps to have anointed, 
But he thus gone my minde is difapoinéted. 
While | therefore advertife and beholde 
This pitous chauncé here in my prefence 
-Full little marvaile though my hert be coldé, 
Confidiryng, lo! my Lord’is abfence : 
Alas chat] {o full of negligence 
hould be foundin ' becaufe I come fo late 
"All men maie faie | am infortuuate, 
Caufe of my forowe you maic undirftonde, 
Quia tulerunt Dominum meum, 
‘An othir is that I ne maie him fonde, 
}wote nere ubi poferunt eur ; 


‘Thus I mufte bewaile dolorem mean 

With hertie wepying 1 can no bet deferve. 

Till Deth approche my herté for to kerves 
My herte oppreft with fodain avinture 

By fervent anguithe is bewrappid fo 

‘That long this life 1 ne maie not endure, 

Soche is my pain, foch is my mortal! wo; ' 

Nevirtheleffe to what parte fhall I go 

In hope to findin myne owne turtill true, ° 

My liv’is joye, my foverain Lorde Jefu ! 
Sith all my joye, that I call his prefence, 

fs thus removed, now I am full of mone ; 

Alas the while I made no providence 

For this mithap! wherefore I figh and gromes 

Succour to finde to what place might gone! 

Fain } would to fome man my herté breke ; 


! Ln'ot to whom I maie complain or fpeke. 


Alone I ftande full forie and full fad,. 
Which hopid to have feen my Lorde and Kyng 5 
Small caufe have I to be merie or glad 
Remembryng this bittirful departyng + 
In this worlde ne is no creture livyng 
‘That was to me fo gode and gratious, 

His love alfo then gokde more precious, 

Full fore | figh without comfort again, 
There is no cure to my falvacion, 

His brenning love my hert fo doth comtrain, 
Alas, here is a wofull permutacion! 

Wherof I finde no joye nor confolacion, 
‘Therefore my pain all onely to confefle 

With deth I fere woll ende my hevineffe, 
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This wo and anguith is intollerable; 
If I bide here, life can | not fuftain, 
If I go hence my paines be uncurable ; 
Where him to finde | knowe no place certain, 
And thusI ne wote of thefe thingis twain 
Whiche I maie take and which I maie refufe : 
My hert is wounded heron to thinke or mufe, 
(A while £ fhall ftande in this. morowning 
In hope if any vifion would appere 
‘That of my love might tell fome gode tyding, 


Whiche into joy might chaunge my wepyng cher 


Ttraft in his grace und his mercy dere; 

But at the left, though | therewith me kill, 

1 fall not fpare to waile and wepe gy fill, 
And if that I die intfochte avintufe - 

ican no more but welcome as my chaunce 5 

My bones thal ret here in this fepuleure ; 

My life, my deth, is at his ordinaunce 5 

Yt thal be tolde in lafting remembraunce : 

‘Ehus to departin is to me no theme, 

‘And alfo thereof 1 ‘am nothing to blame. 
Hope againit me fo hath her courfe ituke 

‘That there isno more, but thus {hall I dic : 

d fe right well my Lorde hath me forlake, 

But in my conccipt caufe know I none why: 

Although he be farre hence and nothing nye , 

Yet my wofull herte after hy'm doeth feke, 

‘And caufeth teres to ren doun by my cheke. 
Thinking, alas! | have loft his prefence, 

Which in this worlde was all my fuitinaunce ; 

Tcrie and call with hertic diligence, 

But there is no wight givith attendaunce, 

Me to certifie of mync enquiraunce, 

Wherefore I will to all this world bewraie 

How that my Lorde is flain and born awaie. 





‘Though that [ mourne it ne isno grete wonder, 


Sithe he is all my joye in fpeciall ; 
And nowe I thinke we be fo farre afonder 
‘That hym to fe I fere nevir 1 thal ; 
It helpith no more aftir hym to call, 
Ne after hym to’ enquire in any cofte : 
Alas! how is he thus ygone and loft ? 
The Jewis1 thinke full of miferic, 
‘Yet in’malice by ther bufy cure 
‘With force and might of gilefull trecherie 
Hath entermined my Lord’is fepulture, 
‘And borné awaie that precious figure, 
Levyng of it nothyng ; if thei’ have doen fo 
Marrid Iam; alas, what fhall i dot 
With ther vengeaunce infaciable 
Now have thei hym giltlefs entretid fo 
‘hat to reporte it is to lamentable, 
"Thci bete his bodie from toppe to the toe, 
Nevir man was yborne that felte foche woe; 
"Thei woundid hym, alas! with all grevaunce, 
"Phe blode doun reilid in moft habundaunce 5 
‘The blodie rowis ftremed doun ovir all, 
‘Thei him affailid fo maliciouflic 
‘With ther fcourgis and ftrokis beftiall ; 
"Thei fparid not, but fmote inceffauntlic 5 
‘To fatisfie ther malice thei were bufie : 
"Vhei {pit in his face, thei {mete here and there 5 
He groned Tull fore, and {wete many a tere. 












Thei crounid hym with thornis tharpe and kefte, 


The vainis rent, the blode ran down apace, 


With blode ovircome were bothe his eyen, 
And bulne with ftrokis was his bieflid faces 
‘Thei hym entretid as men without grace, 
‘Thei knclidte hym, and made many a feorne; 


Like heihoundis they have hym all te torne: 


Upon a mightie croffe indength and brede 
(Thefe turmentours thewid ther curfidneffe) 
Thei nailid hym without pitie or drede, _ 
His precious biode bratt out in largéneife, 
‘Thei ftrained hym along as men mercilefle 5 
"Phe veric jointes all to myne apparence 
Rived afondir for ther grete violence. 

Ali this 1 beholding with mine cyen twain 
Stode there befide with rufull attendaunce, 
And cr me thought he beyng in that pain 
Lokid on me with dedly countinaunce, 

As he’ had faid in his fpeciall renlembraance 
Farwell Magdalen, depart muft I nedes hens, 
My herte is tanguam cere liguefe-ns. 

Whiche rufull fight when that I gan beholde 
Out of my witte { almofte tho diftraught, 

1 tare my here, my handis wrang and folde, 


And of the fight my hert dranke foche a draught 
That many a fall fwounyng there I caught; 


I brufed my bodie fallyng on the grounde, 
Whereof I fcle many a grevous wounde. 

‘Shen thefe wretchis, full of all frowardneffe, 
Gave hym to drinke eifell temprid with gull; 


Alas’ that poifon full of bittirncdle 


My lov’is chere caufid them to appall, 

And yet thereof might he not drinke at all, 
But fpuke thefe wordis, as him thought it bell, 
Fathir of hevin! coufummatum oft 

‘Then knelid  doune in puin’is outrage, 
Clipping the croffe within myne armis twain, 
His blade diftillid doune on my vifage, 

My clothis cke the droppis did diftain ; 
To have dyid for hym | would full fain, 
But what fhoulde it availe if 1 did fo 
Sith he" is fiufpenfus in patibulo? 

And thus my Lorde full dere was all difgifed 
With blode, and pain and woundis many one, 
His veinis bratt, his jointis all to rived, 
Partyng afondir the flethe fro the bone 5 
But | fawe that he‘Aing net there alone, 

For cur iniquis deputatus fs, 
Not like a mau ‘but like a leprous beft. 

A biinde knight men ycallid Longias 

With a [pere aproched to my Sovérain, 
Lounfyng his fide full pitouflie, alas! 
“That his precious herte he clave in twain, 
‘The purple blode eke fro the hertis vain 
Doune railid right Saft in mofte rufull wife, 
With chriftal water brought fro Paradife, 

When | behelde this wofull paffion, 

1 wote not how, by fodain avinture 

My hert was perfed with very compaflion, 

"Phat in me remaized no fife of nature, 

Strolzis of dethe I felt without mefure, 

My deth’is wounde I caught with woe oppreft, 

‘And brought to point as my hert fhuld ybreft. 
3 
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The wounde, the hert, and blode, of my darling 
Shai never fide fro my memerial, 
‘The byttir paines alfo of tourmenting 
Withia my foule be gravin principal ; 
The fpere, alas! that was fo tharpe withall 
So thrillid my herte, as to my feling, 
That body and foule were at departing. 
Sone as { might I releved up againe, 
brethe I coude not very wel reftore, 
Feling my felf drownid in fo grete paine, 
Both body’ and foule me thought wer al to tore, 
Violent fallis grevid me right fore; 
I wept, J bledde, and with my felfe I fared 
As one that for his life nothing had cared, 
Iloking up unto that rufall rode 
Sawe firft the vifage pale of that figure, 
» But fo pitousa fight {pottid with blode 
Sawe nevir yet'no living credture ; 
So it excedid the boundes of mefure, 
‘That mann’is minde with al his wittis five 
Is nothing able that paine to difcrive. 
Than gan J there min armis to unbrace, 
Up lifting my handis ful mourningly 
I fighid and fore fobbid in that place, 
Both hevin and erthe might have herde me crie 
Weping, and faid Alas! inceffauntly, 
Ah, my fwete herte, my goftly paraniour! 
Alas, I may nat thy body focour ! 
© bleflid Lorde! how fierfe and how cruel 
‘Thefe curfid wightis nowe hath the yflaine, 
Kerving, alas! thy body eviridel 
Wounde within wounde, full byttir is thy pain ; 
Nowe wolde God that J might to the attaine 
‘To naile iy body faft unto thy tre, 
So that of this paine thou mightift go fre ! 
J can nat reporte ne meke reherfaile 
Of my demening with the circamftaunce, 
But wel I wote the {pere with every naile 
‘Thirlid my foule by inwarde refemblaunce, 
Which nevir fhall out of my remembraunce ; 
Deritigmy life it woll caufe me to waile 
As ofte as! réfhembre that bataile, 
Ah, ye Jewes Sworfe shan doggis rabiate, 
‘What moved you thts eriilly him to’ aray ? 
He nevir difplefed you, nor caufed debate, 
Your love and true hertes BE conveytid aye; 
He preched, he teched, he thewid the right way, 
Wherfore ye lyke tyrantes wodt and way-warde, 
Nowe have him thus yflaine for his rewardz. 
Ye ought to’ have remembrid one thing fpecial, 
His favour, grace, and his magnificence ; 
He was your prince borne, and lorde ovir all, 
» Howe be it ye toke him in {mal reverence ; 
He wasfui meke in fufting your offence,» 
Nerthelefs ye devoured him with one affent, 
As hungry wolves doth the lambe innocent. 
Where was your pite, ’o peple mercileffe ! 
Amning your felfe with falfhed and trefon, 
On my Lorde ye have fhewid your wodeneffe, 
Like no men but beftis without refon 3 
Your malyce he fuffrid for the fefon : 
Your paine wol come, ne thinke it nat to Jacke ; 
Man without mercy of mercy foal lacke, 
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O traitours and maintainirs of madneffe! 
Unto your foly’ Fafcribe al my paine, 
Ye have me deprived of joye and gladneffe 
So deling with my Lorde and fovcraine; 
Nothing ne fhulde I nede thus to complaine 
If he’ had lived in pece and tranquillite 
Whom ye have flaine through your iniquite. 
Farewel,your nobleneffe that fomtime did raine! 
Farewel your worthip, your glory, and fame! 
Hereaftir to lyve in hate and difdaine 
Marvaile ye not; for your trefpace and. blame. 
Unto fhame is tournid al your gade name ; 
Upon you now wol wondir every nation 
As peple of a moft vile reputation. F 
Thele wickid wretchis, thefe houndes of hel, 
As I have tolde plaine here in this fentence, 
Were not content my dere love thus to quel, 
But yet they mud embefile his prefence, 
‘As I perceive; by covert violence 
‘They have him conveied to my difplefure, 
For here is lafte but nakid fepulture : 
Wherfore of trouth and rightfull judgement, 
‘That ther malice againe maye be aequited, 
Aftir my verdite and aviftment, ° . 
Of falfe murdre they fhullin be endited, 
Cf theft alfo, which thal not be refpited, 
And in al hafte they thal be hanged and drawe ; 
1 wol my felfe plede this caufe in the lawe, 
Alas! yf I with a trewe attendaunce. 
Had ttyl abiddin with my Lord’is corfe, 
And kept it ftil with trewe perfeveraunce, 
Than had nat befal this woful devorfe ; 
But as for my paine welcome, and no force : 
‘This thal be my fonge where fo er I go, 
Departing is the grounde of al my wo. 
1 fe right wel now in my painis fmerte 
There is no wounde of fo grevons dolour 
As is the wound? of my careful herte; 
Sithin I have: lofte thus my paramour 
Al my fwetneife is tournid into four; 
Mirthe to my herte nothing ne maie convey 
But he that bereth therof bothe locke aud key. 
The joye excellent of bliffed Paradife 
Maye me, alas! in no wife nforte, 
Songe of angel nothing may me fuljife, 
Asin min herté nowe to make difporte; 
Alirefufe but that I might reforte 
Unto my love, the wel of godelihede, 
For whofe longing I trowe I fhal be ded. - 
Of painfal labour and tourment corpo'ral 
I ne make therof none excepcion, 7 
Painis of hel I wol paffe ovir al 
My love to finde in myne affeccion; 
So grete to him is my delectacion, 
A thoufunde timis martrid wolde I be 
His bledid body ones if I-might fe. 
About this worlge, fo large in all compace, 
I thal not fpare to renne my life during, 
My fete alfo fhall not reft in one place 
Tyl of my love t may here fome tiding, 
For whofe abfence miy handis i 
‘To thinke on him cefe thal nevir my mi 
Q gentill Jefu! where thal I the finde? 
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Jerufalem 1 wol ferche place fro place, 

Sion, the Vale of Jofaphath alfo, 

And if I finde him not in al this fpace 

By Mount Olivet to Beth’any woll I go; 
"Ehefe waies wol I wandir and many mo, 
Nazareth, Bethleem, Mountana Jude ; 
No travaile thal me paine him for to fe. 

His bliffid face if I might fe and finde 
Serche I wolde evéry colle and countrey, 
‘The fardift parte of Egypt or hote Inde 
Shulde be to me but a litil journey. 

Howe is he thus gone or takin away ! 
Hf IT knewe the ful trouth and certenté 
Yet from this carc relefid might 1 be. 

Into wildigneffe { thinke beft to go, 
Sithe I can no more tidinges of him here, 
‘There may I my lyfe ledin to and fro, 
‘There may I dwel and to no man apere ; 
‘To towne ne village woll I not come nere; 
Alone in wodes, in rockes, and in caves dzpe, 
I may at mine owne will both waile and wepe. 

Myn eyin twaine withoutin variaunce 
Shal nevir cefe, I promife faithfully, 
‘There for to wepin with gret aboundaunce 
Byttir teris renning inceffauntly, 

The whiche teris medlid ful petoufly 
‘With the very blode er fhall renne alfo, 
¥xpreffing in mine hert the grevous wo. 

‘Worldely fode and fuftenaunce { defire none, 
Soche living as I finde foch wol I take, 
Rotis that growin on the ragey ftone 
Shal me fuffife, with watir of the lake ; 
"Than thus may I fay for my Lord’is fake, 
Facrunt mibi lacryma mee 
In deferto panes, die ac nofte. 

My body to elothe it makith no force, 

A mourning mantil thal be Sufficient, 
‘The grevous woundis of his pitous corfe 
Shal be to me a ful royal garnement, 
Hz departid thus f am bet content 3 

His croffe with nailis and fcourgis withal 
Shai be my thought and paine efpecial. 

‘Thus wol I live, as Lhave here ytolde, 

If may any longé time endure, 

But J fere Deth is ovir me fo bolde 

That of my purpofe [can not be fare ; 
My painis eheretin without mefure, 

For of Jonge lyfe who can lay any refon? 
Al thing is mortal, aod hath but 2 {efon. 

I figh ful fore, and it is ferre yfet ; 
“Myne hert I fele now bledith inwardly, 
"The blody teres | may in no wile let; 
Sithe of my paine I finde no remecy= 
Ythank God of al if that I nowe dy-; 

His will perfourmid { holde me conzent; 
My foute let him have that hath it me lert, 

For lengis to’ endure it ’is intollerable, 
My woful herte is inflamid fo huge, 

‘That no forow to myne is comparable, 
Sithe of my minde 1 ne finde no refuge, 
Yet [him require as a rightful juge 

To devoide fro me the inwande forowe, 
L. % thar 1 live not to the nexte morowe 
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Within mine hert is imprefiid ful fore 
His royal forme, his fhappe, his femelines, 
His porte, his chere, his godenes cvirmore, 
His noble perfone, with al gentilness 
He is the welle of allé parfitnes, 

‘The very Redemir of al mankindc, 
Him love I beft with herte, and foule, and minde. 

In his abfence my painesful bittir be, 
Right wel I may it fele nowe inwardely, 
No wondir is though they hurte or Re mG 
‘They caufin me to crie fo rufully ; 

Myne herte oppreffed is fo wondirfully 
Onely for him, whith fo is bright Of ble, 
Alas, I trowe I thal him nevir fe! 

My joye is tranflate full farre in exile, 
My myrthe is channgid into paynis colde ; 
M- lyfe {think endurith but a while ; 
Anyuifhe and paine is that that I keholde, 
Wherfore my handis thus I wringe and folde; 
Into this grave f loke, I cal, } pray, 

Deth remainith and life is borne away. 

Now muft L walk and wandir here and there, 
God wot to what partis I thal me dreffe, 
With quaking hert wepinge many a tere, 
To feke out my love and all my fwetnes; 

IT wolde he wyft what mortal hevines 
About min herte renewith more and more, 
Than wolde he nat kepe pite long in ftore. 

Withoutin him { may not longe endure, 
His love fo fore workith within my brelt, 
And er I wepe before this fepuliurc 
Sighing ful fore, as mine herte fhidle ybreft ; 
During my lyfe I fhal obtaine uo reft, 

But mourne and wepe where that evir I go, 
Making complaint of al my mortal wo 

Faft I crie, but there is no audience, 
My'comming hidir was him for to plefe, 
My foule oppreft is here with his abfence ; 
Alas, he lift not fet mine herte in efe! 
Wherfore to paine my felfe with al difefe 
I thal not {pare tyl he take me to grace,.~ ~ 
Or ellis { hal fterve here in this plice, 

But onis if that 1 might wight him fpeke 
It were al mvy joy, with;parite plefaunce 5 
So that I might to him myue herte breke 
1 thulde anone devoi#: al my grevaunce, 
For he’ is tke bliffe of very recreaunce; 
But now, alas ! [ eun nothing do fo, 

For in ftede of joy naught have I but wo. 

His noble corfe within min hert'is rote 
Depe is ygravid, whiche thal nevir ake ; 
Nowe is he gone, to what place I ne wote, 
1 mourne, I wepe, and al is for his fake + 
Sithin he is pafte here a vowe t make 
With hertely promife, and therto me bing:, 
Nevir to cefe til tha I may him finde. 

Usto his mothir J thinke for to go, 

Of her haply fome comforte may I takes 

But one thinge yet me ferith and no mo, 

Yf that | apy mencion of him make 

Of my wordis the wolde trimble and quake 5 
And who coude her blame, fhe having but one? 
The fonnz borne away the mothir wel mone. 
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Sorowes many hath fhe fuffrid trewly 
Sith that he firft conceivid him and bare, 
And fevin thinges there be moft fpecially 

. That deownith her hert in forowe and care, 
Yet lod in no wife miaye they not compare 
With this one now,the whiche if that fhe knew 
She wolde her painis everichone rencwe. 

Gret was her forawe by mennis faiyng 
Whan in the temple Simeon Juftus 
Shagid to her thefe wordis, Prophefiyng, 

Tuam animam pertranfibit gladius; 

Alfo whan Herode, that tyraunt furious, 
Her childe pustuid in evry place; 

Yor his life went neithir mercy ne grace, 

She mouruid fore whan that the knewe him gone; 
Full longe the fought or the kim founde ayen; 
Whan he went to deth his croife him upon 
Tt was to her fight a full rewful paine; 

Whan he hong theron betwene thevis twaine, 
Dedthe {pere unto his herte thruit was right, 
She fwotnid, and to the Srounde there ypight : 

Whan ded and blody in her lappé lay 
His bliffed body, bothe handes and fete al tore, 

She cryid out and faid, Now, welaway! 

‘Thus arapid was nevir man before : 
Whan hatt was made his body to be bore 
Unto fepulture here for to remaine 
Unnethis for wa the coude her fuftaine, 

The forowes fevin like fwerdes every one 
His mothir’s herte woundid fro fyde to fyde, 
But if (he knewe her fonne thus ygone 
Out of this worlde the thuld with deth yride, 
For care fhe coude no lengir here abide, 
Having no more joy nor confolacioun 
‘Than 1 here ftanding ia this ftacioun : 

Wherfore her to fe [ dare nat prefume; 
Fro her prefence | wol my fee yelraine; 

Yet had t levir ta dye and confume 
‘Then his mothir thulde have any more paine, 
eles her fonne { wolde {e ful faine; 
ce wis very joye and fwetnes, 
ut forowe? and hevinefie. 
» There is no ngre, fitch | may him nat mete 
Whom ! defire abUNg al @hir thing; 
Nede t mult take the Mag: with the fwete, 
For of "his noble corfe Figg no tiding ; 
Ful oftin | crie, and my handis wring. 
Myne herte, alas! relentith alin paine, 
Whiche wel ybralin both finewe and vaine. 

Slus, howe’ «nkappy was this woful hour 
Woerin isthay mifpendid my fervice! 

Fer min entent and cke iny trae labour 
‘To none cfledte may come iu any wiles 
“Alis! [thinke ifhe do me diipile, 

And lift not take my fimple obfervaunce, ~ 
There Sno more, but deth is my finuunce, 

Ihave him called, fed nox refpondet mibi, 
Wherfore my mirch is tournid’to mourning ; 
0, my dere Lord! quid mali frei tibi, 
That me to comforte [ finde no’ erthly thing ? 
Alas! have compaffion of my criyng; F 
Yi fro me faciem team abfendis 
There is ne more but soufumere me. vis, 

Vou. 7 






















Within myne hert is groundid thy figure, 
‘That al this world’is horrible tourment ~ 
May’ it nor afwage, it’ is fo without miefure, 
I: is fo brenning, it is fo fervent: 
Remembir, Logde, I have hen diligent. 
Evir the to plefe onziy and no mos 
Myne hérte is with the where fo er T go. 
” Therfore, my dere darling! trabe me pa tee 
And lette me not ftandin thus defolate ; 
Quis non fi gui confuletur me, 

i herte for the is fo difconfolate, 

ae i 


litt the to {peke with me’ alywe | 

haft; my herte afondir will rive, 

To the I profir. to! ray pore fervice, 

to plefe aftir mine owne eutent; 

here, as in devout facrifics, 

¢ with precious oyntment, 

cyiti twaine weping fuilicient, 

¢ herte with anguithe fulfifled is, alas! 

My foule eke redy for Jove out to pas. 
Naught ellis have I the to plefe or pay,. 

Forif min herte were golde or precious fone 

te thulde be thine without eny delay, pt 
i ely chere thon fhuide have itanone, 

& thou me than to fande alone ? 

tL trow2 my Wepmng in difdaine, 
knowiit nat what is my paine 

awe thy noble daliaunce 

evir L diftlefid the, 

% right wel but ignorauttee, 

owlege for acertainte ; 

» Lorde, forgive it me;* 

J ain tor to make ful tepentaunce. . 

* hath ben to thy grevannce, 

ith within my breft, 
he and with payne, 

wot breit . 

gaine 5 

hh fcan nat me refraize : 

luy thou maift be fure 

into this fepaleure, 

rde, why fareft thou thus with me! 























































nde; 
thy pite? 

id in the to finde + 

thoa were to*me both gode and kindes 
I the my prayir to accept, 

ie with my teris | have here bewept. 

On me thou oughtit to have very routh, 

Sith for the oncly is al this mourning, 

For fith Feed 

Tnevir va 


















wift thou beft nty owne darling !. 
ny Gonitrainift thou me thus for to wayle? 
My wo forfothe can the nothing availe, 

Thave endurid withouc variaunce, 
Right as thou knowl, thy lovir juft and trew, 
With hert and thoagire aye at thyn ordinaunce, 
Lyke to the faphire, alwaye in one hewes 
Inevir woule changin the for no newe's 
Why withdrawift thon the fro my prefence, 
Sithius al my thought is a thine abfence 2 

iL 





THE LAMESTACION OF MARIE MAGDALEINE. 


> ‘With hert intier, fwete Lorde ! 1 crie to the, 
"Rocline thine eres to my peticioun, 
lAnd come velesiter exaudi me; 
membre niine hert’is difpoficiom, 

¢ may not endure in this condicioun, 
*rherfore out of thefe paines libera me, 
‘gand where thou arte pone we juxta te. 
‘Let me beholde, o Jefu! thy bliffed face, 
‘Sphy faire thy glorious angelike vifage 5 
“Bowe thine eris to my complaint, alas! 
For to convey me out of this wode rage = 
‘Alas, my Lorde! take iro me this dommage; 

‘6 my defire for mercy condifcende, 

For non but thou may my grevaunce amende. 

Now yet, gode Lorde! I the befech and pray, 
‘As thou raifid my beothir Lazarous 
“From deth to life, that upon the fourth day 
ame ayen in body and foule precious, 

‘As gret a thing maift thou fhewe unto us 
“Of thy felf by powir of thy godhed 
xas thou dyd of him lyinge in grave ded. 

‘Myne hert is woundid with thy cbarite, 
It brennith, it famith, ineeffauntly 5 
Come, my dere Lorde! ad adjuvandum me ; 
Nowe be not longe, my paine to multiplie, 
Left in the mene time | departe and die = 
In thy grace I put hope and confidence 
'To do as plefith thy magnificence, 

Flodis of dethe and tribulacioun 
Into my foule I fele entrid ful dope, 

‘Alas, that here’ is no confolacious ! 

vir { waile, evir I mourne and wepe, 

‘And forow hath woundid myn hert fuk depe = 
© dere love !, no marvaile though that I die, 
Sczithe tua infxa funt mibi. 

‘Wandringe in this place, as in wildirneffe, 
We conforte have I ne yet affuraunce, 
Defolate of joys, replete with faintneffe, 

No” anfwere receving of mine enquiraunce, 
“Myne herte alfo grevid with difplefaunce, 
Wherfore ! may faye, O Deus, Deus { 

Non efi dolor feut dolar meus, 

Myne hert expreflith guad dilexi multum, 
¥ may nat endore although 1 wold faine, 
For now folum fuperef fepulchaum, 

Tknow it right wel by my huge paine, 
‘And thus for love | may not fife fultaine 5 
*But, o my God {I mufe what aylith the, 
Qed fic repente pracipitas me. 

‘Alas! Ife’ it wil none othirwile be, 
Nowe mutt I take ny leve for evirmore, 
"This fore paine hath almoft difcornfite me, 
Ity love’s corfe T car in no wile reftore 5 
“Alas to this wo that er I was bore! 

Here at thistombe nowe muft | die and fterve, 
Deth is aboutin my hert for to carve. 

My teftament L wol begin to make; 

"To God the Kathir my foule L commende, 
‘To Jefu my love, that dicd for my fake, 
‘My herte and al both I gyve and yfende, 
$n whofe dere love my lyfe ymakith ende, 
My boy alfo to this monument 

there bequeth, bothe boxe and oyatiment, 

















Of al my willes, lo! nowe I make thelaf; 
Right in this place within this fepulture 
1 woll be buried whan I’m ded and paft, 
And on my grave wal have this fcripturey 
‘Heve within reflith a gofily erctare, 
Cbrifiis true lovir, Mary Magdalaine, 
Whefe berte for love ybracke in pecis fwaine. 
Ye vertuous women, tendir of nature, 
Ful of pite and of compaffion, 
Reforte I pray you to my fepulture 
To finge my dirge with grete devocion, 
Shewe your charite” in this condicion 5 
Sing with pite and let your hertis wepe, 
Remembring 1 am ded, and layd to flepe : 
‘Than whan that ye begin to parte me fro, 
And endid have your mourning obfervaunce, 
Remembre where fo evir that ye go 
Alway to ferche and make due enquiraunce 
‘Aftir my love, mine hert’is faftinaukce, 
In every towne and in every village, 
If ye may here of his noble ymage ; 
‘And if it happe by any grace at lait 
That ye my trew love finde in any coft, 
Say that his Magdaleine is ded and pate, 
For his pure love hath yeldid up the goft; 
Say that of al thing 1 lovid him moft,. 
And that I ne might not this deth efchewe, 
My painis fo fore dyd evir renewe. 
And in tokin of love perpetual, 
Whan {am buried in this place prefent, 
‘Take out myne hert, the very rote and al, 
And clofe it within this boxe of oyntment, 
‘Tomy dere love make therof a prefent, 
Kneling downe with wordis lamentable 
Do your meflage, fpeke faire and tretable > 
Say that to him my felfin I commende 
A thoufand timis, and with herte fo fre 
"his povir tokin fay to him I fende, 
Plefith his godenefle to take it in gre, 
It is his owne of right, it is his fe, 
Whiche he afkid whan he faid longe before. 
Gyve me thy hert and I defire no moxe. Nae 
Adue, my Lorde! my love fofaire of facet 





Adue, my turtle dove fo¥yetheOt hue! 
Adue, my mirthe ! aduegg¥ ay folace t 
Adue, alas! my Savi rde Jota! 


Adue, the gengillift tHat er I knewe! 

Adue, my moft excgHent paramour ! 

Fairir than rofe, fwetir than lylly flour! 
Adue, my hope of plefure eternal! 

My lyfe, my welth, and my profperite ! 

Mine herte of golde, my perle orienta] £ 

Myne adamant of parfite charite! 

My chefe refuge and my felycite 

My comforte and my recreacioun ! 

Farewel, my perpetual falvacioun! 
Farewel, mine emperour celeftial! 

And moft beautiful prince of al mankinde? 

Adue, my Lord! of hert mofte lyberal! 

Farewel, my fwetift bothé foule and minde! 

So loying a fpoufe thal I nevir finde! 

Adue, my foveraine, very gentilnian ! 

Farewel, dere herte ! as hertely ag } cane 


‘THE LAMENTACION OF MARIE MAGDALEINE. 


‘Thy wordes eloquente Aowinge in fwetneffe 
Shal tho more, alas! my miiide recomforte, 
Wherfore my life niuft ende in bittitnefie, 
For in this worlde thal I nevir reforte 
To the, whiche was miric hevirlly difporte; 
Ife, alas! it wot none othir be: | 
Nowe farewel, the grounde of al dignite ! 

Adue, the fairift that evir was bore! 
Alas, I may nat fe your bleffid face ! 

we welaway that I thal fe no more 

‘nY Dheflid vifage, fo replete with grace, 
‘Wherin is printid my parfite folace | 


Adue, mine hert’is rote and al for ever! 

Nowe farith wel, I muft from the difcewert 
My foule for anguithe is nawe ful thrpftys 

I faint, ! fainf right fore for hevines ; 

My Lorde, my {poufe! cur ae dereliquifti ? 

Sith I for the fa re al this diftreffe 

What caufith the to feme thus mercileffe ? 

Sith it the plefeth of me to thake an endg 

In manus tugs ty fpitite I commends 


bly 


THE FLOURE AND TFHE LEAFE. 


THE FLOURE AND THE LEAFE. 


WRITTEN BY GEOFFERY CHAUCER, 


THE ARGUMENT. 


A geatlewoman out of an arbour in a grove feeth a great company of knights and ladies in a dance 
upon the green grafs, the which being ended, they all kneel down and do honour to the daifie, fome 
to the Flower, and fome to the Leaf: afterward this gentlewoman Jearneth by one of thefe ladies 

_the meaning hereof, which is this; they which honour the Flower, a thing fading with every 


blaft, are fuch as look after beauty and wordly pleafure, bat they that honour the Leaf, which 


abideth with the root notwithftanding the frofts and winter ftorms, are they which follow virtue 
and during qualities, without regard of worldly refpects, 7 


Wann that Phoebus his chair of gold fo hie 
Had whirlid op the fterrie fky aloft, 

And in the Bole was entrid certainly, 

‘When fhouris fote of rain defcendid foft, 
Canfing the ground felé timis and oft 

Up for to give mafy an wholefome air, 
‘And évéry plain was yclothid faire 

‘With newé grene, and malsith.fmal* Roars 

To fpringin here and there in ficld und mede, 
So very gode and wholefome be the thours, 
"That they renewin that was old and dede 
Inwintir time, and out of every fede 
' Springith the herbé, fo that every wight 

Of this fefon wexith richt gladé and lich: ; 

And I fo gladé of the fefon fwete, 

‘Was happid thus; upon a certain night 

As E lay in my bed flepe full unmete 

‘Was unto me, but why that I ne might 
Rett I ne wilt, for there n’as erthly. wight 
-fAs Lfuppofe} had more of hertis efe . 
"Thau J, for Y oad fickneffe ner difefes 
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Wherefore I mervaile’ 
‘That I fo long without lay, 
And up J rofe thre hopes aftir twelfe, 
About the fpringing of the gladfome day, 
And on I put my gvar and mine aray, 
And to a plefaunt grove I gan to pas 
Long or the bright fonné uprifin was, 
In which were okis grete, ftreight asa line, 
Undir the which the grafs fo frefhe of hew 
Was newly ‘prong, and an eight fote or nine 
Every trg well fro his fellow grew, 
With braunchis brode Iadin with levis new, 
‘That fprongin out agen the fonné frene— 
Some very rede, and fome a glad light grere, 
Which {as me thought] was a right piefaunt | 
And eke the birdis fongis for to here [fish 5 
Would have rejoifid any erthly wight, 
And J, that couth not yet in no manere 
Herin the nightingale of all the yere, 
Full bufily herk’nid with hert and ere 
Hf [ her voice perceve could any where 3 . 


i f my felf 





THE FLGURE AND THE LEAFE, 


And at the Jaf a path of litil brede 
1 found, that gretly had not ufid be, 
For it forgrowin was with grafs and wede, 

* ‘Phat well unnethisa wight might it fe; 
‘Thopght I, this path fome whidir doth parde; 
And fo [ followid till it me brought 
‘Toa right plefaunt herbir wel ywrought, 

, Which that benchid was, and with turfis new 

thly turvid, whereof the grené grafs- 
So naX fo thick, fo thort, fo freth of hew, 
‘That moftdike to grene woll wot Tit was; 
"he hegge alfo, that yedin in compas, 
And clofid in alle the grene herbere, 
With fycamor was fet and eglatere 

Within, in fere fo well and cunningly, 
That every braunch and tefe grew by mefure 
Plain as a bord, of an height by and by ; 

Mi fe nevir a thing [I you enfure} 

“Sqwell ydone, for he that toke the cure 
It'for ENmake [T trowe} did all his peine 
To make i€*pas ull tho that men have feine. 
And thapin was this herber rofe and all 
Asis a pretty parlour, and alfo 
The hegge as thick as is a caftil wall, 
‘That who that lift without to ond or 20, 
‘Thogh he wold ali day pryin to and fro 
He fhould not fe if there were any wight 
Within or no, but one within well might 
Perceve all tho that ydin there without 
~ Into the field, that was on every fide 
Cover'd with corn and grafs, that out of doubt 
‘Tho one would fekin all the world wide 
So rich a feldé could not be efpyde 
Upon no coft, as of the quantity, 
For of allé gode thing there was plenty. 
And I, that all thefe plefaunt fightis fe, 
Thought fuddainly I felt fo fwete an air 
Of the eglenteré, that certainly 
‘There is no hert [I deme}in fuch difpair, 
Ne yet with thoughtis froward and contraire 
“Erm, but it fhould fone have bote 
If it had oniS¥\ this favour fote. 
And as I ftode' calteafide mine eye 
I was ware of the fairsQotedler tre 

‘That evir yet in all mye I fe, 

As full of bloffomis as it mimt he, * 

Therein a goldfinch leping Presily : 

From bough to bough, and as Mm Lift he éte 

Here and there of buddis and flouris fwete. 

And to the herbir fide was adjoyning 

This fairift tre of which I have you told, 

And at the laft the bird began to fing 

~{Whan he hadetin what he ctin would] 

So palling {wetely that by many fold = 

It was Nore plefaunt than I couth devife ; 

And w is fong was endid in this wife 

The nightingale with fo mery a note 

Anfwerid him, that alle the wale yrong 
So {®<ainly, that as it were 2 fote 
Iftode aftonied, and was with the fong 
Thorow ravithid, that till late and long 
Ine wift in what place I was ne where, 
Ayen methought the fong e’en by mine ere: 













Wherefore I waited about bufily 
On evéry fide if Ther might fe, 
And at the laft'l gan full well efpy 
Where fhe fate ina freth grene laury tre, 
On the furthir fide evin right by me, 
That gave fo pafling a delicious fmell, 
According to the eglantere full well; 
Whereof t had fo inly grete plefure, 
As methought I furely ravithid was 
Into Paradife, wherein my defire 
Was for to be; and no ferthir to pas, 
As for that day, and on the fote graft: 


J I fat me down, for as for mine entent 


The birdis fong was more convenient 
‘And more plefaunt to me by many fold 
Than mete or drink, or any othir thing, 
Thereto the herbir was fo freth and cold, 
The wholfome favours cke fo comforting, 
‘That (as I demid} fith the beginning 
Of the worldé was nevir feen er than 
So plefaunt a ground of none erthly man. 
And as I fat the birdis herkening thus; : 
Methought that I herd voicis faddainty, 
‘The mott fwetitt and moft delicious 
That evir any wight I trow trewly . 
Terdin in ther Jif, for the armony 
And fwete accord was in fo gode mufike 
That the voicis to angels molt were like. 
At the laft out of a grove evin by. 
[That was right godely and plefaunt to fight] 
Ife where there came finging luftily 
A world of ladies, but to tell aright B 
“Ther beauty grete lyith not in my might, 
Ne ther array ; nevirthelefs [ tht" “°°. 
Tell you a part, tho’ I fpeke not of al of 
The furcots white af velvet well fitting’ 
They werin clad, and the femis eche one, 
As it werin a mannir garnifhing, =. ° 
Was fet with emeraudis one and one 
By and by, but many a rich? flone 
Was fet on the purfilis out of dout 
Of collours, fleves, and trainis, round ahout ; 
As of grete perlis round and orient, ‘i 
And diamondis fine and rubys red, 
And many othir ftone of which I went 
The namis now; and everich on her hede 
Arich fret of gold, which withoutin drede 
Was full of ftately rich ftonys fet, 
And every lady had a chapelet 
On ther hedis of braunchis freth and grene, 
So wele ywrought, and fo marvelouily, 
‘That it was a right noble fight to fene, 
Some of laurir, and fome full plefauntly 
Had chapélets of wodebind, and fadly 
Some of agnus caftus werin alfo, 
Chaplets frefh ; but there were many of tho 
That dauncid and eke fong full fobirly, 
But all they yede in maner of compace 5 
But one there yede in mid the company 
Sole by herfelf; but all follow’d the pace 
That the kept, whofe hevinly figured face 
So plefaunt was, and her wele fhape perfon, 
ce ie ee oe ee, ae ey Hae eos 
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And more fichly befeen by manyfold Of heraudeis and: purfevauntis eke, 
fhe wasalfo in every manir thing ; Arrayid in clothis of white velvet, 
Upon her hede full plefaunt to behold ‘And hardily they were nothing to feke 
A coronof gold rich for any king, : How they on them fhouldin the harncis fet, 
‘A braunch of agnus caftus eke bering And every man had’ on a chapglet, * 
In her hand, and to my fight trewily Scotchonis and eke horfe harncis.in dede 
She lady was of all the company; They -had in fute of them that “fore them yede. 
‘And the began a roundell Juftily ” Neat after thefe appere in armour bright, 
"Phat Sus be feyle de vert moy men call’ All faye ther hedis, femely knightis nine, 
‘Bige to mon joly cour off endormy, And every clafp and nail, as to my fight,, 
‘And than the company anfwerid all, 


h Of ther harneis were of red gold fo fipe, 
"With voicis fwete entunid and fo {mtall, 


With cloth of gold, and furrid with ermine, 
"That methought it the fwetet melody Were the tappouris of their ftedis firong, 







































"That evir'1 herd in my'life fothfy. Both wide and large, that to the gtound did hong; 
“And thus they all camg dauicing and finging And every bofs of bridle and paitrel 

Yoto the Midis of the medeechone ~~ That they had on was worth, as T would wene, 

Before the herbie where 1 was fitt! A thoufand pound; and on ther hedis wel] 


ing, 
And God wot I'thought I was well Eigone, 
For than I might avife them one by one 
_ Who 'fairift was, who beft could dance or fing, 
‘Dr who matt womanly was in all thing. 
‘They had not danncid but a little throw 
‘When that [ herd pot fer of fodainly 
Go grete 2 noife of thundering trumpis blow 
‘As though it fhould haye departid the fkie, 
And aftir that within a while I¢ie , 
From the fame grove where the ladies came gut 
5 OF men of armis coming fuch a rout ec 
‘As all then On erth had ben affemblid, 
. On that’ place well horfid for the nonis, ° 
Stering fo faft that all the erth tremblid; 
But for to fpeke of richis and ftonis, 
‘And tien and horfe,I trow the’ large wonis 
Of Pretir John, ne all his trefory, 
‘Might not unneth have bought the tenth party. 
Of their array whofo lift to here more,” 
Y fhall reherfe fo as I cama lite, 
Out of the grove that I {peke of before 
‘Ife come firt, all in their clokis white, 
A company that wore for ther delite 
Chapélets freth of okis ferial * 
But newly {prong, and trumpets were they all; 
“- Qn every trump hanging a brode bannere 
Of fine tartarium, fall richly bete, 
Every trampet his lord’is armis bere 
About ther neckis, with grete perlis fete, 
Collaris brode; fot coft they wou’d not lete, 
‘As it would feem, for ther fcochons echone- 
‘Were fet about with many a precious ftone ; 
‘Ther horfis harneis.wai all white'alfo; 
‘And aftic them next in one company 
Camin kingis at armis and no mo, 
Jn clokis of white cloth with gold richly, 
Chaplets of grene on ther heds on hye, 
‘The crowrtis that they on ther fcotchons bere 
‘Were fet with perl, and ruby, and faphere, . 
* And eke grete diamondis many one ; 
But all ther horfis harneis and other gere 
‘Was in a fate according everichone, 
As yc havecherd the forefaid trumpets were, 
And by faming they were nothing to lere, 
And ther guiding they did fo manirly ; 
And aftir them came a gret company 


Dreffid were crounis of the laurir gene, 
‘The beft ymade that evir I had fene; 
And every knight had aftir him riding 
Thre henchmen, ftill upon him awa‘; 
Of which every (firft) on a fhor: trunchon 
His lord’is helmet bore fo richly dight 
That the worft of them was worth the ranfoung 
Of any king; the fecond a fhield bright 
Bare at his back; the thred barin upright 
A mighty {pere, full tharp ygrpund and kenc, 
And ev'ry child ware of levis grene 
A freth chap’let upon his hairis bright ; 
And clokis white of fine velvet they were, 
‘Ther ftedis trappid and arayid right, 
Without difference as ther lordis were; 
And aftir them on many’ a freth courfere 
There came of armid knightis fuch a rout 
That they befprad the large field about ; 
And all they werin, aftir ther degrees, 
Chappélets new, or made of laurir grene, 
Or fome of oke, or fome of othir trees, 
Some in ther hondis barin boughis fhene, 
Some of laurir, and fome of okis bene, 
Some of hawthorne, and fome of the w. 
And many mo which [ have not jo*und. 
And fo they came ther horfgfrethly ftirring 
With bloudy fownis of jhop“rompis loud ; 
There fe I many’ an ung¥ith difguifing : 
In the array of thilk“inightis proud ; 
And at the left as evenly as they coud 
They toke ther pce in’ middis of the mede, 
And every knight turnid his horfis hede 
To his felow, and lightly laid a fpere 
Into the reft, and fo juftis be; 
On ev’ery part aboutin here and there; {man, 
Some brake his fpere,fome threw down horfe and: 
About the felde aftray the ftedis ran ; : 
‘And to behold their rule and govirnauncg~ 
I you enfure it was a grete plelaunce. 
And fo the juftis fat an hour and more, 
But'tho that crownid were in laurir grene 
Did win the prifé ; their dintis were fo fore~ 
That there was none agenft them might faftene, 
And the juftiig all? was'left off clene ; : 
And fro ther horfe the nine alight anon, 
And fo did all the remnaunt everichone, 
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And fotth they yede togidir twain and twain, 
‘That to behold it wasa worthy fight, 
‘Toward the ladies en the grené plain, 

‘That fong and dauncid, asi faid now right ; 

The iadies as fone as they godely might 

‘They brakin off both the fong and the daunce, 

And yede to mete them with full glad femblaunce : 

And every lady toke full womanly 

the hond a knight, and fo forth they yede 

faire lanrir that ftode fait by, 

ig laid, the boughis of grete bredc, 
ther nevir was indede 

A man that h&Wfene half fo faire a tre, 

For undirneth it there might well have be 

An hundrid perfons at ther own plefaunce 
Shadowid fro the hete of Phebus bright, 

So that they shouldin have felt no grevaunce 
Neithir for rain, ne haile, that them burt might; 
The favour eke rejoice would any wight 
athed be fick or melancholious, 
It was id gode and vertuous, 
‘ete rev'rence they‘enclinid low 
and fair of hew, 
And aftir that within a litil throw 
‘They alt began to fing and daunce of new; 
Some fong of love, fome plaining of untrew, 
Environing the tre that ftode upright, 
And evir yede alady-and a knight, 
And at the laft I caft mine eie afide, 
And was ware of a lufty company 
That came roming ont of the feld2 wide, 
And hend in honda knight and a lady, 
‘The ladies all in furcotes, that richly 
Purfilid were with many a rich ftone, 
And every knight of grene ware mantlis on, 

Embroulid wele, fo as the furcots were, 
And everich had a chapelet on her hed, 
{Which did right wele upon the thining here} 
Makid of gedely fleuris white and red, 

‘The knightis eke that they in hondé led 

in. of them ware chaplets everichone, 
And betSrsehem went minftrels many one, 

As harpis, p>xis, Joris, and fautry, 

‘Allé in grene, ancygn fer hedis bare 
Of diverfe flouris macwifull craftily, 
Ail in a fue, godely chsNets they ware, 
And fo dauncing into the mede they fare, 

In mid the which they founXa tuft that was 
All ovirfprad with flouris in compas, 

Whereto they enclined evérichone e 
With grete reverence, and that full humbly ; 
And at the laft there tho began anon 
A lady for to fing right womanly. 
bargaret in praifing the daifie, “ 

For“as methought) among her notis fwete 
i douce oft la Margarete 
‘Then they allée anfwerid her in fere 
So paflingly well and fo plefaundly, 
Phat it was a moft blisfull noife to here; 
But I ‘aot how it happid, fodainly 
As about none the fonn fo fervently 
Ware hoté that the pretty tendir floures 
» Mad lo& the beauty of their freth collours. ra 
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For thronke with hete the ladies eke to brent, : 
‘That they ne wift where they them might beftow. 
‘The knightis fovele, for lack of fhade tiie fhent, 
And aftir that within a litil throw 
The wind fo fturdily to blow 
‘That down goth all the fowris everichone, 

So that in all the mede there laft not one, 

Save fuch as feccoured were among the leves 
Fro every Rorme that might2 them affaile, 
Growing undir the heggis and thick 35 
And aftir that there came a ftorme of haile: 

And rain in fere, fo that withoutin’ faite. 
‘The ladies ne the knightis n’ade o' thred 
Dry on them, fo drooping wet was ther wede. 

And when the ftorme was clene paffid away 

Tho in the white, that ftode undir the tre, 
They felt nothing of all the grete affray 
That they in grene without had in ybe; 
‘T'o them they yede for routh and for pite, 
Them to comfort aftir their grete difefe, 

So fain they were the helplefie for to efe. 

Than I was ware how one of them in grehe 
Had on acoron rich and well-fitei 7 
Wherefore I demid well the was iene, 

And tho in grene on her were awaiting ; 

|. The ladies then,jin white that were coming 
‘Towardis them, and the knightis in fere, 
Began to comfort them and make them chere, 

The quene in white, that was of grete beat; 
‘Toke by the honde the quene that was in grenty 
And feidé, Suftir, I have grete pit . . 
Aaa annoy bee of your troublous tene 
Wherein ye and your company hive beng: 

So long, alas! and if that it ay pe 
To go with me I fhall do you thé efe 

Tn al the plefare that-I can of 
Whereof that othir, humbly a¢ the ‘might, 
Thankid her, for.in right evi array — 

‘She was with ftormé and hete'l you behight; 
And evéry lady then anon right 

‘That were in white one of them toke in grene 
By the hond, which when the knightis had fene- 

In like manir eche of them toke a knight ‘ 
Clad in the grene, and forth with them they feng 
‘To an hegge, where that they anon right ‘ 
To makin thefe juftis they would not {pare 
Boughis to hew down, and eke trees to-Squem, 
Wherewith they made them ftately firis grete 
To dry ther clothis, that were wringing: 

And aftir that of herbie that there prew_ 
They made for bliftirs of the fonne. brenning 
Ointmentis very gode, wholfome ahd new, 
Where that they yede the fick faft anointing, 
And aftir that they yede about gadring 
Plefant faladis, which they made them ete 
For to refrethe ther prete unkindely hete. 

‘The lady of the Lefe then gan to pray 
Her of the Floure [for fo to my feming 
They thould be callid as by ther array } 

To foupe with her, and eke for any thing 

‘That the fhould with her all her pepill bringe, 

And ‘fhe ayen in right godely manere : 

‘Thankith her faft of her moft frendly chees, 
J biti] 
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Saying plainély that fhe would obay 
‘With ali her hert all her commandément; 
‘And then anon without lengir delay 
The lady of the Lefe hath one ylent 
"Po bring a palfray attic her intext, 
Arrazid wele in fair harncis of yold, 
For nothing Jackid that to Lim long fhold : 
And aittir that tu all her company 
She made to purvey horfe and every thing 
‘That they nedid. and then talj hattily 
Even by the herbie where Y was fituing 
They paflid i, fo merrily finging 
‘Thar it would have comfortid any wight 
But yen I fe a palling wonair fight, 
bor then the nightingale, that all the day 
Had in the laurir fete, and did her might 
The whole fervice to fing longing to May, 
. All fodainly began to take her Hirzl.t, 
And to athe lady of che L 





te unto the buthis cold, 
Unto the lady of the Flowre gan fle, 
And on her hound he fet bim as he wold, 
And pi tefauntly his v jngris gan ty sold, 
And for to fing they peine them both as fore 
As they had do of ail the day before. 
And fo thefe ladies rode forth a grete pace, 


And all the rout of knightis eke in tere 
And E that bad fene all this wondir ev 
Vhonghr that [ would aflay in forme munere 
Yo hugy {wily the trouth of this mattere, 
And what they were that rode fo pleisuntly : 
Aud when they were the herbir pailid by 

T drei me forth, und Lappid mete anon 
A righ: fair lady. Edo you eoiure, 
And fhe came viding by ber ivif alone, 
ANE in white, with fembiaunce full demure ; 
Ther fatued, bad her gode avinturd 
Mote her befall, as] coud nef hunbly, 
And fhe anfwered, My dougitir, gramercy ! 

‘Madame, quoth 1, if that i durit enguere 
OF you, I wold fain of that company 
Wit what they be that padicd by this harbere. 
And fhe ayen anfwerid right frendly, 

My doughtir, all tho that pailid hereby 
Jn white clothing be fervauts everichone 
Unto the Lefe, and I my felfam one. 

“Se ye not her that crownid is (quod fhe} 
Allé in white? Madame, then quod 1, Yes. 
That is Pian, gocddels of Chaitity, 

And for bicauie that fhe a muidin is 
Inté her hond the brunch the bevith this 
That agnus caftus min call propirly 5 
And aif the ladies ia her company 

Which ye fe of thar herbé cha 
Be fuch as bun alwey kept maidi 
And all they that of lauric chaplets hace 
Be fuch as hardy were ia manly dede, 
Vidorious, name which nevir may be dede 
Afid all they were fo worthy of their honde 
An their time that no one might them withitonde ; 
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And tho that were chapélets on thet hede 
Of freth wadebind be fuch as nevir were 
‘Fo Love untruc in word, in thought, ne dede, 
But ay ftedfalt, ne for plefance, ne fere, 

‘Tho that they hulde ther hertis all to tere,“ 
Woud never flit, but evir were fedéatt 
‘Tul that ther jivis there affundir braft. 

Now, fair Madam! quod 1, yet woud I pray 
Your ladithip [if that it mightin be] 

‘That I mightinowe by fome manir sag 
Sitbin that it hath likid your beaute 

The trouth of thefe Jadies for to te’ “s. 

What that thefe knightis be in ric? ermour, 

And what tho be in grene and were the Flour, © 

Aud why that fome did rev’1ence to the tre, 
Ani fome unto the plot of flouris fair? 

With right gode wil, my doughtis fair! quod fhe, 
h your delire is gode and debonajre + 

ine creunid be very oe 

nour longing tv chiva 
And thofe certain be cle: pt ‘Phe Nine sutthy 
may fe riding alfocfore, 
me did many’ a nuole dede, 
adad for ther worthincis full oft have bore 
‘fhe crown of laurir levis on ther hede,* 

aXs ye may in your oldé bokis rede, 

And how that he that was a conqueror 

Had by laurir alwey his moft honour : 

And tho that barin bowes in ther hond 
Of the precious laurir fo notabl 
Be tuch as were [I woll ye undirftond] 

Mott noble Knightis of ‘the Round ‘Table, 
sand exe the Dowfeperis honourable, 

Which they bere in the fign of victory, | 

As wiituets of ther dedis mughuily : - 

Khe ther be Knightis old of the Gartir, 

‘That in ther timis did right worthily, 

Ang the honour they did to the Jaurir 

is for by it they have ther laud wholly, 

‘Dher triumph cke and martial glory, 

Which unto them is more perfite riches 

‘than any wight imagin can or ge 

Fur one Lele givin cf that nob? 
To any wight tha: hath Mon 
[an it be done foas it ouj 


























thing erthly, 
nef of Rome, thay foundir was traly 
Of ailinighthode ays dedis marvelous, 
Record [take of Pitus Livius. 

And as fur her that crounid is in grene, 

It is Flora, of thefe louris goddeffe, 

} ali thar here on her awaiting bene 

it ¢fuch folk that lovid idienefie, 

And not delice in no kind befinefle 

But for td hunt, and hawke, and pley in mep<e, 
And many othir fuch like idle dedes. 

And for the grete delite and the pletGance 
They have to the Flour, and fo reverently 
‘They unto it doin fuch obeifaunce, 

As ye may fe. Now, fair Madame ! quod I, 
(Jt T durft afk] what is the caufe and why 
‘That knightis have the enfigne of honey 

Rathi by the Lefé than by the Flour? 
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Sothly, doughtir, quod the, this is the trouth, 

Wor knightes evir fhould be perievering 

f'o feke honour without feintife or flouth, 

Fro wele to bettir in all manir thing, 
Ain fign of which with levis ay lafting 
Whey be rewardid aftir ther degre, 
Wee luity grene may not appairid be, 

it ay keping ther beauty freth and grene, 

For her n’is no ftorme that may them deface, 
Ne hLuag fnowe, ne wind nor froftis kenc, 
Wherfore uy have this propirty and grace ; 
And for the Floca within 2 liil {pace 
Wellin be lof, fo ple of nature 
‘They be chat they no yrevaunce may endure : 

And every ftorme woll blowe thcm fone away, 
Ne they lafté not but for a fefon, 
‘That is the caufe {the very trouth to fay] 
shat they may not by no way of refon 
Be<put to no fuch occupacion. 
Mads ‘od 1, with all mine whole fervife 
Tthank you™sef in my moft humble wife ; 

For now I am Neertuin’d thoroughiy 
Of every thing 1 deWrid ro knowe. 
Tam right glad that 1 have faid, forhly, 
Ought to yotr plefure, fit ye will me trow.) 
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Quod fhe ayen. But to whom do ye owe 
Your fervice,and which wollin ye honour 
(Pray tel! me] chis year,the Lefe or the Flour? 
Madam, quod I, alrzhough I left worthy, 
Unto the Lefe { ow mine obfervaunce. 
‘That is, quod the, right well donc certainly, 
And I pray God to honour you advaunce, 
‘pe you fro the wickid remembraunce 
h and all his cruiltie. 
pode and well-condition’d bes 
¢ Limay no Jengir now abide, 
But { mnit flow the grete company 
‘That ye may fe yondir before you ride; 
And forthwith as I couth moft bumily 
Ttoke my leve of her, aud the gan hie 
Aftir them as fatt as evir fhe might, 
And i drow homeward, for it was nigh night, 
Ard’put all that I had fone in writing, 
Undir fi:pport of them that Jutt it rede. 
© little boke! thou art fo unconning, 
How darft thou put thy felf in prees for drede ? 
It is woudir that thou wexift not rede, z 
Sith that thou woft full lite who fhall behold 
‘Thy rude tangage full boyftoufly upfold, 
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THE COURT OF LOVE®* 


‘Whrn timerous herteand trembling hand of drede, 
Of cunning nakid, bare of eloquence, 

Unto the flour of port in womanhede ' 

I write, as he that none intelligence 

Of metris hath ne flouris of fentence, 

Saufe that me lift my writing to convey 

In that I can to plefe her high nobley. 

The blofomes freth of Iulius gardein fote 
Prefent thei not, my mattir for to borne, 
Poemes of Virgile takin here no rote, 

Ne crafte of Galfride may not here fojourne 5 
‘Why n’am I cunning? ’o well maic I morne 
For lacke of fcience, that I can nat write 
Unto the princes of my lyfe aright + 

No terthes are digne unto her excellence, 
Go is the fpronge of noble ftripe and high ; 
‘A world of honour and of revérence 
‘There is in her, this will I teftifie : 

Caliope, thou fiftir wife and fly, 
And thou Minerva! guide me with thy grace, 
‘That langage rude my mattir not deface. 

Thy fugir dropis fwete of Helicon 
Diftil in me, thou gentle Mafe! T prayey 
And the Melpomene I cal anone 
‘Of ignoraunce the mifte to chace awaye, 
And geve me grace fo for to write and faie 
"That the my lady of her worthineffe 
Accept in gre this Jitit thort treteffe, 

That is entitled thus, ‘Tbe Courte of Love; 
And ye that ben metriciens me excule, 

T you befeche, for Venus fake above, 

For what 1 mene in this ye nede not mule; 
And if fo be my lady it refufe 

For lake of ornate fpeche, ! wolde be wo 
That I prefume to her to writin fo, 


# This book isan imitation of The Romaunt of tHe 
Rofe, thewing that all are fubject to what impedi 
ments foever ta the cont alto thoi 
flarutes that are to de able ‘Court of Love. 
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But my ententc and all my bufy cure 
Is for to write this treteffe as I can, 
Unto my lady ftable, true, and fure, 
Faithful and kind, fith firfte that the begam 
Me to accept in fervice as her man; 
To her be al the plefure of this boke, 
That when her like fhe may it rede and loke, 


When I was yong, at xviii yere of age, 
Lufty and light, defirous of plefaunce, 
Approching on full fade and ripe corage, 
Love artid me to do my obfervaunce 
To his eftate, and done him obcifaunce, 
Commaundinge me The Court of | ove to fey 
A lite befide the Mounte of Cithere ; 

There Citherca goddeffe was and quene, 
Honourid highly for her majefte, 
And eke her fonne, the might; TW 
Cupid the blind, that for higAignite 
A M. lovirs worfhipp opner kne; 
There was I bid in'pp%e of deth to pere 
By Mercury the yy1gid meflingere : 

Sothap I wen“by ftrange and ferre countreeg, 
Enquiringe ayp/ what coaite had to it drewe 
‘The Court of Love, and thidirward as bees 
At laft t fe the peple gan purfue ; 
Anon me thought fome wight was ther that knew 
‘Where that the Court was holdin ferre or nie. 
And aftir than ful fafte I ganne me hie. 





‘Anon as I them ovirtoke J faid, ae 
Heile, frendis! whethir purpofe ye tozvend? 
che a maid, 





"To Lev'is Cnrte now go we, gent: frend! 

Where is that place, (quod I) my felowe hend? 

At Cithtron, Sir, faide he, without doute,- 

The kinge of Love, and al his noble route, 
Dwelling within a caftil rially. 

So than apace I journid forth amonge ; 

And as he faide fo fond | there truly, ae 

For I behelde the touris high and ftronge, 


For foth, (quod onc) that anlocted 
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nd high pinaclis large of hight and longe, 
ith plate of gold befpred on every fide, 
sand precious ftones, the ftone werke for to hide. 
No faphire of Inde, no rubie riche of price, 
here Jackid then, ner eméraude fo grene, 
is Turkis, ne thing to my devife 
T lat may the caftil makin for to thene, 
AllNyas as bright as fterres in wintir bene, 
And"Pheebus fhone to make his pece ageine 
For ti—agone to high eftatis tweine : 

Venus ansMars, the god and goddeffe clere, 
When he them tebgde in armis cheinid fatte, 
Venus was than ful iS of herte and chere, 

But Phoebus bemis, ftreight as is the mafte, 
Upon the caftil ginnith he to caft 
To plefe the lady, princes of that place, . 
+ (n figne he lokith aftir Lov’is grace : 
For ther n'is gad in heven or hel iwys 
Buthe hath ben right foget unto Love, 
Jove, i! 


®2,or what fo ever he is, 
Ne creature i or yet above, 
Of this the revers May no wight approve; 
But furthirmore theWaftill to defcrie 


Yet fawe I nevir none fo large and hie, 
For unto Heven it {tretchith I fuppofe, 
Within and out depeintid wondirly, 
With many’ a thoufand daify rede as rofe, 
And white alfo, this fawe I verily, 
But what tho deifis might do fignifie 
Can I not tel, faufe that the quen’is floure 
Alcefte it was, that kept ther her fojoure 
Which undir Venus lady was and quene, 
And Admete kyng and foverain of that place, 
To whom obejed the ladies gode xix, 
With many’ a thoufand othir bright of face, 
And young men fele came forth with Iufti pace, 
And agid eke, ther homage to difpofe, 
But what they were I could not well difclofe. 
Yet nere and nere forth in I gan me dreffe 
Into an halle of noble apparaile, 
Wish arcas(pred and cloth of gold I geffe, 
And this BESS ofyir availe - 
Undir the cloth of ther eftate, fauns faile, 
The king and quence theeg fit, as I beheld ; 
it paffid joye of Helif? the “1d. 
There faintis have ther con 
To feen the kinge fo rially be! 
In purple clad, and eke the que forte, 
And on ther heddis fawe I crounis tweine 
With ftonis fret, fo that it was no paine 
Withoutin mete and drinke to ftand and fe 
‘The king'is honor and the rialte. 
nd for to trete of ftatis with the king, 
Thatta counfell chefe,and with the quene 5 
The king™had Daungir nere to him ftanding, 
‘The quene USLove Difdain, and that was iene, 
For by the faith | fhal to God I wene 
~ Was nevir ftraungir none in her degre 
Thaki-was the quene in caftinge of her eye. 
And as I ftode perceving her aparte, 
And cke the bemis thininge of her eyen, 
Me thought they werein fhapin lyche a darte, 
Sipe and perfinge, fmale and ftrcight as a line, 
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And al her here it fhone as golde fo fine, 
Dishhivil, crifpe, doune hanging at her backe 
A yard in length, and fouthely than T {pake : 

O bright Regina! who made the fo faire ? 
Who made thy colour vermelet and white ? 
‘Wher wonneth the god, how far above the eyre? 
Grete was his crafte, and grete was his delites 
Now marvil [ nothing that ye do hight 
The quene of Love, and occupie the place 
Of Cithare : now, fwete lady! thy grace. 

In mewit {pake {, fo that nought afterte 
By no condicion word that might be hard, 

But in my inward thought I gan adverte, 
And oft 1 faid My wit is dul and hard, 
For with her beautie thus God wot I ferde 
As doeth the man yravifhid with fight, 
When I beheld her criftal eyen fo bright, 

No refpecte havyng what was hefte to doney 
Till right anone beholding here and there 
I fpied a frend of myne, and that fal fone, 

A gentil woman, was the chambirere 

Unto the quene, that hote as ye shall here, 
Philobone, that lovid al her jife ; . 
‘Whan fhe me fey the led me forth as blife, 

And me demaundid how and in what wife 
I thithir come, and what my erand was? 

To fenc the Courte (quod 1) and al the guile, 
And cke to fue for pardon and for grace, 
And mercy afke for al iny grete trefpaffe ; 
That I none erfte come to The Court of Love 
Foryeve me this, ye goddis al above. 

‘That is well faid (quod Philobone’) in dedes 
But were ye not affomoned to appere 
By Mercurius, for that is al my drede? 

Yes, gentill feire! (qnod I) now am I here. 
Ye, yet what tho though that be true, my dere? 
Of your fre wil ye fhuld have come unfente, - 
For ye did not 1 deme ye will be thente : 

For ye that reigne in youth and luftines, 
Pampired with efe, and jalous in your age, 
Your dutie is, as far as 1 can geffe, 

To Lov'is Courte to dreflin your viage 
Afjne as Nature makith you fo fage 

‘That ye may know a woman from a fwan. 
Or whan your fate is growin balfe a fpan. 

But fithe that ye by wilful negiizence 
This xviii yere hath kept your felfe at large 
‘The gretir is your trefpas and offence, 

And in your neck you mote bere all the charge; 
For bettir were ye ben withoutin barge 
Amidde the fe in tempeft and in rayne 
‘Then bidin here receving wo and pain 

That ordeined is for foche as them abfente 
Fro Lov’is Courte by yeris long and fele; 

I ley my life ye fhal fui fone repente, 

For Love wil reive youre coloure, luft, and hele, 
Eke ye mutt baite on many’ an hevy mele: 

No force iwis, I ised you longe agon 

‘Fo drawe to Courte, quod litil Philobon; 

Ye thal wel fe how rough and angry face 
The king of Love will fhewe when ye him fe; 
By myn advife knele down and afke him grace, 
Vachewing peril and adveriite, 

a 


sae 


For wel I wot it wolle none othir be : 
Comforte is none ne council to your cfe, 
‘Why wil ye then the king of Love difplefe? 
Omercie, God! (quod iche) f me repent, 
Caitife and wretche, in hert, jo wil, and thought, 
‘And aftir this thal be mine whole entent 
"To ferve and plefe, how dere that love be bought ; 
Vet fith Thave mine owne pemaunce ifought 
With humble fpirite fhal 1 it receve, 
Though that the king of Love my life bereve 5 
‘And though that fervent Lov’is qualite 
Yn me did nevir worche truly, yet L 
With‘al obcifaunce and humilite, 
And benigne herte, shal ferve him til I die; 
‘and he that lord of might is grete and hie 
Right as him lift me chaftice and correcte, 
And punifhe me, with trefpace thus enfecte, 
"Phefe wordis faid, fhe caught me by che lap, 
‘And led me furth in tila temple round, 
Bothe larg: dowide. and as my bleflid hap 
And gode avintire was right fone I founde 
"A taberniacle reifid from the grounde 
Where Venus fat and Cupid by her fide, 
Yet half for drede I can my vifage hide; 
‘And eft againe I lokid and behelde, 
Seing fulfundry peple in thepplace . 
‘And miftir folke, and fome that might not welde 
‘Ther limmis wele me thought a woundir cafe, 
“Fhe temple fhone with windowes al of glaife 
Bright as the day, with manic’ a faire ymage, 
‘And there I te the frethe Quene of Carthage, 
Dido, that brent her beaure for the love 
Of tals As and the weimenting 
Of her Anciida, true as turtil dove 
"Lo Arcite fals; and there was in peinting 
Of many’ a prince and many’ a doughty king 
Whofe inartirdom was thewed about the walles, 
‘And how that fele for love had fuffrid falles. 
Bur fore I was abafhid and aftonied 
Of al tho folke that there were in that tide, 
‘And than [aikid where they haddin woned? 
In divers courtis, (quod fhe) here befide : . 
tn fondric clothing mantilwife full wide 
'Yhey were arraied, and did ther facrifice 
Unto the god and goddeffe in ther guife, 
Lo, yondir folke (quod the) that knele in blewe, 
"They were the colour ay and evir thal, 
In figne they were and evir wil be true, 
Witkoutin chaunge, and fouthely youdir all 
"Vhat ben in blak, with mourning crie and call 
Unto the goddes, for ther lovis bene 
Some ferre, fom dede, fora al to therpe and kene. 
Yea, than, (quod 1) what donc thele preftis here, 
Nonnis, and hermites, treris, and all tho 
‘that fit in white, in rofict, and in grene ? 
Forfothe (quod the) they wailin of ther wo. 
© mercie, Lord! may they fo come and go 
Vrely to Court, and have foche libertie? 
Yea, men of eche condicion and degre. 
‘And women cke, for truly there is none 
¥xeeption made, ne nevir was ne may5 
‘Yhis Courte is ope and fre for everichone ; 
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The king of Love he wil not fay them nay 5 | 
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He takith al in pore or riche array 

‘That mekely fewe unto his excellence 

With al ther herte and al ther reverence. 
‘And walking thus aboute with Philobone 

Ife where come a meflengere in hie {anon 

Streight from the king, whiche lee commaun: 

"Throughout the Courte to make an ho and cry, | 








» All new come folke abide ; and wote ye why 
| “Phe king’is lutt is for to feen you fone: /# 


Come nere; let fe ; his wil mote nedgtuone. 
‘Than gan I me prefent tofore sh’ xing 

‘Trenibling for fere, with vifag’“pale of hewe, 

And many’ a lovir with me Was kneling, 

‘Abathed fore, til unto the time they kuewe 

The fentence yeve of his entent full trew 5 

‘And at the lat the king hath me behold 

With ferne vifage, and feid, What doth this olde,- 
‘Thus ferre yltope in yeris, com fo Inte > 

Unto the Courte ? For fothe, my liege, (quod 1) 


‘An hundrid tyme T have ben at the 7 
Alore this tyme, yet conde I nep“spie 
Of myne acqueintaunce eny if mine cye, 


And Shamefufines away me gaane to chace, 
But now I me faubmitte unto your grace. 
Wel, al is pardoned, with coudicion 
That thou be trew from hensforth to thy might, 
And fervin Love in thine entencion ; 
Swere this, and than as ferre as it is right 
Thon fhalic have grace here in my quen‘is fight, 
Yes, by the faith Lowe your crown I fwere, 
‘Shough Deth therfore me thirlith with his {[pere. 
And whan the kinge had fene us everychone 
He let commaunde an officir in hie 
‘Vo take our faith, and fhew us one hy one 
"he ftatutes of the Courte full befity : 
Anon the boke was leide before ther eye, 
To rede and fe what thing we mutt obferve 
In Lov'is Courte till that we dye and fierve. 


And for that I was lettrid there I red 

The ftatutes whole of Lov’is Courte ap dail. 

"Phe firite ftatute that on the beke was fpred 

Was to be true in thought gad dedis al 

Unto the king of LoPeysfe lorde ryall, 

And to the quene as Ppthful and as kinde 

‘As { coude thinke w{th herte, and will, and minde. 
The tcinde ffs fecretly to kepe 

Council of Lov not blowing every where 

‘Al that 1 knowe, and let it finke and Hete 5 

It may not fowne in every wight'is cre, 

Exiling flaundir ay for dred and fere, 

‘And to my lady whiche T love and ferve 

Be true and kinde, her grace for to deierve, _ 
The thirde ftarute was clerely writ ali 

Withoutin chaunge to live and die the “ame, 

one othir love to take for wele nev%o, 

For blinde delite, for erneft nor for game, 

Without repent, for laughing or for grame, 

‘To bidin itil in ful perfeveraunce; i 

Al this was whole the king‘is ordinaunce. 
‘The fourth flatute to purchace er to here 

And ftirin folke to love, and betin fire ? 

On Venus auter here aboutc ang therg, 
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, And preche to them of Love and hote defire, 
wind tel how Love wil quitin wel ther hire ; 
his muft be kept; and loth me to difplefe 

f Love be wroth”paffe, for therby is ele. 
‘The V. Statute not to be daungirous 
f that a thought would reve me of my flepe, 
Nor of a fight to be ovir fquemous, 
ANl@ fo verely this ftatute was to kepe, 
‘Ko yyrne and wallowe in my bed and wepe 
Whe,that my lady of her cruiltie 
¢ exilin al pite. 
was for me to ufe 
Alone to wandir UXgp of company, 
And on my lad’is beautie for to mute, 
And to thinkin no force to live or dic, 
And cit again to thinke the remedy 
How to her grace 1 might anon attain, 
And tel my wo unto my foveraine. 

‘The VIL, ftatute was to be pacient 

Whethir py lady joyful were or wroth, 
For words ‘gdgor hevy diligent, 
Whedir that thes eldin Jefe or Joth, 
and hercupon I putywas to mine othe 
Her for to ferve and lowely to obey, 

And thewe my chere ye xx fith aday. 

The VIL. ftatute, to my rememberaunce, 
Was for to fpeke and pray my lady dere 
With hourely labour and gret entendaunce 
Me for to love with al her herte entere, 
And me defire and make me joyful chere, 
Right as fhe is furmouning every faire, 

OF beautie wel, and gentil, debonaire. 

‘The 1X. ftatute, with lettris writof golde, 
This was the fentence, how that [and al 
Shulde evir dred to be to ovirbolde 
Her to difplefe, and truly fo I fhal, 

But ben content for al thing that may fal, 
And mekely take her chaftivement aud yerde, 
And to offende her evir ben aferde. 

‘The X. fatute was egally to’ difcerne 
Betwene the lady’ and thine abilite, 
APSThinke hy felfe arte nevir like to yerne 
By right her mercy nor of equite, 

But other grace and wemanly pite, 
For though thy felfe be nt ble in thy ftrene 
Athoufande folde more nobi! 
Thy liv'is lady and thy fo : 
That hath thin herte all whole it ovirnaunce, 
' Thou maieft no wife it takin to diiduine 
‘To put the humble at her ordinaunce, 
vad give her fre the reine of her plefaunce, 
For Libertie is thing that <omen luke, 
Aad. tr Is the mattir i ke. 
flatute thy figuis for to knowe 
nd fingir, and with fmilis fofte, > 
€ ta couche, and alwaie for te fhowe 
For drede of iPyis for to winkin ofte, 
Burfecretly to bryng a figh alofte, 
“ANT ke beware of ovir moche reforte, 
For chat para’venture fpiHith all thy. fpert. 

‘Phe XII. flatute remembir to odfet ve, 

For all the paine thou haft for love and wo 
All isto lite her mercie tu deferve ; 


‘Thou moften then thinke wher er thou ride or 8%, 
And mortal! woundis fuflve thou alfo, 

All for her fake, and thinke it well befette 

Upon thy love, fer it maie not be bette, 

‘The XUI, flatute whilome is to thinke 
What thing maie bett thy ladic like and plefe, 
And in thine hert’is botome let it finke ; 

Some thing devife, and take for it thine efe, 
And fende it her, that maie her herte appefe, 
Sonic herte or ryng, or lettir or devife, 

Or precious ftone ; but fpare ot for no price. 

‘The XIV, itatute cke thou fhalt affaie 
Firmely to k 
Withe that thy 1 
And nightly dreme thou haft thy nighte’s herte’s 
Swetly in armis, flrainyny her a3 blife, [wile 
And when thou feel it is but fantafie 
Se that thou fing not ovir iis 

For To muche joye bath ote a wofiull ende ; 

It longith eke, this ftatute for to holde, 

To deme thy ladie evirmore thy frende, 
And thinke thy felf ia no wife a cocolde; 

In every thyng fhe docth but as fhe fhould ; 
Conktruc the beft, beleve no talis newe, 
For Dfiny’ a bye is talde that fometh full true g 

But thinke that fhe, fo bountéous and faire, 
Coud not be falle; imagine this alyates 
aAnd think that tonges wickid would her appaire, 
Slauderyng her nanie and worfhipfull eftate, 
and lovirs true to fettin at debate; 

And though thou feeft a faute right at thine eye 
Excofe it blive, and glofe it pretilie. 
“the XV. ftatute ufe to fivere and ftare, 
And counterfeite a lefyng hardily 
‘To fave thy ladie's honour every whare, 
And put thy felf to fightin boldily ; 
Suic fhe is gode, vertuous, and ghoftly, | 
Clere of entent, and herte, and thought, and will; 
And argue not for rcfon ne for Skill 
Aguine thy ladie’s plefure ne entent, 
For Love will not be counterpleted in dede.; 
Saie as the faieth, then thalt thou not be fheurt, 
The crowe is white. Ye, truly fol rede. 
And aye what thing that the the will forhede 
Efchue ai that, and give her fov. 
Her appetite folowe in all deyze. 
The XVI. ftatute kepe it if thou maie, 
Seven fithat night, thy ladie for to plete, 
And feven at midnigh cn at morow date, 
And drinke a caudill erely for thine efe : 
Doe this, and kepe thine hedde from all difefe, 
And winne the garlande here of lovirs all mt 
That ¢ me in Court or evir fhall. 

Full fewe think] this fatute hold and kepe, 
But trucly this my refon giveth me fele 
‘That fome lovirs thould rather fall aflepe 
Then tke on hand to plefe fo oft and wile: 
There laic none othe to this ature ad f 
But kepe who might as gave him his corage : 
Now get this yurlande luftie fulke 

Now win who msie ye j f youth, 
This garlande freih, of Rouris red and white, 
Purple and blews, and colours fel! uncouth, 
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And 1 fhall croune him kyng of all delite. 

In all the Courte there was not to my fight 

A lovir true that he ne was adrede 

‘When he expreffe hath herd the ftatute rede. 
‘The XVII. ftatute, when age approcheth on, 

And luft is laied, and all the fire is queint, 

As frefhly then thou fhalt begin to fonne 

And dote in love, and al] her image paint 

In thy remembraunce till thou gin to faint, 

As in the firtt fefon thyne herte began, 

And her defire, though thou ne maie ne can 
Performe thy livyng actuell and luft. 

Regiftir this in thyne rememberaunce 


Eke, when thou maift not kepe thy thing ftom ruft 


Yet fpeke and talke of plefaunt daliaunce, 


For that fhall make thyne hett rejoyce and daunce 5 


And when thou maieft no more the game affaie 
‘The ftatute bidde the praic for them that maic, 
‘The XVII flatute wholy to commende 
To plefe thy ladie is, that thou efchewe 
With fluttiflineffe thy {elf for to offende ; 
Be joilife, freth, and fete with thingis newe, 
Courtlie with manir, this is al] thy due, 
Gentill of porte; and lovyng clenlineffe ; 
‘This is the thing that likith thy mailtreffe; 

And not to wandir liche a dullid affe, - 
Ragyid and torne, difguifid’in araie, 
Ribaude in {peche, or out of mefure paffe, 
‘Thy bounde excedyng; thinke on this alwaie; 
For Women ben of tendir hertis aye, 
‘And lightly fet ther plefurein a places 
When thet mifthinke they lightly let it paffe. 

‘Phe XIX, ftatute mete and drinke forgetes 
Eche othir daic fe that thou faft for love, 
For in the Courte thei live withoutin mete, 
Save foche as cometh from Venus al above ; 
‘Thei take none hede in pain of grete reprove 
Of mete and drinke, for that is all in vaine, . 
Oncely thei live by fight of ther foveraine. 

The XX. ftatute, laft of everichone, 
Enrolle it in thyne hert’is privite, 


‘To wring end waile, to turne, and figh, and grone, 


‘When that thy ladie abfent is from the, 
And eke renewe the wordis all that fhe 
Betwene you twain had faid, and all the chere 
"That the hath made thy liv’is lady dere. 

And fe thyne herte in quiete ne in reft 
. Sojourne to tyme thou feen thy ladie efte, 
But where fhe won, by fouth, or eft, or welt, 
With all thy force now fe it be not lefte; 
Be diligent till tyme thy life be refte 
Th that thou miaieft thy ladie for to fe; 
"This Ratute was of old anciquite. 

An officir of high aucthorite, 
Yclepid Rigour, made us fwere anone ; 
He n'zs corrupt with parcialite, 
Favour, prayir. ne gold that clerely thons. 
Ye fhall (quod he) now fwerin her echoue, 
Both young and eld, to kepe in that thei maic 
‘The ftarutes trucly aftir this daic. 

© God! thought I, hard is to make this othe, 
But to my powir fhal] 1 them obferve ; 
Tnall this worlde n’as mattir halfe fo lothe 
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To fwere for all, for though my body flerve 
Ihave no might them wholy to obferve. 
But herkin now the cace how it befell; 
Aftir my othe was made, the trouthe to tell, 
I tournid levis, lokyng on this boke, 
Where othir ftatutes were of women fhene, 
And right forthwith Rigour on me gan loke 
Full angirly, and faied unto the quene - 
I traitour was, and chargid me let ben; 
There maic no man (quod he) the fta; 
‘That long to woman, hie degre ne 
In fecrete wife thei kepin by7uil clofe, 
Thei foune echoneto liberte“ ay frende ; 
Plefaunt thei be, and to ther own purpofe ; 
There wote no wight of them but God and fende, 
Ne naught fhall wit unto the world’is ende ; 
The quene hath yeve me charge, in pain to die, 
Nevir to rede ne feen them with myne eye: 
For men fhall not fo nere of counfaill ben 
With womanhode, ne knowin of ther avife, 
Ne what thei think, ne of ther yueta’ engine 3 
I me report to Salomon the yrue, 
And migh tie Sampfon whic”. begilid thrife 
With Dalia was, he wot that in a throwe 
‘There maie no matt ftatute of women knowe ; 
For it pera’venture maie right fo befall 
That thei be bounde hy Nature to difceve, 
And {pinne and wepe, and fugre flrew on gal, 
‘The herte of man to ravifhe and to reve, 
And what ther tonge as tharpe as fwerde or gleve3 | 
It maie betide this is ther ordinaunce, 
So muft thei lowlie doch ther obfervaunce, 
And kepe the ftatute yevin them of Kinde, 
Of foche as Love hath yeve "hem in ther life 3 
Men maic not wete why turnith every wind, 
Nor waxin wife, nor ben inquifitife 
“Fo knowe feerete of maide, widowe, ot wife, 
Yor thei ther ftatutes have to them referved, 
And nevir man to knowe them hath deferved. 
Now dreffeyou forth, the god of Love you guide, 
Quod Rigour then, andfeke the temple bright 
Of Citherea, goddes here befidea” 
Befeche her by the influence and might 
Of ali her vertue you toteche aright 
How for to ferve ygar“ladies and to plefe, 
Ye that ben fped, aid fet your herte in efe 5 
And ye that b/n unpurveied, pray her eke 
Comforte sare with grace and deftinie, 
That ye may fet your hert there ye maie like, 
In foche a place that it to Love maie be 
Honour, and worthip, and feticitie, 
To you for aie. Now goeth by one affent. 
Graunt mercie, Sir: (quod we) and forth we went 
Devoutly, foft and cfic pace, to fe 
Veifns the goddes image ali of olde, 
And there we found a thoufand on ther kne, 
Some frefhe ‘and faire, fome dedl? to beholde, 
In fondric mantils new, and fome wer olde, —. . 
Some paintid were with flamis red as fire, ° 
Outward, to fhewe ther inward hote defire. 
With dolefull chere, full fele in ther complaint, 
Cried, “ Ladie Venus! rewe upon our fore; 
“ Receive our billes, with teris all bedreint, 
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We mate not wepe, there is no more in tore, 
™ But wo and pain us frettith more and more ; 
{Thou bliffefull planet! lovirs fterre fo shene, 
“)Have routh on us that figh, and careful ben; 

“ And penithe, ladie, grevoutly, we praie, 
The falfe untrue with counterfeite plefaunce 
“ “hat made ther othe be true to live or deie; 
“* \V.ith chere affurid and with countinaunce, 
“ An falily now thei fotin Lov’is daunce 
“ Bar: a of routh, untrue of that thei faied, 
“ Now that ter luft and plefure is alaid. 
“ Yet efte agit a thoufande milion, 

“ Rejoycing love, lc Mang ther life in bliffe, 
 Thei faid, Venus, redreffe of all divifion, 

‘* Goddes eternell, thy name heryed is, 

“ By lovirs bonde is knit all thing iwis, 

.* Beft unto beft, the yerth to watir wanne, 

“ Birde unto birde, and woman unto man, 
“ This is the life’of joye that we ben in, 

“ Refembhing life of hevenly paradife ; 

“ Love is ehitx die of vice and finne, 

“ Love makith heavis luttie to devife ; 

“ Honour and poe thei in every wife 
“ "Phat ben to Lov'is lawe obedient ; 

Love makith folke benigne and diligent, 

“ Aie fteryng them to dredin vice and fhame H 

“In ther degre it maketh them honourable, 

“ And {wete it is of Love to bere the name, 

“ So that his love be faithful, true, and ftable ; 
“ Love pont hym to femin amiable, 

“ Love hath no faute there it is exercifed, 

“ But fole with them that have all love difpifed. 

“ Honour to the, celeftiall and clere 

“ Goddes of Love, and to thy celfitude, 

“ That yeveft uilight foferre doune ftom thy fpere, 
“ Porfying our hertis with thy pulchritude ; 
“ Comparifon noffe of fimilitude 
“ Maie to thy grace be made in no degre, 
“ That haft us fet with Love in unitie. 

“ Grete caufe have we topraifetbyname and the, 
“ For thorough the we live in joye and bliffe ; 

' \“Bieilid be thax. mofte foveraine to fe ! 

“ Thy holy Courte of gladneffe maie not miffe; 
“ A thoufand Gith we may rejoyce in this, 
“That we ben thine with herte and all yfere, 
“ Enflamid with thy grace arfé-hevenly fere.” 
Mutyug of tho that {pakin in iis wile, 
; 1] me bethought in my remembéras nce 
P Myne orifon right godely to devife,” 
And plefauntly with hert’is obeifaunce 
Befeche the gaddes voidin my grevaunce, 
For I loved eke, faufe that I wift no where, 
Yet doun I fet, and faied as ye hall here ; 
Fejft of all that evir were or be, 
Licour ai light to penfife creature, * 
Myne whole affiaunce and my ladie fre, 
My goddes bright, my fortune, and my ure! 
Tyeve and yelde my herte to the full fare, 
“han ly befechyng, ladie, of thy grace , 
Me to teftow in fome bleffid placg, 
And here I vowe me faithfull, true, and kind, 
Without offence of mutabilitie, 
:Bumbly to ferve while Lhave wit and mind, 














ery] 
Myne whole affiaunce and my ladie fre, 
In thilke place there ye me figne to be ; 
And fith this thing of newe is yeve me, aie’ 
To love and ferve nedely muft 1 obcie. 
Be merciable with thy fire of grace, 
And fixe mine herte there beautie is and routh, 
For hote I love ; determine in no place, 
Saufe only this, by God and by my trouth 
Troublid I was with flombir, flepe, and flouth, 
This othir night, and in a vifioun 
[fe a woman romin up and doune 
Of mene ftature, and femely to beholde, 
Liiftic and frefh, demure of countinauace, 
Yong and well fhap, with here that frone as golde, 
With eyen as criftall, fercid with plefaunce, 
And fhe gan ftirre mine herte a lite to daunce, 
But fodainlie the vanithe gan right there; 
Thus I maie faie I love and wote not where. 
For what fhe is ne her dwellyng 1 n’ot, 
And yet | fele that love diftreinith me, 
Might iche her knowe,that would I faincGod wat, 
Serve and obeye with all benignitie, 
And if that othir be my deftinie, 
So that no wife ¥ fhall her nevir fe, ‘ 
‘Then graunt me her that beft maie likin me, 
With glad rejoyce to live in perfite hele, 
Devoide of wrathe, repent, or variaunce, 
And able me to doe that maic be wele 
Unto my ladie with herte’s hie plefaunce ; 
And, mightie goddes ! through thy purviaunce 
My wit, my thought, my Juit, and love, fo guide 
‘That to thine honour I maie me provide 
To fet mine hert in place there I maie like, 
And gladly ferve with all affeccion ; 76 
Grete is the pain which at mine hert doth fticke 
Till I be fped by thyne eleccion; 
Helpe, ladie goddes ! that poffeffion 
I might of her have that in all ny life 
U clepin fhal my quene and hert’is wife 5 
And in the Courte of Love to dwell for ale 
My will is, and doin the facrifice, 
Daily with Diane cke to fight and fraie, 
And holdin werre, as might will me fuflice ; 
‘That goddes chafte 1 kepin in no wife 
To ferve; afigge for all her chattite ! 
Her lawe is for religioufite. 
And thus gan finihh prayir, laude, and Preicey 
Whiche that f yove to Venus on my kne, 
And in myne herte to pondir and to peice 
I gan anone her image frethe beautie ; 
Heile to that figure fwete, and heile tothe, 
Cupide ! (quod 1) and rofe and yede my weies 
And in the temple as I yede I feie 
A fhrine furmountyng all in fonis Tiche; 
Of whiche the force was Plefaunce to mine eye, 
With diamonde or faphire nevir liche 
Thave none feen, ne wrought fo wondirlie; 
So when I met with Philobone ‘in hie 
Ugan demaunde whofe is this fepulture 2 
Forfothe, (quod the) a tendir credture 
Is fbriaid there, and Pitie is her names 
She fawe an egle wreke hymion a flie, 
And plucky his wing, and cke him, in his game, 
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And tendir herte of that hath made her die; 
Eke the would wepe and mourne right pitouily 
To feen.a lovir fuftre grete diftreife; « 
In all the Courte n’is none, as I do gefle 
"That coud a lovir half fo well availe, 
Ne of his wo the torment or the rage 
‘Atkin, for he was fure withoutin ferle 
"That of his grief fhe coud the hete afwage 5 
In flede of Pitie {pedith hote Corage 
“Vhe mattirs all of Courte; now fhe is dedde 
{ me reporte in this to womanhedde; {pray 

Forweile, and wepe, and crie, and fpeke, and 

‘Women would not have pitie on thy plaive, 
Ne by that mene to ele thine herte convaie, 
But the recevin for ther‘owne talent, 

‘And faie that Pitie canfith them confent 
Of reuth te take thy fervice and thy paine, 
In that thou maieft, to plete thy foveraine. 

But this is counfaill, kepe it fecretly: 
(Quod the ;) En’olde for ell 
Phe quene of Love it witt, and wicte y 
For if by me this mattir fpringin cue 
In Courte no lengir should T out of doubt 
Ywellin, but fhame in alf my life endry 
Now kepe it clofe (quod the) this hardily. 

‘Well, all is well : now thal ye feen, fhe faied, 

"Yhe fairift ladie undir fonné that is: 
Come on with me ; demene you lich a maide 
With fhamefat drede, for ye fhall fpeke ywis 
With her that is the mirrenur, juie, and ¢. 
Bat fomwhat ftraunge and fad of her d 
She is: beware your countinaunce be lene, 

Not ovirlight, ue recheletfe, ne to holde, 

Ne malaperte, ne rennyng with your tong, 
For the will you obeifin and beholde, 

“And you demaunde why ye wer hens fo long 
Out of this Courte, without refort enrong 5 
And Rofiall her name is hote arighe, 

‘Whofe herte is yet yyevin to no wight. 

And ye alfo ben, as I wnudirttonde, 

With Love but light avaancid by your wordle 5 
Might ye by hap your fredom mi kin bond, 

And iall in grace with her, and wele accorde, 
‘Well might ye thanke the god of Love and lord, 
For fhe that ye fawe in your dreme appere 

To love fache one what are thei then the nere? 

Yet wote ye what ? as my remembcraunce 
Me yevith nowe, ye faine where that ye fai 
Chat ye with Love han nevir acquaintaunce 
Save in your dreme right late this othir daic 5 
Why, yes parde, my life that durit I tate 
"hat ye w t upenan heth when { 
Sawe you complain and fizh full pitoully 5 

Within an herbie and gardein faire, 
Where Howirs growe and herbi 
OF whiche the faveur fwete w 
"Ch were your f-lf full le 
Ywis ye ben to nice and dann, 
I would ye now repent and love fome newe, 
Naie, by my trothe, | faied, I nevir knewe 

The godely wight whofe I thal be 
Guide me the Lorde, that love hath 
But forthe we went into a chau.bre g 
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There was Rofiall, womanly to fe, 
Whofe ttremis, fotill perfyng of her eye, . 
Mine hert gam-thrill tor \Yeatie in the ftoundes 
‘Alas (quod t) who hath me yeve this wounde! 
“And then I drede to fpeke till at the-lafe 
I grete the ladie reverently and wele, 
When that my figh was gone and ovirpafte, 
And doune on knees fail humbly’ gan 1 kuele, 
Befechyng her my fervent wo to hele, 
For there I toke full purpof in my m ndef: 
Unto her grace my painfull herte to, nde. 
For if (hall all fully her dig 
Her hed was rounde by cor of Nature, 
Her cere as gold, he pafiid all on live, 
‘And lillie forehed had this creature, 
With livelithe browis, flawe of colour pure, 
Betwene the which was mene diffeyeraunce, 
Brom cvery browe to fhewin a diftaunce ; 
Her nofe directed ftreght, asid even as line, 
With forme and fhape thereto convenisat, 
In which the godis Catone fhine,, 
‘And eke her eyen ben bright 7d orient. * 
As is the fmaragde, unto my) {judgement, 
Or yet thefe fterris hevenly small and bright, 
Her vifage is of lovely rede and white ¢ 
Her mouthe is short, and fhitte in litil fpace, 
Flamyng fomdele, not ovi redde I mene. 
With pregnaunt lips, and thicke to, kiffe percace, 
For lippis thinne, not fat, but evir lene, 
‘Whey ferve of naught, they be not worth a benc, 
For if the baffe ben fult chere is delite 5 
Maximian truely thus deeth he write. 
Bat to my purpofe ; I faie white as frowe 
Pen all her tethe, aud in ordir thei ftonde 
Of one ftature, and cke her breth i trowe 
Surmountith all odours that er I founde, 
In {weteneffe, and her body, face, and.honde, 
Beu fharply flendir fo that from the hedde 
Unto the fote allis buat wemanhedde. 
| holde my pece of othir thingis hidde ; 
Here fhal my foule aud not my toag bewrie ; 
But how fhe was arraied, if ye mp-hidde, > 
"That thall | well difcovir you and faie ; 
A bende of gold and iiik full frethe and gaie, 
With her intreife ybroudirid full wele, 
Right.fmothly kept} and fhinyng every dele; 
About her i i a flower cf irefh devife, 
With rubies festhat luttie were to fene, 
And fhe in g5uae was light and fommir wife, 
ll wele, the colouy was of grgne, 
hy aureat fene aboute her fidis ch 
divers tonis precious and riche ; 
“Phus was fhe raied, yet fawe { ner her liche 































‘Vhei nevir kaddia in his armis leing, 
Ne he had lovid the faire Europay” 
Ye, ne yet Danae ne Antiopa, 
For ail beautie ftode in Rofiall; 
She femid Jich a thyng celeftiall, 

Ip bountie, favour, porte, and fimilineffe, 

nt of figure, mirrour of delite, 

Gracieus to ieen, rote of 2’! gentincite, 











THE COURT OF LOVE ‘ig 
With angell vilage, luftie, redde, and white; And wher ye faie I ought you well to’ cheriftiey © 
There yas aot lack, faufe Daungir had atite | And of your grefe the remedie devile, - 
‘This godely frefhe in rule and govimennee, ie I knowe not why; I n’am acquaintid well - 
And fomdele ftraunge flie wasfor-Her plefanice. | With-fou, ne wore not fothly where ye dwells 
And truly fone I toke tity live and. went In art of Jove I write and fongis make, 
‘When the had me enquirif. what I was, That maie be fong in. honour ofthe kyng * 
For more and more impteffif. gan the dent And quene of Love, and then I undirtake 
» Of Lov'is darte while I behdide her face, He that is fadde fhalf then full mery fyng, 
“nd efte againe I come to fekin grace, And dangirous not beni in every thyng : 
od up I put my bill with fentance clere 


Befeche I you but feen my will and rede, 
That iXqweth‘aftir; rede, ahd ye shall here: And let your anfwere put me out of drede. 
Hyer lovelic ! of beautie the rote, 


What is your name ? rehetle it here, Lpratey 
‘That Nature’! ch formid fo wele, and made Of whens and where, of what candicion; 
Princes and quene, and yethat maie do bote 


-That ye ben of : let fe; comie of and fai 
Of all my langoure’ with your wordis glad, “Faine would { knowe your difpoficién : 
Ye woundid me, ye made me wo beftad; 


Yehave put on your pid entencion, 
Of grace redreffe my mortal] grefe, as ye But whate ye mene to ferve me I ne wote, 
Of all may harme the very caucit be. 


Saufe that ye faie ye love me woundir hotes 
Now am I taught, and unware fodainly, My name,alasmy hette! why makesthou ftraurige? 
With perfaunt ftremis of your eyin clere, 


Philogenet I cal’d ame ferre and nere, 
Subjeciatasben and fervin you mekely, Of Cambrige clerke, that nevir thinke to 
And all youyman, ywis, my ladic dere! Ero you, that with your hevenly ftremis clere= 
Abidyng grace;of whiche f yout reqitere, Ravithe myne herte and ghoft, and all-in fer’ 
‘That merciteffe ye catife me not to fterve; Since at the firft { write my bill for a 
But guendon me liche as 1 maie deferve ; é 


Me thinke I fe fome mercie in yout! face. 
. Fot by my trothe the dayis of my breth And what | mene, by God that al hath wroughtg- 
1 am and will be your in will and herge, 


y bilie now m&kith final meacion, 
Pacient and meke for you to fuffir deth That ye ben ladie in myne inward thought 
Wit require; now rue upon my fmerte 


Of ail mye herte withoutin offencion, 
And'this | fwere, I nevir thall out flerte That | befte love, and have fith I begon 4 
From Lov'is Courte for none adverfite, To drawe to Courte ; lo then what might 1 faie? 
So ye would rie on my diftreffe and me, 


1 yelde me hese unto your high nobieye; ‘ 
My dettinie; my fate; and houre, 1 bliffe, And if that I offende, or wilfully 
‘That have me fet to ben obedient 


By pompe of herte your precept difotiai a 
Onely to you, the floare of all ywie;” Or doen againe your wille uniki 
I truft to Venus nevir to repent, 


fully, 
Or grevin you for erneft or for plaie, 

For evir redy, glad, and diligent, Correéte ye me right tharply then 1 Praiey 

Ye hall mie finde in fervice to your grace 

Till deth my life out of my body rafe. 


As it is foen unto your wonlanhede, 
And réwe on me, of els I n’am but dede. 
Hamble unto your excellence fo digne 
Enforcing aye my wittis and delite 


Naie, God forbede to feffe you fo with grace, 


And for a word of fugrid eloquence 
To ferve and plefe with glad herte and benigne, | To have ¢ompaffion in fo lityi fpace ! : 
And ben as Troilus, Troic’s worthie knight, Then were it tyme that fome of us wer hens; 
Or Antonie for Cleopatra bright, Ye thall not finde in me foche infolence ¢ 
And nevir you me thinkis to renay ; 


Aye, what is this! maie ye not fuffre fight 2“ 
‘This fhall Ukepe unto myne endyng day, How niaie ye loke upon the candill light, 
Enprint my {peche in your memoriail 


That clere is and hottir then is myne eye? 
Sadly, my princes, falve of st] my fere! 


u And yet ye faied the bemis.perfe and frete,- 
And thinke that for | would b&comin thrall, How thall ye then the candill light endrie? 
And ben your owne, as! have faied before, 


For well wotte ye that hath the tharpir hete 4 
Ye mutt of pitie cherithe more and more And there ye bidde me you corre and bete 
Your man, and tendir aftir his deferte, If ye offende ; naic, that maie not, be doen 3 
And give hym corage for to ben experte: There come but few that {pedin here fo fone, 
For where that one hath fet his herte on fire, Withdrawe your eye, withdrawe from prefens 
Aud findith ueithir refute ne plefaunce,» Harte not your felf through foly with a lake; [ele; 
Ne worde of comforte, Deth will quite his hire; | 1 would bg fory fo tomake you ficke; . 
Alas thar there ne is none allegaunce A woman fhould beware eke whom fhe toleah 
Of all ther wo ! alas the grete grevaunce 


Ye beth a clerke;go ferchin wel my boke 
"To love unloved ! but ye, my ladie dere! 


If any women ben fo light to winne : E 
In other wife maie governe this matere. Naie’; abide a while tho ye were all my kinne: 
‘Truly gramercie, frende ! of your gode will, So fone ye maie not win myne hert in trath; 
nd of your profir in your humble wife, The guife of Court will feen your ftedfuttneffe, 
Bue for your fervice take and kepe it fill: And as you doen to have upon you reuths 
"Vou. i Mm 
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- Your owne deferte and lowly gentilneffe ‘That the of right be clepid Rofial. E : 
"Fhat will reward you joye for evineffe, ‘Thus have I wonne with wordis gret and fmak. 
‘And tho ye waxin pale, and grene, and dede, Some godely worde of her that 1 love belt, 

We mute it ule a while withoutin drede, ‘And truft the thall yet fette mine herte in reft. 
‘And .t accept, and grutchin in no wife: 

But wheras_ ¢ me hattily ‘defire 

‘To bene to love, me thinke ye be not wife; 
Cele of your language, cefe L you requere, 
For he that hath this xx yere bene here 

May nat optaine ; than marvaile I that ye 
Be now fo bold of love to trete with mc. 

‘A, mercy, hert! my lady and my love, 
My rightwife princeffle and my lyv'is guide! 
Nowe may I picin to Venus al above 
"That routhles ye me gave this wounde fo wide : 
‘What have Idone?. why may it not betide 
"That for my trouthe I may recevid be ? 
‘Alas than your daungir and cruiltie! 

- "ly woful houre I gote was, welawey! 
4a woful hour foftirid and yfedde, 
¥n waful hour yborne, that Ine may 
‘My fuplicacion fwetely have yfpedde ; 

"The frofty grave and cold multe be my bedde 
‘Withoute ye lift your grace and mercy fhewe, 
Death with his axe fo fate on me doth hewe. 
"Bo grete difefe and in fo litil vvhile, - 
Go litil joy that felte I nevir yet, 
And at my wo Fortune ginnith to fimyle, 
. That nevir erft ifelte fo harde a fitte ; 
@onfoundid ben my fpirites and my witte 
"Til that-my lady take me to her-cure 
Whiche love befte of erthely creature. 
Bur that I like that may I not come by, 
Of that L plain that have I habondaunce ; 
Sorowe and thought they fit me wondir nye; 
Mc is-withhold that might be my plefaunce 5 
Yet turne again my worldly fuffifaunce, 
O lady bright ! and faufe your faithful true, 
And or I die yet ones upon me rewe. 
With that I fell in founde and dede as ftone, 
‘With coloure flaine and wanne as ashé pale, 
And by the hande she caught me up anon ; 
Arife ! (quod fhe) what. have ye dronkin dwale? 
Why-flepin ye? it is no nitirtale. 
Now mercy, fwete! (quod I) iwis affraied. 
‘What thing (quod the) hath made you fo difmaied? 
Now wote I wel that ye a Jovir be, - 
Your hew is witneffe in this thing, the faid; 
Yfye were feeret ye might knowe.(quod the) 
€urteifé and kinde all this thuld be aleide ; 
‘And now, myne hertc! al that I have miffeid 
1 fhal amend, and fet your hicrte in efe. 

"That worde it is (quod I) that doth me plefe. 
But this { charge, that ye the ftentis kepe, 
‘And breke them not for floth nor igngraunce; 
With that fhe gan to fmile and laughin dere. 

wis (quod 1) I will do your plefauince ; 






























Goth on, the faid to Philobone, and take 

‘Vhis man with you, and lede him al aboute 
Within the Courte, and fbewe him for my fake 
_| What lovirs dwel within, and al the route 

Of officirs, for he is oute of doute € 
A ftraungir yet. Come on, (qued Ppilone)} 
Philogenet, with me nowe mutt ypj,on. 


And ftalking fofte with efy pace I fawe 
Aboute the king yftondin environ 
Attendaunce, Diligence, and. ther felow 
Forthirir Afperauace,'and many onc, 

Dred to offende there ftode, and not alone, 
For there was eke the cruil adverfarye, 
The lovirs fo, that cleped is Difplefure, 

Whiche unto me fpake angrily and felle,~ 
‘And faid, My lady me diffevin hall: ”~ 
Troweft thou (quod fhe) that al that fhe did tell 
Is true? nay, nay, but undir hory gall 
Vhy birth and hers thei be nothing egal s 
Cajte of thine herte for all her wordis white, 
For gode faith the lovith the bug alite 5 

‘And cke remembre thine habilite - 

May not compare with her, this wel thou wot. 
Ye, than come Hope, und faid, My frende, let be, 
Beleve him not ; Dilpaire he ginnich dote. 

Alas, (quod 1) here is both cold and hote! 

The tone me biddith love, the todir nay, 

‘Thus wote 1 not what me is beft to fay 5 

But wel wote { my lady grauntid m= 
Truly to be my wound’is remedy ; 

Her gentilnefle may not infeciid be 
With doublaseffe, thus eruft 1 til [die 5 
So caft 1 voide Diipairis company, 

‘And takin Hope to council and to frende. 

Yea, kepe that wel (qued Philubone) in minde. 
fod there befide, within a bay windowc, 
Stod one in grene ful large of bred ana length, 

His berd as black as fethirs of the crow, 

His name was Luft,of woundir might and ftrength, 
And with Delite to argue there he thinkth, 

For this was alway hjs opinion 

“shat love was Gane, ;ind fo he bath begonne. 

‘Yo refon fafte, aud ledge auctorite. 

Nay, (quod Delite) Love is a vertne clere, 
‘And from the foule his progreffe holdith he; 
Blinde appetite of Luft doth oftin fteres 
‘And that is finnc, for refun lackith there, 

For thou doeft think thy neighbcur’s wile towinne.- 
Yet thinke it wel that love may not be finne>~ 
For God and feint they love right verily, 
Voide of al fynne and vile, this know J well; 

Affeccin of ilefhe is fime truly, 


‘The xvi ftatute doth me grete grevaunce, But verray love is vertue, 26 I fele, * 
But ye mufl that releffe or modifie. For verray Jove may freile defire ackele, 
j graunte, (quod fhe) and fo I wiltruly. For love is love withoutin any finne,, 

‘And foftely than her coloure gat: appeire Nowe int, (quod Lufte) theu fpekeit not wortha 
‘As tofe fo red throughout her vilage ai, ‘dnd there | left them in ther arguing, [pinne. 
Wherfore me thinke that itis according here Roming ferthir inte the caftil wide, 

And ia comnir Lier fede talbirg. 
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Of lefings faft with Flatery there befide; 
Rie faig-that women were attire of pride, 
And men were founde of nature variaunte, 
wind coulde be fatfe and thewin beau femblaunt:- 
’ 'THan*Flatiry befpake, and faid, Iwis, 
Se, fo the goth on patins faire and fete, 
It doth right well; what pretty man is this 
‘hat romith here? now truly drink ne mete 
N ‘de E not have, mine herte for joye doth bete 
“Fim to beholde, fo is he godely frethe, 
It femeth Sag love his herte. is tendre’ and nesthe. 
ii SMurte of lufty folke and glad, 
And wel become. ther abite and arraye ; 
© l-why be fom fo fory and io fadde; 
Complaining thus in blak, and white, and gray? 
Freris they ben and monkis in gode fay : 
Alas for routh! gret dole it is to fene 
‘To fe them thug bewaile and fory bene. 
Se how they crie and wring ther handis whit 
For they fo fone went to relfgion, 
And eke the flonnes with vail and wimple plight 
‘Ther-thought that they ben in confufion : 
Alas ! they fain we fain perfeccion 
In clothis wide and lacke our libertie, 
But al the flune mote on our frendis be: 
For Venus wote we wold as faine as ye, 
‘That bene attirid here and wel befene, 
Delyrin man, and love in our degre 
Ferme and faithful, right as ywoid the quene : 
Our frendis wicke, in tendir youth and grene, 
Ayenft our will made us religious, 
‘That.is the caufe we mourne and wailin thus. 
‘Then faide the monke and freris in the tide, 
‘Wel may we curfe our abbis aud our place, 
Our flatutes fharpe to fing in copis wide, 
Chaftely to kepe us oute of Lov'is grace, 
And nevir to felecomforte ne folace, F 
Yet fuffre we the hete of Lovis fire, 
, And aftir othir happly we defire, : 
© Fortune courlid! why nowe and wherfore _ 
Haft thau, they faid, berafte us libertie, 
Sithe Nature yave us inftrument in ftore, 
And appetite to love and lovirs be ? 
Why mot we fuffer foche adverfite 
Diane to ferve and Venus to refufe? 
¥ul oftin fythe this matier doth us mufe. 
We ferve and honour fore 2yenfte eur will 
Of Chaitite the godd:s and the-quene ; 
Us-lefir were with Venus bidin ftil, 
And have reward for Love, and foget bene 
Unto thefe women cuurtely, frefhe and thene. 
Fortune! we curfe thy whele of variaunce, 
‘Ther we were wel thou revitt our plefaunce. 
“hus leve I them with voice of plaint and care 
In raging wo criyng ful pitoufly; 
And as J yede ful nakid and ful bare 
Some I beholde loking difpiteouily, 
On Povirte that dedly caft ther eye, 
And Welaway they cried, and were not faine, 
For they ne might ther glad defire attaine, ” 
For lacke of richeffe worldly and of gode 
ghey banne, and curfe, and wepe, and fain Alas! 
‘That poverte’ hath us hent thar whilam Ande 
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At hert’is efe, and fre, and in gode cafe, 

Bat now we dare not thew our felfe in place, 

Ne us embelde to dwe] in company 

‘There as our bert wold love right faithfully. 
And yet againewarde thrikid every nonne, 

‘The pange of love fo ftrainith them to crie; 

Nowe wo the time qued they) that we be boun! 

‘This hateful ordre nife wil doen us die, 

We figh and fobbe, and bleding inwardly, 

Freting our felfe with thought and hard complaint, 

That nye for love we waxin wode and faint, 
And as I ftode beholding here and there 

I was ware of aforte ful languifding, 

Savage and wilde of loking and of chere, 

‘Ther manteilies and ther clothis ey tering, 

And ofte they were of Nature complaining, 

For they ther membirs lackid fote and hand, 

With vitage wry, and blinde I undirftand, 
They lackid {hap and beautie to preferre 

Them felf in love, and faid that God and Kind , 

Hath forgid them to worfhippin the fterre 

Venus the bright, and leftin al behinde. 

His othir werkis clene and oute of minde, 

For othir have ther full thappe and beauti¢, 

And we (quod they) ben in deformite. 
vAnd nye to them there was a com any 

That have the Suitirs waried and miffaide, 

I mene the thre of fatall Deftine, 

That be our werdis ; fodenly abraide 

Oute gan they crie as they had ben affraied, 

We curfe (quod they) that evir hath Nature 

Y¥formid us this wofull life to’ endure, 2 
And there he was contrite and gan tepent, 

Confeffing whole-the wounde that Cithere 

Hath with the darte of hote defire him fent, 

And howe that he to Lave mufte fabjet be, 

‘Than held’ he al his flornis vapite, 

And faid hat lovirsJede a blifiid life, . 

Yong men and olde, and widowe, maid, and wiles 
Bereve me, goddefle, (quod he) of thy might 

My fkornis al and fkoflis that I have, 

No powir for to mockin any wight 

That in thy fervice dwel, for J did rave, 

This knowe I wel right now, fo Gad me fave, 

And I {hal be the chief poft of thy faith, 

And love uphold, the revers who fo faith, 
Diffemble kode not ferre from him in trouth, 

With party mantii, party hode and hofe, 

And faid he had upon his lady rputh,. 

And thus he wound him in and gati to glofe, 

Of his entent full double [ fuppofe, 

And al the worlde he {aid he loved it wele, 

But ay me thought he loved her nere adele, 
Eke Shamefafineffe was there, as I toke hede, 

That biufhid rede, and darft nat ben aknowe 

She lovir was, for therof had the dredes 

She ftode and hing her vifage downe alowe, 

But foche a fight it waste fexe I trowe 

As of thefe rofis rody on ther ftalke, 

‘Ther coud no wight her {py to fpeke or talke. . 
In Lov’is atte fo gan the to abahe, 

Ne durft not uttir al her privite, 
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*Bhe gave té them that woldin lovirs be, 

And hindered fore the fimple comi’naltie, 

That in no wife durit grace and mercie crave, 
For were not. the they nede but afke and have; 

Where jf they now aprochin for to fpeke, 
Than Sbamefofinefe returnith them again, 
‘They thinke if we our fecret counfel breke 
Qur ladies wil have fcornc on us certein, 

And peravinture thinkin grete difdain; 
"Thus Shamefafincfe may bringin in Difpeire 
When the is dede the todir will be heire. 

_ Come forth Avauntir, now Tring thy bel; 
1 {pied him fone to God I make a vowe; 

He lokid black as fendis doth in hell, 

"The firfte (quod he) that evir did I wowe 
Within a worde fhe Come, I wotte not how, 
So that in-atthis was my lady fre, 

And fo hath ben a thdtfande mo than fhe 

In England, Britain, Spain, and Picardie, 
Atrtois, and Fraunce, and up in Hie Holande, 
In Burgoine, Naples, and in Italye, 

Navarre, and Grece, and up in Hethin lond ; 
Was nevir woman yet that wolde withitond 
'To Len at commaundément whan I wolde; 

1 lackid neithir filver coigne ne gold : 

And there | met with this ¢ftate and that, - 
‘And here I brochid her, and here, I trowe : 
Lo! there goeth one of myn; and wotte ye what? 
Yon frefhe attirid have { leide ful lowe ; 

And foche one yondir cke right wel I knowe; 
I kepte the fatute whan we lay ifere, 
And yet yon fame hath made me right gode chere, 

Thus hath Avauntir blowin every where 
‘Al that he knoweth, and more a thoufande fold ; 
His aunciftrie of kinne was to Lier, 

For firfte he makith premise for to hold 

His ladis council, and it uot unfolde, 
Wherfere the fecrete when he doth unfhitte 
‘Than lyith he that all the worlde maye witte. 

For falfing fo his promife and beheite 

1 wondir fore he hath foche fantafic ; 
He lackith witte I trowe or is a befte, 
. ‘That can-no bette himfelfe with refon gay ; 
By mine advice Love hall be contrarie 
"To his avail, and him eke difhonoure, 
So that in Courte be fhall no more fojoure. 

"Fake hede (quod the this litil Philobone) 
Where Envie rockith in the cornir yonde, 
‘And fttith derke, and ye hhal fe anone 
His dene bodie, his fading face and hondes 
Him felf he frettith, as I undirftonde, 

Witneffe of Ovide Metamorphofote ; 
‘The lovir’s fo he is, E will not glote : 

Ror where a lovir thinkith him promote 

Envie wil gratche, repining at his wele; 

It fwellith fore about his hertis rote, 

"That in no wife he-canne not live in hele; 

And if the faithful to his lady ftele 

Envie will noife and ringe it roundc aboute, 
And fey moch worfe than done is out of doute, 

And Privie Thought, rejoyfing of him felfe, 
Stode not ferre thens in ablte mervilous ; 

Yon is, thought E, fome fpirite or fome elfc, 
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His fotil image is fo curious ; 

How is (quod I) that he is thadid this 
With yondir cloth, 1 n’ot of what coloure ? 
Ane-nere I went, and gan to lere and pore, 

And fainid him 4 queftion ful harde; « 
Whate is (quod J) the thing thou lovift befte, 
Or what is bote unto thy painis harde ? 

Mc thinke thou livift here in gret unreft, 
Thou wandrift aye from fouth to eft and welt, 
And eft to northe : as ferre as 1 canne fe 
"Vhere is no place in Court may holdin “he. 

Whom foloweft thou? wher rt ifet ? 
But my demaunde afoile I the a4 
Me thought (quod he) no creature may let 
Mc to ben here and where as! defire, 

For whare as Abfence hath done out the fire 
My mery thought it kindeleth yet againe, 
That bodily me thinke with my foveraine 
I ftand, and fpeke, and Jaugh,ané kiffe, and halfe, 
So that my thought comfortith me ful oft 5 
I think, God wote, theugh al the warld be falfe 
I wil be truc; I thinke alfo howe fofte 
My lady is in fpeche, and this on loft, 
Bringith mine herte with joie and gret gladneffe, 
This privey thought alaicth mine hevireffe, 

And whate I thiake or where to be no man 
In al this erthe can tel ywis but I, 

And eke there n’is no {walow fwift ne fwan 
So wight of wing, ne halfe fo yerne can fiie, 
For 1 canne ben, and that right fodenly, 

In heven, in hell, in paradife, and here, 

And with my lady whan I wil defire. 

Iam of counlel ferre and wide I wote 
With lorde and lady, and ther privitie 
I wotte it al, and be it hote or colde ~ 
They fhall not fpeke without licence of me; 

I myne in foche as fefonable be, 
For firfte the thing is thought within the hert 
Er any worde oute from the mouth afterte. 

And with that word Thought bad farewel and’ 
Eke furthe went ! to fene the Coust‘is guife, [yede, 
And at the dore eame in, fo God me fpede, 
Twenty courteours of age and of affife, 

Liche high and brode, and asI me advife 
‘The Goldin Love and Ledin Love they hight, 
‘The tone was fad, thet’odir glad and light. 

Yes, draw yourghert with all your force and 
To luftineffe, and Ben as ye have feid, {might 
And thinke that"I no dfope of favour hight, 

Ne ner had unto your defire obvide, 

Til fodenly me thought me was affraied 

To fénc you waxe fo dede of countinaunce, 
And Pite bade me done you fome plefaunce ; 

Oute of her fhrine the rofe from ‘deth to liyey 
And ifi mine ere ful privily the fpake, 

Doth not your fervaunt hens away to drive, 
Rofial, (quod fhe) and than mine herté brake, 
For tendiriche, and where { founde moch lacke 
In your perfone, then I my felf bethought, 

Afid faide This is the man myne herte hath fought. 

Gramercy ! Pite, might I not fuffice 
To yeve due laude unto thy fhrine of golde ? 

God wotte I wold, for fitch that ye did rife 
* 
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From deth to live for me I am behold - 
‘To thankin you a thoufand tymis tolde, 
And eke my lady Rofial the thene, 


, Whiche hath in comforte fet mine herte I weue, 


? And here I make myne Pproteftacion, 

And depely fwere as mine powir to bene 

Faithful, devoide of variacion, 

And her forbere in angir or in tene, 

find ferviceable to my world’is quene 

With al my refoy and intelligence, 

To done %er honour high and reverence. 
Thad not tyke fo fone the worde but fhe 

My fovérain dia thanke me hertily, 

And faid, Abide, ye thal dwelle fill with me 

‘Till fefan come of May, for than truly 

‘The king of Love and al his company 

Shall holde his fefte ful rially and welle; 

And there I bode til that the fefon felle. 


On May-day whan the lark-began to ryfe 
‘To matins Went the lufty nightingal 
Within a temple fhapin hauthorn wife, 
He might not lepe in all the nyghtirtale, 
But Domine labia gan he crie and gale; 
My lippis opin, lard of Love, I erie, 
And let my mouth thy fring norw bewrye, 
‘The egle fang Venite bodies al, 
And let usjoye to Love, that is oure helth, 
And to the defke anon they gan to fall, 
And who came late he precid in by itelth, 
Then faied the faucon, our owen hertis welth, 
Domine Dominus nofler, 1 wote 
Ve be the god that donne us brenne ibus botes 
Cali enarrant, faid the Popingay, 
Your might is told in heven and firmament, 


And then came in the goldfinche frethe and gay, 


And faied this pfalme with hertely glad intent, 
Domini off terra, this Latin intent 
‘The god of Love bath yertb in govirnaunce, 
And than the wren gan fcippin and to daunce; 
Fube Doinine, O lorde of Lave! I pray 
Commaunde me wel this leffan far te rede, 
‘This legende is of al that woldin dye 
Martirs for Love, God yefthe foulis fpede, 
And to the Venus finge we oute of drede, 
By influence of al thy vertue grete, 
Befeching the to kepe usin dur heta, 
‘The feconde lefion robin redebrette fang, 
Hail to the god and goddes of our Tay! 
And to the lectorn amorily he fprang, 
Hail, (quod he) o thou frethe feton of May! 
Our monith glad that fingin on the {pray, 
Hail to the flouris rede, and white, and blewe, 
Whiche by ther vertue makith our luft new! 
The thirde Jeffon the turtil dove toke up, 
And therat lough the mavis in a feorne, 
tle (aid, O God! as mote I dine or fuppe 


Beef 
This folithe dove wil gife us al an horne, 

There ben right here a M. bettir borne 

To rede this leffon, whiche as wel as he, 

And eke as hote, can love in al degre. : 

- The turtil dove faid, Welcom, welcom May; 
Gladfom and light to tovirs that ben trewe, 

T thanke the lord of Love that doth Ppurvey 

For me to rede this leffon al of dewe, 

For in gode foth of carage I purfue 

To ferve my maké tyll deth ws mult departe, 

And than Tx aitem fang he at aparte. : 
‘Te Deum amoris fang the thruftil cacke; 

Tubail him {elf the firfte tauficign: 

With key of armony conde not onlocke 

So fwete a tewne as that the thruftil can, 

The lorde of Love we praifin (quod he) than, 

And fo done al the foulis gret and lite, 
‘onour we May in fals lovirs difpite. 
Dominus regnavit, faid the pecocke there, 

The lord of Love, that mighty prince iwis; | > 

He is recevid bere and every where. : 

Nowe Jubilate fang, what menith this? 

Paid than the lynet; Welcom lord of blige. 

Oute ftette the owle with Benedivite / 

' What menith al this mery fare ? (quod he.).° 

> Loudate fang the larke with voice ful fhril, 

And eke the kight @ odmirabile 

‘This quire wil throw min eris pers and thril, 

But what? welcom this May fefon (quod he) 

And honoure to the lord of Love mote be, 

That hath this fefte fo folempne and fo hie; 

Amen {aid al, and fo faid eke the pie. 

And forth the'cockowe gan procede anon 
With Benediétus! thanking God in haft * 

‘That in this May wode vifite them echon, . 
And gladdin them al while the fet fhal lah, 
And therwithal a laughtir onte he brathe, 

I thanke it God that I thuld ene the fong, « 
And al the fervice whiche hath ben fo long, 

‘Thus fang they al the fervice of the feite, 
And that was done right erly to my dome, - 
And furth yoth al the Courte both moft and left 
‘Yo fetche the flouris frefh, and braunch, and blom 
And namelyhauthorn brought both page andgrom 
With freth garlantis, party blew and white, 
And than rejoyfin in ther grete delite. 

‘Eke eche at othir threwe the fouris bright « 
The prymerofe, the violete, and the gold, - 
So than as I beheld the roial fight . 
My lady gan me fodenly behold, : 
And with a trewe love plitid many? a folde 
She fimot me through the very herte as blive) 
And Venus yet { thanke 1 am alive, 
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THE REMEDIE OF LOVE. 


“This book, token for the moft part out of The Proverbs of Solomon, is a warning to take 
heed of the deceitful company of women. 


THE PROLOGUE. 


Szywo the tmanyfolde inconvenierice 
Falling by unbrydfid profperit:, 
‘Whiche is not temprid with moral pradenee, 
Nothing more welthie than in youth’is frelte, 
‘Movid I am bothe of right and equite 
To youth’is wele fomvehat for to endite 
Whereby he may himfelfin fafecondite. 
And firfte [ note as 2 thinge moft noyous,” 
And unto youth a grevous malady, 
s Amongis us callid love encombrous, 
‘exyng alway yor ple ftraungely, 
Oftin by force it cath *hem to be 
And age is alfo turmentid by love, 
I mene bineth the girdle’ and not above. 
‘Wherfore this werke, whiche is right laborous, 
For age me nedith nat in honde to take, 
“To youthe me owith to be’ obfequious; 
Nowe f begin thus to worke for his fake, 
Whiche may the fervencé of love aflake, 
‘To the lovir as a mitigative, 
To him that is none a prefervative. 
‘That mighty lorde whiche that me govirneth, 
?Tis Youthe I méne, mefure if that 1 pace 
In every matit whiche that him concerneth : 
Firft, as is behovefuj, I wol aike grace, 
And forthwithal now in this fame ptacé 
Er [begin I wol ykncle and fay 
Thefe fewe wordis, and him of helpé praye = 
Thou flouring Youth, whiche haft the avauntege 
In ftrength of body, in lufte,and beaute, 
‘Alfo a precelling haite above Age 
Jn many’ a finguler commodite, 
Howe be it one thing he hath beyonde the 
To thy ott profite and gretift availe, 
Whiché fhuld the conduit, I mene fad counfaile. 
And yet, gode lorde, ofa prefumpcion 
¥n'il deprave thy might and dcite, 
Plyve but undir thy protection, 
1am thy fubjeéte, I were thy lyverie, 
For thou arte grounde of my profperite, 


‘And frethift flowir of al my garlande, © 
My fingu’ler aide, as }-well undirftande, 
But as he that oweth his lorde beft fervice 
And entire faithe, his honour to fupporte, 
Right fo I fpeke, and in none othir wite ; 
1 knowlege my felf one of the left forte 
Of thy fervauntes, to our eldirs comforte, 
Drawe fadde counfaile unto the if thou lifte, 
"The and thy powir who maic then refifte ? 
Fie on Age, | fay, undir wordis fewe, 
And his erroneous opinion ! 
What fpekift of him whiche faieth mofte untrue 
All youth to be of ifl difpoficion ? 
Dampnith us all without excepcion, 
And for a colerable.avauntage 
He faieth in hym reftith all counfaill fage. 
Well fothly maie fadde counfaile in hinereft, 
But yet his dedis ben full ferre therefro; 
He maie wel fayin with our parithe preft, 
Doith as 1 faie and not as 1 do; 
For I my felfin know wele one or two 
‘Well ftrickin in age that-for neighbourhedde 
Ywollin to ther neighbours wivis bedde, 
He will in prafence of the yongé man 
Her clippe and kiffe, ye, and her doune ylaic, 
And to blere his eye thus he fayith than, 
O fuffre yet olde Morell for to plaice, 
Now have I doin that I can or maie = 
‘Thus he fayith her hufband for to queme, 
‘That he nor no man fhouldin not mifdeme. - 
In wordé nor dede nedith him not be coie, 
It’is impoffible that he doe amiffe : 
Ifthe yong man fpeke, anon he faicth, Boie, 
To rebuke age befemeth the not iwis: 
And thus his olde face aye his warrantlis 5 
Allis in hym bot fleight and fubtilte, 
And ferre from right refon, I tellin the. 
And, fhortly, Age isnot abovin mes 
Age is impotent, and of no refiftence ; 
Age unweldie ne maic not fight nor fle 5 
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‘What werin Age withoutin my defence? 


. Sad counfaile faieft, Givith hym afliftence ; 


‘Right refon is frefhit where that I ame, 
Wherfore in thy faiyng thoa art to blame, 
Sith refon to me is rathir accompanied 

‘Then unto Age, whiche fs the opinion 

‘Of every wife man not to be denied, 

And fith fad counfaile procedith of refon, 

Sad counfaile in me hath his chefe miancion ; 
"his is no naje; but what then is the ende 


SOF this thy fuafion; what doeft entende ? 


Age to compare unto thyne excellence 
I n'lll prefuise hym foto dignifie, 
Ye be not egaii, how be it Experience 
Hym avauntageth, for the mofte certainly 
Hym techith what thing to hym is contrary, 
And ofte to fore fe ’and warily efchewe 
Whiche thou nevir affaidit yet nor knewe, 
Experience makith 2 man mofte certain 
Of thing ertlily, and of neceffite 
Sad counfaile requirith certaintie plain, 
So ferre fo movin thus whereto nede we ? 
But to my parpofe, as thou commaundeft me; 
Shortly mine entent is thus, and none other, 
Under thy licence to counfaile my brother. 
How fhouldift give any counfaile fo youg,- 
Lacking experience ? unto thine owne dpeche 


ASE 
I report me, E-wote as for thy tong Hi 
Will ferve the right wel, but than for to tech, 
I doubte me left that thy wit woll not reth; 
Youth and Experience thou fait be not convert, 
How thouldié thou then teche well unexpert ? 
Scripture witniffith that God will oft thitee 
Fro the’ hie wittid man and fhew it the child, 
To hym I mene that of his owné witte 
Prefumeth not, but is debonaire and milde; 
By counfaile I entend vertue to bilde, 
Whiche of myne elders part have Tborowed, 
And part of experience, which I’ have forowed.: 
Well, than, if it be as thou lettift Fare ; 
Shewe forthe thy doétrine, be not ought agatte; 
I woll the fupporte; Joke thou doe not fpare 
Maugre Age, although that he frete or gnattes 
‘To afke Age counfail herein were but watt : 
Boidely begin ; go forthe to the procefie; 
Fere not, fithins chou art of foche fureneffe. 
Graunt mercie, lorde! fithin it the doeth like 
To licence me, tow I woll and dare boldly . 
Affaile my purpofe ; wich feriptures autentike, ’ 
My werke woll I ground, undirfet; and fortefie? 
Afpire my ginnyng, o thou wode Frrie 
Aledo, with thy fuftirs! aind in fpeciall 
To the, mother of Jeloufie, Juno, I call, 


{ 
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Tas werké who fo thall fe or yrede 

‘Of incongruite do me not inpeche; 
Ordinatelie behoveth me firft to procede 

In deduccion thereof, right asthe leche 

His paciente’s ficknes oweth fir for to feche, - 
‘The which knowen medicin he fhould aplie, 
And fhortly as he can fhape remedic, 

Right fo by counfail, willing the to’ exhort, 
O yong man profperous! whjch doth abounde 
In thy floures of lufte, belongeth on the fort, 
Me firft to confidir what ’js rote and ground 
Of thy mifchefe, whiche is plainlic yfound 
‘Woman, yfarcid with fraud and ifceipt, 

To thy confufion mofte aliective haite. 

Flie the mifwoman left the the difceye, 
Thus faith Salomon, which taught was fullie 
‘The falfhed of women in his daies to’ conceve ; 
‘The lips of a ftrumpet ben fwetir than honie, 
Her throte fouplid with oile of flatiric, 

How be it the ende and effecte of alt 
Bitterer is then any wormwode or gall. 

Flie the mifwoman if thou love thy life 
Beware of the ftraungir’s blande cloquence 5 
Straungir I call her that is not thy wife; 


Of her beautie have no concupifcence, 

Her countinaunce, pretendyng benevo’lence; 
Beware her fignes and eye fo amiable, 
Hilde it for ferme thei ben difcevable. 

Lo, here an enfample what women be 
In ther fignis and continuance shortlie ! - 

I woll thewin the how loviris thre 
Ylovid one woman right entirelie, 
Eche of them knewe othiri’s maladie, 
Wherefore it was all ther daily Isbour 
Who coud approchin next in her favour. 

At fondrie fefons, as fortune fequireth, 
Severallie thei came to fe her welfare, 

But ones it happinid Love them fo firéth, 
To fe ther ladie thei ail would not fpare; 
Of othir’s comyng none of them were ware 
‘Tull all thei mette whereas thei in o place 
Of ther ladie fawe the defirid face. 

To fuppir fet, ful fmallie thei conde ete; 
Full fobir and demure in countinaunte, 
‘There taried none of ’hem for any mete, 
But on his ladie to give attendaunce, 

And in feerete wife fome fignifiannce 
Min itij 


oH 
Of love to haye, the whiche percevyng the 
Fetelie’ executid thus her properte. 

In duc fefon, as the alwaie afpied 
Every thyng tg’ execute convenientlie, 

Her one jovir firft frendéli¢e the eyed, 
The fecond fhe offrcd the cuppe fo curtiflic, 

“The thirde the gave a tokin. fecretlic, 
Undirneth the borde fhe trade on his fote, 
Through his egtrailistiklid the herte rote, 

By your levg, might I here afke a queftion 
OF you my maiftirs that fewe lov’is trace, © 
To you likely belongeth the folucion | 
Whiche of thefe thre yftode now in her grace! 
Clerely to anfwere ye would afke long fpace, 
"The matti is doubtfull and ‘opimable ; 

‘To’ afcertain you I woll-my {elf enable. 

Of the fp ns id thre my felf was one, 

No man can‘anfwere jt bettir then 1; 
Hiertely of us bilovid was there none, 

But Watt'is packe we bare all by and by, 
Whiche at the lait | my felf gan afpie, 

And time as me thought then I left the dapnce : 
O thoughtful herté, gret is thy grevaunce! 

Hence frome! hence! that me for to endite 
Halpe aie here afore, o ye Mufis Nine! 
‘Whilom ye were wont be mine aide and light, - 
‘My penne to direct, my brain to’ illumine ; 
No lengir, alas! maie ¥ fewe your doctrine, 
‘The frefhe luftie metirs 1 wont to make 
Have ben here afore Y uttirli¢ forfake. 

Come hither Erinnys, and ye Furies all 
Whiche fer ben undre’ us nigh the nethir pole, 
‘Where Pluto réignith, o kyng Infernal! 

Sende out thine Axpies, fend Anguifhe and Dole, 
Miferie and Wo, leve ye me not fole, 

Of right be prefent muft Pain and Turment, 
The pale Deth befemeth not to be abfent. 

To me now I call all this lothfome fort 
‘My paines t’ encrefe, my forowes to augment, 
For worthic' I am to” be bare of all comfort, 
Thgs fith I have confumid and jnifpent 
Not onely any daies but fivefolde taleat 
Thay my Lorde gave me, [ can not recompence, 
J maie y’ot to dercly’ abye my negligence. 

By the’ path of penaunce yet wolll revert 
“To the well pf grace, mercie there to fetche ; 
Defpifit not God the meke contrite herte, 

* OF the cocke crowe, alas! I would not retche, 
And yet it is not Jate in'the’ feconde wetches 
Merci fhall 1 purchace by ‘inceffaunt criyng, 
The mercies of ovr Lorde er hall { fyng, 

But well mayift thou waile, wicked woman, 
That thou fhuldedt difceye thus an inpecent ; 
Yn recompence of my finne, fo’ asi cap, 
'To’ al wol | muke and leve this monument, 

In thewing part of thy falfhed is myne entent, 
For all were to moche, I cann’ot, well { wote, 
‘The caufe thewith plainly he that thus wrote, 
¥f al the yerth wer parchment f ble, 
Spedie for the hande, and al] manir wede 
Wer hewed and proporcioned to pennis able, 
All water yuke eithir in damme or dode, ' 
Every man being @ parfite feribe and gode, 
The curfidnele yet and delceipt of won.en 
€pud not be shewid by the mene of penne, 
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{ flie all odious refemblaunces; 

‘The devil’is bronde call women I might, 
Whereby man is encenfid to mifchaunces, 
Ora ftinkyng rofe, that faire is in fight, 
Or dedly’ empoifon, like"the fugir white, 
Whiche by his fwetneffe caufith man to taft, 

And fodainly fleeth and bringeth him to’ his laft, 
+ It is not my manir to ufe foche langage, 

But this my doétrine as ] maie lawfullie 

LP woll wholly grounde with aucthoritie fage, 
Willing wifedome and vertue edefie 

Wine and women intoapottafie - 

Caufe wifemen to fall; what is that to faie? 

Of wifedome cavfe them to forget the waie ; 

Wherefore the wifemen doith the advife, 

In whofe wordis can be founde no lefyng, 
With the ftraungir to fittin in no wife 
Whiche is not thy wife; fall not in clippyng 
With her, but beware cke of her kiffyng, 
Kepe with her in wing no altercacion, 

Left thyne hertg fall by inclinacion. > 

Maie a man, thinkift, hide and fafely laie. 
Fire in his hofome without empairement 
And brenning of his clothes? or whider he may 
Walke on hotte colis his fete not ybrente? 

AP who faith naic, and whereby is mente 
This forefaied proverbe and limilitude, © 
But that thou ridde the plainly to denude 

From the flattirirs forgettyng her gide, 

-The gide of her youth, } mene Shamfafines, 
Whiche fhould caufe her maidinhed to abide, 
Her Godd’is behefte cke the full rechcleffe 
Not retching committeth to forgetfulnes, 
Neithir God ne fhame in her havyng place; 
Nedis muft foche a woman lacké grace,” 

And all that neighin her in waie of fin 
To tourne of grace fhall lacke the influence, 
The pathis of life no more to come in, 
Wherefore firft frendé the with Sapience, 
Remembring God, and aftir with Prudence, 
To thyne owne wele, that fo thei may the kepe, 
Unto thyne herte Jeft her wordis crepe. 

In his boke where I take my mofté ground, 
And in his Proverbis, fage Salomon . : 
‘Tellith a talé which is plainly found 
In the fiveth chapter, whedir in dede don 
Or mekely feined’to opr inftruccion 
Let clerkes determine, but this am I fure, 
Moche like thyng { my {elf have-had in ure, 

At my windowe, piel he, I lokid out, © 
Faire yongé peple where I fawe many, 

Emong ‘hem all, as | lokid about, 

Toa yong man fortuned I lent myne eye, 
Eftraungid from his minde it was likely ; 

By che’ itreté at a cornir, nigh his own hous, 
He went about with eye right curious. 

When that the daie his light began withdrawe, 
And the night approchid in the twinlight, . 
How a woman came aad met hym J fawe, 
‘Talking with him undir fhade pf the night; 
Now bleffid be God (quod the) of his nnght, 
Whiche hath fulfillid nryne hert’is defire, 
Aflaked my painis, which were hote as fire, 

And yet myne auhour, as it is gode Tkil 
To folowe ] muft tell her araiment; 
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She was Pall nicé foulis tike to Spill, 

As nice in countinaunce yet as in garmente, 
For janglyng the was of reft impaciente, 
«Wandiryng ftill in no place the yftode, 
it reftlelle now, and now out forthe the yode : 

Now in the hous the ‘was, now in the ftrete, 
Now at a cornir the ftandeth in awaite, 
Inceffauntly bufie her praie to gete, 

To bring to the lure whom the doith laite. 

‘Now where { left unto my mattir ftraite 

I woll tournin again, how fhe hym met, 

Swetily kiffid, and frendly him grette. 

With wordes of curtifie many’ and diverfe, 
Right as in part I have before ytolde, 

New as J can] purpofe to rcherfe 

How the flattiring faied with vifage bolde, 

T have made vowes and offringes manifolde 

For thy fake, o mayne herte! o my love dere? 

‘This daie I thanke God all performid were ; 

Therefore I came out and made thus afterte, 
Verie defirout your welfare to fe; 

Now I have {een you plefid is myne herte; 

In faith thall none yhave my love but yes 

As true as I am to you be to me: 

I praic you hertily, dere herte! come home, 

No man fhould be to me fo much welcome. 

And in gode faithe, the fothé for to faie, 
Your comyng unto me ran in my thought : 
Harke in your ere; my bedde frethe and gaie 
Y have behanged with tapettis new bought, 
From Egypte and from far countries ybrought, 
Steinid with many a luftie frethe hewe, 
Excedyng golde or jafpir in valuc : 

My chambir is ftrowed with mirre and infenfe, 
With fore fav'oring aloes and finnamome, 
Brethyng an aromatike redolence, 
Surmountyng olibane in any man’s dome ; 

Ye thall bitwene my breftes reft if ye comes 
Let us now have our defirid halfyng, 

For we maie fafe be till in the mernyng. , 
Myne hufband is not at home, he is went 
Forthe in his jougney a-farre waie from hence, 
A bagge with money he hath with hym hent, 
As hym thought nedefull was for his expence ; 

Unto my wordis give faith and credence ; 

Now is the moné yong and of light dulle, 

Ere he come home it woll be at the fille. 

-And thus craftily hath fhe hymefette 

With her lime rodis, and pantir, and inare, 

The {elie foule yeaught hath in her nette, 

Of her fagrid mouthe, alas! nothyng ware; 

And thus is he left gracelefle and bare 

Ofhelpe, and comfort, and ghoftly fuccour, 

And, furthirmore, as fayith myne aucthour,, 

As a beft ledde to his deth doith pante 
‘This yong man folowith her in that itounde, 
And as a wanton fambe full ignorante 
How he is pulled and drawin to be bounde 
Unto the tyme he hath his deth’is wounde, 
And like a birde that haftith to tle grin, 

De knowyng the perill of his life therein. “ 

Now, gentle fonne, faith Salomon, take hede, - 
My wordi: 3d make fafte. 








BF 
Many hath the woundid, many doune cafte, ° 
Many ftrong men by her hath lofte ther breth¢ 
Her waies are waies of hell ledyng*to deth. 

And in this lite narracion precedente 
The womanne’s manifolde gilte I attende, 

The yongé man, alas, how fhe hath thent! 
Difcevid her hufbande her owh, next frend z 

In thefe bothe her God the doith offende; - 
To breke her {poufail to Ker is of a weights 
Furdirmore to thew woman’s craft and {i ight, 

A woman at her dore fate on a ftall 
To fe folke paffe by ftretesaf the cite, 

With eye and countinaunce eke fhe gan call, 
Ifthere be any pretie’ one come to me, 
Come hithir ye piggis nyc, ye little babe? 
At laft the faicd to a young man hertleffe, 
OF her deceipt unware and defenceleffe, 

Moche fwetir, the faith, and more acceptable, 
Is drinke when it is ftollin privily 
‘Then when it’ is taken in form avowable ; 
Bread hiddin and gottin jeoperdouflie 
¥mutt nedis be fwete and femplablie ; 

Venifon ftolin is aie the fwetir, 
The ferthir the narowir fet the bettir. : 

And whom this woman, faith Salomon, feftey 
The yong man woth not whom fhe doth fedez> 
OF the darke depencife of hel] ben her geftes ; 
Beware, o yong man! therefore I the rede, 
And how be it chietly for thy gode fpede 
‘This werke to compile! have take in charge 
I mutt of pitic my charitie’ enlarge ; Hey 

With the felie man whiche is thus ed, 
Her hufband I meng, I wol wepe and w 
His painfull infortune, whereby reviled 
Caufeleffe he is, nevir to convaile 5 
Every man yong and olde woll him affaile 
With wordes of occafion with the loth name, 
And, alas, gode foule! he nothyng to blame : 

,. But the whiche that coud Gill doe and wolde, 
Hers be the blame for her foule demerite, 

And leve that opprobriousname Cuckold 

‘To apropit to hym as in difpite ; 

Ranfike yet we wouldin if that we mighe 

Of this wordé the true ortographie, 

The verie difcent and ety gic. ‘, 

The well and grounde of the firfte invencigiy 
To knowe the’ ortographie we muft derive, * 
Whiche is Coke and Cold in-compoficion, 

By refon as nigh as I contrive, 

Then how it is writtin we knowe belive; 

But yet, lo! by what refon and what groundé 
Y¥was it of thefe two wordis compounds? 

_As of one canfe to give very jud, 
The’ etymology let us firfte beholde; 
Eche lettir an whole worde.doeth reprefent, 
As C put for Colde, and © put for Olde, 

K is for Knave; thus divers men don holde: + 
The firfte parte of this name we hic yfounde, 
Let us ethimologife the fecounde, 

Aj the firfle findir mente ¥ am right fure 
C for Calot, for Of we havin O, 

And L for Leude, and D for Demenure, 
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A Colde Olde Kuave, Cokcold himfelf wenyng, 
And eke a Gatot of Leude Demenyng. 
- Phe feeonde caufe of the’ impoficion 
Of thin forefayid name was jeloufie : 
To be jeloufe is gretift occalion 
To be-cokcold that men can wel afpie, 
And thoush the paffion be very firie, 
And of continuell fervence and hete, 
The pacient aye fuffrith colde on his fete. 

And who that "is jelous and aye in a drede 

Js fall of melancolie and gallie ire; 

His wiv’is nofe if the onis miffetrede 

He woll cut off, ye, and he woll confpire 

His deth who evir that woll her defire, 

Whiche fhe percevyng brattith ftreight his gall; 
And anone his grete wodeneffe doith fall. 

As fone asthe hath knit for him that knot 
Now is he tame that was fo ramagious ; 
Mekely fittith he doune and takith his lot ; 
Layid ben now his lokes fo furious, 

And he but late as a coke batailous, 
Hote in his quarell, to avenge hym bolde, 
Now is he catlid bothé Coke and Colde. 

This faying, to’ all curtifie diflonant, 
Which yfemith that it of malice grewe, 
4n this rude tretife I ne woll not plant 
As parcill thereof, but onely fo thewe 
‘The opinion of the talca:ife fhrewe, 
Whiche in il! {aiyng is ever meric 
No man as li tereof fo werie. 

But § as parctil of this my lite boke 
‘Woll graffin in fome fadde counfaill wherby 
"The weddid man, if that he daigne to loke 
dn it, the bettir fhall mowin hym gie, 

And provide for his faied infortunie, 
‘Whiche as | have fayid with him complaine 
1 woll, as partinir of his grete paine. 

As mofte expedient unto his wele 
I woulde that all jetoufie were abjecte, 
¥f he be jelous that he it concele, 

And in his labour be full circumfpette, 

‘To knowe her waies ifthei femin fufpette, 
And not for to breke, for one worde brokin 
She wll not miffe but fhe woll be brokin. 

Forbid her not that thou n’oldiit have don, 
¥or loke what thyng fo e’ere the is forbod 
‘To that of all thyngis the is moft prone, 
Namily if it be itl and no godes 
Till it be executid fhe’ is nigh wode : 

Soche is a woman, and foche is her fete; 
Her. craft by craft than labour to defete. 

{€ thon hereaftir, now a fingle man, * 
Shouldift be jelous if thou haddeft a wife, 
‘Wedde not but if thou can truft a woman, 
For els fhouldift thou lede a carefull life ; 
That thou mofte iothift fhould ybe full rife; 
Yet [ne will gainfaie matrimoniec, 

But Bucllus eft nubere quam uri. 

‘That is to faie, Bettir is in wedlocke 
A wife to take, as the churche doith kenne, 
‘Yhen for to ben undir the fiefh’is yoke, 

In flefhlie luftis alwaie for to brenne; 

But, as I fayid, for ali jelous menne, 

So thei livin chafte, I holde it Jaffe ill 

‘Phat thei ne wedde not thaa them felfin fpill. 
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The fingle man whiche that is yet to wedde,“ 
And not the weddid man, thus I arede, 
To warne hyta now he isto farre yfpedde, 

It is all to late hym for to forbede, 

But let hym take as for his owne nede, 
Soche counfaile as is hym before ytolde, 
Thefe wordis folowyng eke to beholde. 

Thy watir to kepe the wifeman doth teche, 

That thou in no wife let-it.have iffue, 

At a narowe rifte waie it woll yfeche ; 

And femblablic the woman that’is untrue 
To give her fre walke in all wife efchue 5 

if the at large, not at thine handé, walke 
She woll the fhamin, thou halt it not balke. 

Weddid or fingle thus faith the wifeman, 
Her which that both daic and night evirmore 
Lithe in thy bofome, wife or yet lemman, 
Love not to hote, left thou repent it fore, 
Left the the bryngin into fome ill lore : 

Thy wife not to love yet I n'ill fupport, 
But that thou doe not thus I.the exhort. 

Lo! if thou love her love thine honettie ; 

Be fhe not idiil for what woll betide ; 

If the fit idle” of very neceflitie 

Her mindé woll ferchin ferre and eke wide, 
Namelie if the be not accompanide + 

How accompanied? not with yongé men, 
But with maidinis 1 mene or women. 

Maidin fervauntes be right convenient 
In houfe to helpin to doe her fervice, 

In whom fhe maie ufe her commanndément 
In the fefon all at her owne device; 
Totechin "hem gode yeve her thine advice 
To make them hufwifis: thus bufineffe 
Maie yet refrainin her from idleneff:. 

But bid not her that thou wolt have her do, 
Of thine cntent that might be a Jettyng, 

But craftily encourage her therto 
By othir menis, as by commendyng, 
And not to moche, but dailyng mengyng 
Bothe praife and blamé, and in thy refon 
Firft raife wifily the place and fefon. 

Of faithfull will and herté full tender 
One thing I call into remembéraunce 
Again. which though my wit be to flender 
Aftir my powir and my fuffifaunce 
1 purpofe to makin a purveiaunce, 

Sith women of nature ben chaungeable, 
Frele, and not’ ware, alfo difcevable. 

Be it that thf wife be excellently gode, 
That none be bet ef difpoficion, 

In proceffe of time fhe might turn her mode 
By fome miffe-liver's inftigacion ; 

Divers men to thilke occupacion 

Aplyin daily ther mynde and eke herte, 

From ther godeneffe frele women to perverte. 

If thou afpie any fufpect perfon, 

Drawe to thy wife, beware in alié wife; 

To hym nor her of thy fufpeccion 
Brckenotoneworde thoughthat thine herteagrife; 
Kindle na fire and no finoke wol! arife : 

Although he be of a corrupt entent 

She peraventure is not of aflent. 
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‘Tuer bethe four thingis that maketh man a fole; | Women alfo bring men into dotage ; 
Honour firft puttith him into outrage, And mighty wine in many divers wife 
And aldir next Yolitarie and fole ; Diftemprin folke which ben yholdin wife. 
‘She fecond is unweldy crokid age ; 
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‘Tuer ben four thingis caufing grete folye; Wherfore by counfell of philofophers fage 
Honour firit; and fecond unwildy age; In gret honour lernith this rule of me, 
‘Women and wine I dare eke {pecify With thine eflate havith humilite, 


Y¥make wile men fallin into dotage; 





MOTTO TO JACK UPLAND, 


Os fretis Lhave told before And yet I could tell worfe and more, 
Now ina making of a crede, | But men would werrien it to rede. 
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‘THE HOUSE OF FAME. 


IN THREE BOKES, 


dn this book is foewed how the deeds of ‘all men and women, be they good or bad, axe 
carry'd by report to poflerity, 


THE PROLOGUE 


Gon tourne us evéric dseme to gode, 
For it is wondir thyng by the’ rates 
To my wite, what caufith fwevines 
On the morowe or on evines, 

And why the’ effecte foloweth of fome, 
“And of fome it hall nevir come,| 
‘Why that is in avifion, 

And this a revelacion, 

Why this dreme, why that a fweven, 
And not to every man liché even, , 
‘Why this-a fantome’ why that oricle: 
J n’ot; but whofe of thele miracles} 
‘The caufies knowith bet than I | 
Define he, for I certainly 

Ne can *hem not, ne nevir thinke 

To bufie my witte-for to {winke 

‘To knowe of ther fignificacions, 

"The gendris ne the diftinccions 

Of the tymes of ’hem, ne the caufis, 
Or why that this is more then that is, 
Or if folkis complexions 

“Make "hem dreme of reflexions; 

Or ellis thus, % other faine, 

For the’ grete febleneffe of ther braine, 
By abftinence or by fickneffe, 

By prifon, ftrief, or grete diftreile; 


Or ellis by difordinaunce, 

Or natural accuftomaunce, 

That fome men be to curious 

In ftudie or melancolious; 

Or thus, fo inly full of drede 

‘That no man maie *hem boté rede y 
Or ellis that devocion 

Of fome and contemplacion 

Caufin to therm foche dremis ofte; 
Or that the cruil life unfofte 

Of *hem that unkind lovis leden, 
‘That oftin hopin moche or dreden, 
That purely ther impreflions 
Caufin "hem to have vifions : 

Or if that fpirites han the might 
To makin folke to dreme on night, 
Or ifthe foul of propir kinde 

Be fo perfite as men yfinde, 

‘That it wele wote what is to come, 
And that he warnith all and fome 
Of everiche of ther avintures 

By avifions or by figures, 

But that our fiefh ne hath no might 
To underftandin it aright, 

For it is warnid to derkely, 

But why the caufeis not wote 33 
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‘Well wotin of this thyng? clerkes 
‘That treten of that and othir werkes, 
For 1 of none opinion 

-N?ill as now makin mencion, 

_But only that the holy rode 
‘Tourning us every dreme to gode, 
For nevir fithin f was borne, 

“Ne no man ellis me beforne, 

Ymette | trowe right ftedfaftly * 

So wondirfull a dreme as I 

‘The tenthe daie now of December, 
The whiche, as Ican remember, 

1 woll you tellin every dele : 

But at beginnyng truftith wele 

1 woll make invocacion 

With devoute fpeciall devocion 
Unto the god of Slepe anone, 

‘That dwellich in a cave of fone, 
Upon a ftreme that cometh fro Lete, 
That is a flode%g hell unfwete, 
Befide a fullee men clepe Cimerie 
There flepith aye this god unmerie, 
With his flepie thoufande fonis ; 
‘That alwaic to flepe ther won is; 
And to this god that.I of rede 

Praie 1 that he wollin me {pede 

My fwevin for to tell aright, 
Ifevery dreme ftande ia fis might, 





And he that movir is of all 

That is and was, and evir thall, 

So give "hem joyéthat it here 

Of all that thei dremin to yere, 

And for to ftandin ail in grace 

Of ther lovie, or in what place 

That *hem were levift for to ftonde, 

And fhalde *hern from poverte’ and fhondey 

And from every’ unhappe and difefe, " 

And fende"hem that which maie”hem plefe, 

That takith well and feornith nought, 

Ne it mifdemin in ther thought 

Through malicious entencion; 

And whofo through prefumpciony 

Or hate, or {corne, or though enviey 

Difpite, or japg,or fclonie, 

Mifdeme it, praie 1 Jefus gode, 

Dreme he barefote or dreme he thode, 

‘That every harme that any man 

Hath had fithin the worlde began’ 

Befall hym thereof or he fterve, 

And graunt that he maie it deferve ! 
Lo! with right foche conclufion 

As had of his avifion 

Crefus, that was the Kyng of Lyde, — 

That high upon a gibet dyde, 

This prayir fhall he have of me, 

1am no bette in charite, 
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Now herkin, as I have you faied, 
‘What that I mette or IL abraied. 
Of December the tenith daie 
‘When it was night to flepe I laicy 
Right as I was wonte for to doen, 
And fill aflepé wondir fone, 
As he that was werie forgo 
On pilgrimage milis two 
the corps of Sain Leonarde, 
makin lithe that erft was harde, 
Bat as me flept me mette I was 
Within a temple’ imade of glas, 
Jn whiche there werin mo images 
Of golde fiandyng in fondric ftagee, 
-“Sette in mo riche tabirnacles, 
Aad with perr3 mo pinnacles, 


And mo curious portraituris 
And queint manir of figuris 
Of golde worke then I fawe evir: 
But certainly 1 oift nevir 
Where that it was, but well wilt £ 
Tt was of Vents redily  ~ 
‘This temple, for in purtreiture 
3 fawe anone right her figare |. 
Nakid yfietyng ina fe, fleetucys mia fe - 
And alfo on her hedde parde 
Her rofy garland white and redde, 
And her combe for to kembe her hedde, 
Her dovis, and Dan Cupido 
Her blind: fonne, and Vuicano, 
That in his face ywas full broune. 
But as 1 romid up and doune- 
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J founde that on the wall there was 
Thus writcin on a-table’ of bras; 
L woll now fing, if that 1 can, 
The armies and ulfe the man 
That firfl came through his defline 
Fugitife fro Troye the countre 
nto italie, with full moche piney 
Unto thefiondis of Lavine : 
And tho began the ftorie’ anone 
As I fhall tellin you echone. 
Firft fawe 1 the diftruccion 
Of Trpie thorough the Greke Sinem 
‘With his falfe untrue forfwerynges, 
‘And with his chere and his 9 
That made a horfe brought into ‘Proye 
By whiche Trojans lofte all thet jgye. 
‘And aftir thie was graved, alas? 
How Iion’s caftill affailed was 
“And won, and Kyng Priamus flain, 
‘And Polites his fonne certain, 
Difpitoufly of Dan Pyrrhus. 
And next that fawe I howe Venus, 
When that the fawe the caftill brende, 
Doune from hevin fhe gan difcende, 
‘And bade her fonne AEneas fle, 
“And how he fied, and how that he 
Efcapid was from all the pres, danger: 
‘And toke his fathre’, olde Anchifes, 
‘And bare hym on his backe awaie, 
Crying Alas and Welawaie! 

"The whiche Anchifes in his handc 
Bare tho the goddis of the lande, 

I mene thilke that unbrennid were. 

| Then fawe I next that all in fere 
Flow Creufa, Dan Aineas wife, 

‘Whom that he !ovid all his life, 

And her yong fone clepid Julo, 

‘And. eke Afcanius alfo, 

Fleddin eke with full drevie chere, 
"That it was pite for to here, 

And ina foreft as thei went 

How at a tournyng of a went 

Creiifa was ilofte, alas ! 

‘That rede not I how that it was, 

How he her fought, and how her ghofte 
Bad hym to flie the Grekis hofte, 
‘And faied he mutt into Itaile, 

As was his deftinie fauns faile, 

‘That it was pitie for to here, 

When that her fpirite gan appere, 

The wordis that the to hym faied, 

And for to kepe her fonne hym praied. 

There fawe I gravin eke how he, 
His fathir eke and bis meiné, 

‘With his thippis began to faile 
"Toward the countrey of Italie 
As ftreight as ere thei mightin go. 

There fawe I eke the cruill Juno, 
That art Dan Jupiter his wife. 

"That hat ihatid all thy life 
Mercilefs all the Trojan biede, 
Rennin and crie as thou were wode 
On Eolus, the god of Windes, 

"Yo blewin ont of alle kindes 
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So loude, that he fhould ydrenche 

Lord and ladie, and grome and wenche, 

Of all the Tojanis nacion 

Without any’ of ther falvacion. 
There fawe I foche tempeft arife 

That evéry herte might agrife 

‘To fe it paintid on the wall. 

.. There fawe I eke gravin withall 

Venus, how ye, my ladie dere! 

Ywepyng with full wofull chere, 

Yprayid Jupiter on hie 

To fave and kepin that navie 

Of that dere ‘Frojan ARneas, 

Sithing that he yons forine ywas, 
There fawe I Jovis Venus kiffe, 

And graantid was of the’ tempelt fiffe. 
"vhere fawe I how. the tempeft ftente, 

And how with alié pine he went, 

And privilie toke a rivage 

Into the countrie of Carthage, 

And on the morowe how that he 

And a knight that hight Achato 

Ymettin with Venus that daic 

Goyng in a full queinte araie, 

As fhe had be an huntireffe, 

With winde blowing upon her trefic, 

And how /Eneas gan to plaine, 

‘When that he kuewe her, of his painey 

And how his thippis dreint ywere 

Or els ilofte, he n’ifte not where, 

How fhe began hym comforte tho, 

And bade hym unto Carthage go. 

And there he fhould his folke yfinde 

"That in the fe were left behinde : 

And, fhortly of this thyng to pace, 

She made A&neas fo in grace 

Of Dido, Quene of that countre, 

‘That, fhortly for to tellin, fhe 

Became his love, and let hym do 

All that weddyng ylongith to: 

‘What fhould I fpekin it more quainte, 

Or pain me my wordis to painte? 

To fpeke of love it woll not be, 

T can not of that faculte, 

And eke to tellen of the manere 

How that thei firft acquaintid were 

It were a long proceffe to tell, 

And ovir long for you to dwell 
‘There fawe I grave howe /Eneas 

Tolde to Dido every caas 

That hym was tidde upon the fe. 
And eft gravin was how that fhe’ 

Made of hym, fhortly at « worde, 

Her life, her love, her luft, her Jorde, 

And did to hym all revérence; 

And laicd on bym all the difpence 

‘That any woman might ydo, 

‘Wenyng that it had all be fo 

As he her fwore, and hereby demed 

That he was gode, for he fache femed = 

Alas ! what barme doth apparcace 

When it is falfe in exiffence ! 

For he to her a traitour was, 


Wherefore fhe flows her felf, alas! 
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Lo, how a woman doeth amis 
To love him that unknowin ist 
For by Chrift lo thus it farith, 

Ft is not ali gelde that glarith ; 

For al fo broke I well myne hedde 
There maic be undir godelibedde ; 
Copirid many a fereude vice ; 
“Therefore fet no wight be fo nice 
To take a love enly for chere, 
Oxtpeche. or for trendly manere, 
For this thai] every woman tinde 
‘Vhat fome man of his pure kinde 
Woll hewin outward the fairift 
Till he have caught’ that what hym lift, 
And then anon woli caufis finde, 
And fwere how that the is unkinde, 
Or falfe, or Privie’, or double was ; 
All this faie I by Fineas 

And Dido, and her nice left, 

‘That lovid all to fone a geht; 
Wherefore I wall faie o Proverbe, 
‘That He that fullie knowetb the berbe 
Mac fafely baie it to bis eye ; 
Withoutin drede this is no lie, 

But let us fpeke of AEneas 
How he betrayid her, alas! 

And left her full unkindelic, 

So when the fawe all uttirlie 
That he would her of trouthé fail, 

» And wendin from her into’ ttaile, 
She gan to wring her handis two, 
alas! (quod the) that me is wo! 
Alas. is every man thus true, 
‘That every yere woll have a newe, 
Hit fo longe tyme endure, 
Or ellis thre peravinture ? 
And thus of one he woll have fame 
In magnifying his owne name, 
ents othir for frendthip faith he, 
And yet there fhall the thirde yhe, 
7That is ytakin for delite, 
Lo! ‘or els for finguler profite. 
In foche werdis began complaine 
“This wofali Dido of her paine, 
As me mette dremyng redily, 
None other au@our aledge woll f, 

Alas, (quod the) my fweté herte! 
Have pitie on my forowes fmerte, 
And fle me not; go not awaie, 

O wofull Dido! welawaie! 
(Quod fhe) unto her felvin tho. 

© Aineas! what woll ye do? 
© that your love, neithir your bonde, 


Which that yefwore with your right honde, 


Ne yet my my cruill deth, (quod the) 
Maie holdin you ill here with me! 
O! have ye" of my deth no pite ? 
Iwvis, myne own dere herte! that ye 
Xnowin fui! well that nevir yet, 
As farr< us evir Phad wit. 
Agilte you in thought ne in dede. 
7! bexe ye men foche godelihede 
TA tpeche, and ner a dele of trouthe ? 
Alas, alas! that er had Touthe 

















Any woman on a falfe man! 

Now I fe well and tellin can 
We wretchid women cai ng arte, 
For certaine for the more te 
Thus we ben fervid everic one, 
How fore fo that ye men can } one; 
Anon as we have You receiver 
Full certuinlie we ben deceve: 
For thouglt your love laft a céfon, 
Waite upon-the conclufion, 
~And joke eke how ye determine, 
Aad for the more Parté define; - 
O welawaie that I was born! 


For thorough you my name is lorne, 


And mine adtis are redde and fong 
O’er all this lande in every tong, 

O wickid Fame ! for there n’is 
Nothing fo {wifte, lo! as fhe is; 
O fothe is, Every thing is wit 
Though it be coverde with the mip: 
Eke though that I might durin ever 
That I have done Tecovre’ I never, ; 
‘Pha. it ne thall be faied, alas ! 

fhamid was through Eneas, 
And that [ thal] thus judgid be, 

Lo! right asthe bith doen now fhe 
Woll docn eftfonis hardily, 
Thus faie the peple privily ; 
But that is doen n’is not done: 
But all her complaint ne her mong 
Certain avaited her nota ftre, 
And when the wift fothely that he 
Was forthe into his Ship agone 
She into chambir went arone, | 
And cailid on her futtir Anne, 
And gan her to complginin thanne, 
And faied that the the canfe ywas 
That the firft lovid him, alas! 
And firt counfailid her thereto; 
But what whan this was faied and do 
She rofte her‘felvin to the herte, 
And deide thorough the woundis fmerte ; 
But ail the manir how the deide, 
And all the wordis how fhe teide, 
Who fo to knowe it hath Purpofe, 
Rede Virgite in /Eneidos, 
Or the Epiftils of Ovide, 5 
What that the wrote or that the dide; 
And n’ere it to longe to endite 
By Ged f would it here ywrite. 
But welawaie! the harme and routh 
‘That hath betide for foche untrouth, 
As men maie oft in bokis rede, 
And al daie feen it yet in dede, 
That for to think it tene is, 

Lo! Demophon, Duke of Athenis, 
How he forfwore him falfly, 
And trayid Phyllis wickidly, 
That Kingis doughtir was of ‘Trace, 
And faliely gan his termé pace ; 
And whan the wift that he was falf: 
She hong herfelf right by the halts, 
For he had doen her fuck untrouthe Fe 
Lo! was not this a wo and routh ? 
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Eke loke howe falfe and rechéles 
‘Was to Brifeida Achilles, 
And Paris eke to Ocnone, 
And to Hypfiple, 
And ete Jafon to Medea, 
Hercules to Deianira, 
tok he left her for lole; 
That made hym take his deth parde. 

How falfe was cke Duke Thefus, 
‘That as the ftori¢ tellith us 
low he betrayid Adriane ? 

The devill be his foul’is bane! 
For, had he Jaughid or iloured, 
He muft have ben anone devoured 
If Ariadne ne‘had be; 

And for the had of hym pite 

She made hym fro the deth efcape, 
‘And he made het a full falfe jape 5 
For aftir this within a while 

He left her flepyng in an ile, 
Defert alone right in the fe, 

‘And ftale awaie and let her be, 
‘And toke her fuftir Phiedra tho 
‘With hym, and gan to shippe ygo3 
‘And yet he had y{worne to here, 
On all that evir he could fwere, 
"That fo the favid hym his ki 

Fic would takin her to his wife, 
For the defirid nothinge elles 

4n certain, as the boke us telles. 

But for to’ excufe this Anteas 
Fulliche of all his grete tre{pas 
"The boke fayith withoutin faile 
"The goddes bad hym go to Itaile, 
And levin Affriques regioun 
‘And faire Dido and her faire toun. 
"Tho fawe I grave how to Itaile 
Dan fincas gan for to faile, 

‘And how the tempeft dil began, 

And howe he lof his fterifman, 
Which that the fterne or he toke kepe 
Smote ovir the borde as he flepe. 

‘And alfo faugh 1 how Sibile 
‘And Agneas befide an ile 
‘To helle went yfere for to fe 
His father Anchifes the fre, 

‘And how he there founde Palinurus, 
‘And alfo Dido and Deiphobus, 

‘And everiche tourment cke in hell 
Sawc he, whiche long is for to tell 
Whiche painis who fo lifte to knowe 
He muf redin many a rowe 

Ta Virgile or in Claudian, 

Or Dantes, that it tellin can. 

‘Tho fawe } alle the arivaile 
That Aacas made in Itaile, 
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And with Kyng Latine his tret, 
And all the battailis that he 

‘Was at himfelfin and his knightes 
Or he had all iwonne his rightes, 
And how he Turnus refte his life, 
And wan Lavisiia to his wife, 
And all the marveilous fignals 

‘Of the goddis Celeftials, 


Bite f. 


.| How maugre Juno ZEneas, 


For all her fleighte and her cotipas, 
tchivid all his avinture, 
‘or. Jupiter toke on hym cure 
At the praier of his modir Venus,” 
Whiche I praie alwaie favin us, 
And us aie of our forawes light. 
When I had fein all this fight 
Within this noble temple thus, 
Hey! Lord, thought I, that madift us, 
Yet fawe I never foche noblefie 
Of imagis, nor fothe richeffes , ° 
Asi fegravin in thischurchts |. 
But nought wote 1 who did *hem worche, 
Ne where I am, fe’ in what countre, 
But now will ! out gone and fe, 
Right at the wickit, if 1 can 
Scen oughtwhere fleryng any man 
That maie me tellen where I am. 
When out of the doré cami 
I fafte aboutin me behelde, 
Then fawe 1 bet a large felde 
As farre as evir I might fe, 
Withoutin toune, or houfe, or tre, 
Or bathe or graffe, or arid lande, 
For all the felde was but of fande 
As {mal as men maye fe at eye 
In the defertis of Lybyc; 
Ne ferthir no manir creture 
‘That is yformid by Nature 
Ne fawe I, me to rede or wiffe 5 
O Crift! thought I, that art in bliffe, 
From fanton and illufion 
Me fave; and with devocyon 
Myne eyin to the heven I cafte 5 
‘Tho was I ware, lo! at the lafte, + 
‘That fafte by the fonne on hie, 
As kennin myght I with mine eye; 
Me thought I fawe ati egle fore. 
But that it femid mochil more 
‘Than I had anye egle’ yfeine, 
‘This is a fothe as deth certaine, 
it was of golde, and fhone fo bright; 
‘That nevir fawe men foche a fight, 
But yf the hevin had ywonne 
Al newe of God anothir fonne, 
So thone the eg’lis fethirs bright, 
And fomwhat dowawarde gan it lyght. 
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THE SECOND BOKE, 


Nowe herkin everye manir man 
“Lhat Engkthe undirftandé can, 
And lyftith of my dreme to here, 
For now at er{t thallin ye lere 
So fely’ and dredefall avyfion, 
‘That { {tye neithir Scipion 
Ne Kinge Nabugodnofore, 
Pharao, Turnus, ne Alcanore, 
Ne mettin foche a dreme as this, 
Nowe, o thou faire blisful Cipris ! 
So be my favour at this time 
‘That ye me to endite and rime 
Helpith that in Parnaflus dwel, 
Befyde Helicon the clere wel. 

O Thought! that wrote al that I met, 
And in the treforie it fer 
Of my braine, now fhal men yfe 
If any vertue in the be; 
‘To tellin al my dreme aright 
Nowe kithe thy engin and thy might. 

This egle’, of whiche I have you tolde, 
That with fethirs fhong al of golde, 
Whiche, that fo hie began to fore, 
Tgan beholdin more and more 
‘To fene her beaute and the wonder, 
But nevir was that dente af thonder, 
Ne that thinge that men callin foudre, 
‘That fmite fometime a toure to poudre, 
And in his fwifte comminge brende, 
‘That fo fwithe gan downwarde difcende 
As this foule whan that it behelde 
‘Uhat [ arowne was in the felde, 
And with his grim pawis fo ftronge 
Within his tharpe sailis longe 
Me fleyng at a fwappe he hent, _ 
And with his fours again up wente, 
Me carying in his clawis ftarke 
As lightly’ as 1 had ben a larke, 
Howe hye I can not tellin yowe, 
For'I came up I n’ift ner howe, 
For fo aftonied and afweved 
Wasevery virtue in me heved,- 
‘What with his fours and with my dred, 
That al my felinge gan to ded; 

Vor, I 


For why? it wasa gret affraye. 
‘Thus I longe in his clawis laye, 
‘Til at the laft he to me fpake 


4 mann’is voice, and faid, Awake,’ 


And be nat agatt fo for fhame, 
And callid me tho by my names 
aind for I fhulde, bettir abraide 
Me to awakin thus he faide, 
Right in the fame voice and ftevin 
‘That ufith one { can nevin, . 
And with that voice, the fothe to faing, 
My minde ycame to me againe, 
For it was godely faide to me, 
So n’as it nevir wonte to bes 
And herewithal I gan to ftere 
Ashe me in his fete ybere, 
‘Til that he felte that { had hete, 
And felte eke tho mine herte yhetes 
And tho gan he me to difporte, 
And with gentilwordes me comforte, 
And fayid twife, by Saint Mary 
Thea arte a noyous thinge to cary, 
And nothinge nedith it parde, 
For all fo wifly God helpe me 
As thou no harme fhalt ‘have of this, 
And this cafe that betidde the is 
Is for thy lore and for thy prowe : 
Lette fe; darit thou loke yet nowe? 
Be ful enfurid botdily 
Tam thy frende: and therewith I 
Gan for to wondir in my minde. 

O God! (quod 1) that madift al kinde, 
Shal I none otherwife ydie? 
Whedir Jove wil me ftellyfie, 
Or what thing may this fignifie 2? 
V am neithir Enocke ne Helye, 
Ne Romulus ne Ganimede, 
‘That werin bore up, as men-reje, 
To hevin with Dan Jupiter, * 
And made the goddis botiler; 
Lo! this was tho my fantafie. 
But he that bare me gan afpic 
That Ifo thought, and fayid this; 
Thou demift of thy felfe amis, 


Na 


sue THE HOUSE OF FAME. Book 1%. 


Tor Jove ne is not thercaboute, 

1 dare the put fui out of doute, 

‘Yo makin of the vet a ferre; 

But er ¥ berin the moche ferre 

wil the tellin what Tam, 7 

And where thou fhalte, and why I came 

"To doin this, fo that thou take 

Gode herte, and not fore fere yquake. 

Gladly, (quod 1.) Now wel. (quod he) 

+ Firfl 1, thar in niy fete have the, 

Of whomthou heft grete ferc and wonder, 

‘And dwellinge with the god of Thender, 

Whiche men yeallin Jupiter, ; 

"That doth me flyin ful ofte fer 

"To do all his commaund’ ment, 

And for this caufe he hath me fert 

"To the; herkin nowe hy thy trouthe 

Certaine he hath of the grete routhe, 

¥or that thow haft fo truily : 

So long forvid ententidy 

His blind? nephewe Crpido | 

‘And the faire quene Venus all - 

Withoutin guerden evir yet, 

And nathélee haft fet thy wit, 

“Althoughe in thy hed ful Lite is, 

Yo make bekes, fongis, and ditis, 

In rime oreliis in cadence, 7 

As thou be canf, iu reverence 

‘GE Love and of his {ervayntes cke, 
> phat have his fervice fought and {oke, 

And painift the to praife bis arte, 
Althoughe thou haddift nevir parce 5 
Wherfore, fo willy God me bieffe, 
Jovis yhalte it grete humbleffe 
Jand vertue eke that thou wilt make 
‘Anight ful oft thine hed to ake 
In thy fludye, fs thou ywritedt, 
‘and evirmore of love enditef,” 
Jn honour of him and praifin 
‘And in his folk i 
And in ther mati 
‘And not hinn'ne his folke 
Althoughe thoy maiile go in the daunce 
Of them that ft not avaunce; 
Whérfore, ds L nowe faide 

upiter confidrith wel this, 
‘And als, beaufire, of ot 
That is, that thou hatte no tidi 











































Of Lov'is folke if they be glade, 
Ne of nothingé els that God made, 
y fro feric countre 
ge3 Comin to the, 
shouris, 

if at thy sloris, 







And not 
"Chat ro ti 
Nor of thy very p 






hir thar ne t 
an thy labpur al done 3s, 
‘And hate made al thy reckiniiiges, 
dof newe things 

"Thou gost hont to thine honfe ancne, 
al fo tombe as 2 

if hiy 























Tyll Gilly 
Aud lyvi 
Although thine abRineace is lyre; 


And therefore Jovis throughe his grace 
Wil that | bere the toa place 

Whiche that yhight ‘Phe Floufe of Fame, 
‘And fer to doe the fport and game, 

To fome reenmpeifaci 

Of thy labour and devocion 

"That thou bafte hadde, lo! caufélefs, 
‘To god Cupide the r choles, 

‘And thus this god threughe his merite 
W5l with fome manir thing the quite, 
So that theu wilte be of gode chere 5 
For truftith wel that thou shaite here, 
Whan we ben c 
Mo wondir thing's dare | ley, 

‘And of Love's folke mio tidingis,, 
Rothe fathfawis and lefinzis, 

‘And of mo lovis newe beyon, 

And longe fervid ty] Jove is won, 
Aud of mo lovirs catvelly - 
an wote why, 







































they findin Jove of ele, 
As thinkin mens, and o’r al wele 
Mo difcordes and io jalcufies, 
Mo murmures and mo novilries, 
And allo mo cifimulacions, 2 
And eke feinid reperaciong, 
And mo berdis in two houres, 
Withoutin rafour or fivures 
Ymade, then grajnis be of lander, 
And eke mo holdinge in mo handes, 
And alfo mo renovelaunces, 
Of olde forictin aqueintaunces, 
Mo lové dayis and mo accondes, 
"Than on inftrunentis.ben cordes, 
And eke of love mo exchaungis 
‘Yhan evir corne were in graungis; 
Unnethis maift thou trowiu this, 
(Quod he.) No fo’, helpe me God as wis, 
(Quod 1.) No, why ? (quod.he.) For it 
Were impoltible to my wit, — : 
Although that Fame bad al the pyes 
Inalarelme and al CS, 
Howe that yet he fhalde here al this 
Or they efpyin. O! yes, ses, 
(Quod hé to me} that cau | preve 
By refon woithy for xo leve, 
So that shou give thin advertence 
‘Yo underfandin my fevtence. 
Fieft fhalt thou here where the dwellit 
Right fo.as thine owne boke tellith : 
flandeth, as 1 fhal fay, 
Right even wmniddis of the way : 
ape hevin, and yerehe, aud 
hat fo er inal dhe& thre 
Is {poken’ in prive or apperte, 
‘The way therte is fo averte, 
And ftante eke in fo juite a place, 
Lfhat every fowne mote to is pace, 
Or what fo cometh from anic tongue, 
Whethre’ it be rownid, redde, or fonge, 
} Or fpokin in fuerte or drede, ‘ 


Certaine it siotin thida usds, 
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Nowe herkin wel; forwhy! 1 wil 
“Wellin the a propir fit, 6 
ind worthy demonttracion 
-An mine imaginacion. 
thou wottift fuil wel this, 
Thar every dely thinge that is 
a kyndely fede, there he 
y beft init confervid be, 
Caja whiche place every thinge, 
orcugh his kyndely enclininge 
nevith for to comin to 
Whan that it is away therfro; 
Asthus, lo! thou muaifte al day fe, 
Tul *ithinge that hevy be, 
As louder led, br shinge of weight, 
And bere it ner fo hie on height, 
Let go thine hande it fallith downe ; 
Right fo fy 1 by fire or fowne, 
‘Or linoke, or oshir thingis light, 
Alway they felce upwarde on height, 
Light thingos up and hevig dosn charge 
While everiche of *hem be at Jarges. 
And for this caufe thou maitt wel fe 
‘Phat every rivir to the fe 
Enclinid y to go by kynde, 
And by thefe tkillis as T finde 
Have fithes dwellinge in flude and Te, 
And treis eke on the erthe be + 
‘Thus every thinge by his refon 
Hath his owne propir mancion, 
‘Vo whiche he ickith to repaire 
Phere as it fhuldia hat appaire, 
Lo! this feutence is knowin couthe 
OF every philofophir’s mouthe, 
As Ariftoth’ and Dan Platene, 
And othir clerkis many ones 
And to confirmin my refoune 
Thou wotift wel that fpeche is fowne, 
Or cllis no man might it here; 
Nowe herkin-what I wol'the lere, 
Sowne is not but eyre ybrokin, 
And every fpeche that is fpokin, 
Where loude or prive, foule or faire, 
in his fubfaunce ne is but tyres 
Fer as flame is but lightid fmoke, 
Right fo is fowne but eyre yhroke ; 
But this may be in many wik 
Of the whiche I will the devife, 
As fowne comith of pype or harpe, 
For whan a pype is blowin ‘tharpe 
The eyre is twit with violence 
Ard rent; lo! -this is my fentence: 
Eke whan that meu harpeitringis fmyte, 
Whedir that it besoche or lyte, 
4.o! with the ftroke the cyre it brekethye 


‘And right fo breketh it whan men fpekeths 
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‘Thus wolt thou wel what thing is ipeche 2 


Nowé hennisforthe I wil the teche 
Lowe everiche Speche, voice, or fowne, 
‘Throughe his multiplicaciowne, 
Thoughe it were pipid of a moufe, 
Mote nedis come to Fam’is Toute ; 

T preve it thus; takith hede nowe 

Ry expepicnec, fox £ thet thou 
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Threwe in a watir nowe & ‘front, 
“Wel wofte thou it wil miake-anone* 
A lityl roundil as a circle, | 
“Para’venture as brode‘us a covircle, 
And right anone thou fhalte fe wele 
That circle caufe anothir whele, . 
And that the thirde, and { forthe, brother, 
Evéry circle caufinge other 
Moch brodir than himfelfin was, 
And'thus from roundil to compas 
Eche aboutin othir goinge 
Yeanfith of othirs fleringe 
And multiplying evirmo,’ 
‘Fylthat it be fo far yzo 
That it at bothé briniis be, . 
} Although. thou mayift it not fe 
Above, yet gothe it alwaye under; 
Although thon thinke it a grete wonder, 
And whofo faithe of trouthe Tvary, 
Bydde him provin thecconzrary 31 
And right thus every worde yiwio, 
That Joude or pryve" ypokin is, 
¥movith fire an eyre.aboute, 
Aud of his movirge out of doute 
Anothir eyre anone is moved, | 
As Ihave of the watir proved, 
That every circletanfith other; 
Right fo of eyre, my levé brother, 
Everiche eyre anothir Merith 
More and more, and fpeche tp berith, 
Or voife or noyfe, or worde or fowne, 
Aye through mukiplicaciowac, 
Tyl it he at Phe Houfe of Fame, 
Take it in erne? or in game, 
Nowe have } tolde, if thou have mind 
Howe fpeche ordowne of pure kinde 
Enclinid is upward.to meve, 7 
| ‘This mayitt thor fele wel by preve, 
And-that fame kindly ficde"ywis, 
4 That every thinge enclined to'is, 
Yhath alfo his kyndelyche fede, 
‘That fhewith it withcutin drede, 
Vhat kindsly the mancioun & 
Ofeveryche fpeche, of every foune, 
All be it cither foule or faire, 
Yhath his kindely place in cyres 
And fith thar every thinge ywis 
Out of hit kindely place ywis 
Ay movith thidir for to ga,” 
YF that it awaye be thertro, 
AsT have before provid the, 
Te thewith every fonne ‘perde 
Ymovith kindély to pace 
As up into his kindely place ; 
And this place of whiche I the tel, 
‘Phere as Fame doth ylifte to dwell, 
1s forte amiddis ofthefe thre, - 
Revin, and erthe, and eke the fe, 
As moBe confervatile of foun; 
Than is this the cenclufion 
That every fpeche of every Rianne, , 
As T the tellin fire beganne, 
Ymovith up on height to pace 
Rindély unto Fam'is place. 
Na ij 
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‘Tellith me this meget Yaithfully, 
Have I not provid thus fimply, 
‘Withoutin any fnbeilte 
Of fpeche, or gtete prolixyte 
Of termis of philofophie, 

Of figuris of poetrie, 

Or colouris of rhetorike ? 

‘Perde it oughtin the to like, 

For harde langage and harde matere 
Is incombrous for the to here 

Ac onis, wolte thou not wel this? 
And IJ anfwerid and faid, Yes. 

Ah ha! (quod he) to! fo I can 
Leudlye unto a Jeudé man 
Yfpeke, and fhewin him foche fkilles 
‘That he maye thake *hem by the byiles, 
So palpable they shuldin he; 

But tc] me this nowe praye I the, 
Howe thinketh the my conclufioun? 

Parde a gode perfuafioun 

{Quod I) it is, and lyke to be, 

Right fo as thou hafte provid me. 

By God (quod he) and as I leve 
Thou thalte have itor it be eve, 

Of every worde of this fentence 

A profe by thine experience, 

And with thine cris herin wel 

‘The toppe and taile, and every del, 
“hat every worde that fpokin is 
Comith into Fame’s Houfe ywis 

As t have faide; what wilt thou more? 
And with this worde uppir to fore 
He began, and faide, By fainte Jame 
Nowe wyll we fpckin at of game. 

Howe fareft thou now? quod he to me, 
Right wel; (quod I.) Now fe (quod he) 
By thy trouthé yondir adowne, 

. Where'that thou knowift any towne 
Or houfe, or any othir thinge, 
And whan thou hafte of ought knowynge 
‘Tho Jokith that thou warné me, 
And J anone thal tellin the 
How farre that thou arte nowe therfro, 

And 1 adoune gan lokin tho, 

And behelde the feldis and plainis, 
Nowe hyllis and nowe mountainis, 
Nowe valeys and nowe foreftis, 

dnd nowe unnethis grete beftis, 
“Nowe riveris nowe citeis, 

Nowe townis and nowe grete treis, 
Nowe thippis failinge in the fe; 

But thus fone in a whilé he 

Was flowin fro the grounde fo hyo 
"Chat al the worlde, as to myne eye, 
No more yfemid than a pricke, 

Or ellis was the eyre fo thicke 

‘That Ine might it not difcerne ; 

“With that he fpake to me fo yerne, 
And faid, Seift thou any token, 

Or ought that in this worlde’s of fpoken ? 

Lanfwered Naye, No wondir is, 
{Quod he) for haife fo hye as this 
N’as Alexandre’, of Macedon 
Kynye, uc of Rome Dan Scipion, 


‘That fawe in dreme at pointe devife 
Heven and erthe, hel and paradife, 
Ne eke the bold wretche Dadalus, 
Ne yet his childe, nice Icarus, 
That flewe fo hi2 that the hete 
Hys wingis molt¢, and he fel wete 
In mydde the fe, and there he dreinte, 
For whom was made a grete complainte. 
Nowe tourne upwarde (quod he) thy face, 
And beholde here this largé place, : 
’Phis eyre. but loke that thou ne be 
Adrad of hem that thou halt fe, 
For in this regioun certaine 
Dwellith many a citizeine, 
Of whiche yfpekith Dan Plato, 
Thefe btn te eyrithe beftis, lo! 
And tho fawe I al the menye 
‘That bothe ygone and alfo flye. 
Lo there! (quod he) caft up thine eye, 
Se yondir, lo! the Galaxie, 
The whiche men clepe The Milky Way, 
For it is white, and fome parfay 
Ycallin it han Watlynge ftrete, 
That onis was brente with the hete, 
Whan that the fann’is fonne the rede, ~ 
Which that hite Phaéton, wolde lede 
Algate his fathir’s carte and gic. 
The carte horfis gan wel afpie 
That he ne coude no govirnaunce, 
And gonin for to lepe and praunce, 
And bere him now up and nowe downe 
Tyl that he fawe the Scorpiowne, 
Whiche that in heven a figne is yit, 
And he for fere ylofte his wit 
Of that, and let the reinis gone 
Of his horfis, and they anone 
Sone up to mounte and downe difcende, 
Tyl bothe the eyre and erthe ybrende, 
Ty] Jupiter, lo! at the lalte 
Hym flewe, and fro the carte ycafte. 
Lo! is i nat a grete mifehaunce 
Ta ket a fole have gevirnaunce 
Of thinges that he can not demaine ? 
And with this worde, fothe for to faine, 
He gan alway uppir to fore, 
And gladid me than more and more, 
So faithfully to me fpake he, 
Tho gan Ito loke undir me, 
And behelde the eyrifhe beftis 
Cloudis, myftis, and tempittis, 
Snowis, hailis, rainis, and windes, 
And the engendringe in ther kindes, 
Al the way thoroughe whiche I came 3 
© God! (quod I) that made Adame, 
Moche is thy myght and noblenes! 
And tho thought I upon Boece, 
‘That writeth a thought may flye fo hie 
With fethirs of philofophie 
To paffin everyche element; 
And when he hath fo farre ywent 
‘Than may ben fene behinde his backe 
Cloude, erthe, and al that I of fpake. 
Tho gan I wexin in a were, 
And faid, I wote wel I am here, 
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But whether in body or in goft 
, Ln’ot ywis, but God thou wot, 
For a more clere entendément 
 N’as to me nevir yet yfent. 
Sgn than thought I on Marcian, 
id eke of Anticlaudian, 
‘That fothe was ther difcripcion 
“@ftal the hevin’s region, 
As fare as that I fawe the preva, 
And therfore I can "hem beleve. 
"With chat the egle gan to erie, 
Let be (quod he) thy fantafte : 
Wyre thou lernin of fterris ought ? 
ersainly, (quod f) right nought, 
? (quod he.) For I am olde. 
Or ellis wolde I the have tolde  * 
(Quod he) the ftarris namis, lo 
And al the hevin's fignis to, 
And whiche they be, No force (quod 1.) 
Yes perde, (quod hes) woft thou why! 
For whan thou reditt ottry, 
Howe the goddis can Rau 
A birde, a fythe, or him or her, 
As of birdes the ravyn and other, 
Or Arionés harpé fyne, 
Or Caftor Pollux, or, Delphine, 
Or Atlante’s doughtirs feven, 
How al thefe are yfet in heven, 
For though thou have "hem ofte in hande 
Yet n’oft thou mat where that they ftande. 
No force, (quod 1) it is no nedes 
As wel Eleve, fo God me fpede, 
*Hem that writin of this matere 
Asthough L knewe ther placis here, 
And cke they femin here fo bright 
‘That it thulde thendin al my fight 
‘To loke on *hem. Phat may wel be, 
(Quod he;) and fo forth bare he me 
A while, and tho began to crie, 
‘That nevir herde I thinge fo hies 
Heive up thine hed, for al is wel 
Sainte Julian, lo! bonne hoftel! 
Se ‘The Houfe of Fame, Jo! 
ift thou not here that t do? 
ee what ? (quod I.) ‘The gret? fowne 
(Qcod he} that vomblith up and downe 
In Jam‘is Houfe, ful of tidinges 
Bo:he of faire fpeche and of chidinges, 
And of falfe and fothe compownid ; 
Herkin wel, it is not rownid, 
Herift thou not the greté fwough ? 
Yes, perde, (quod I) well ynough, 
And what fowne isit lyke ? (quod he.) 
Pur. lyke the’ beting of the fe 
(Quod 1) againft the rociiis halowe, 
‘Whan tempettes done ther Hippis fvalow, 















THE HOUSE DF FAME, xe 


And that a man ftande out of doute 
A myle off thens and here it route; 
Or ellis lyke to the humblinge 

Aftir the clappe of a thundringe, 
Whan Jovis hath the eyre ybete, 
But it doth me for fere to fwete. 

Nay, drede the not therof, ‘quod he) 
‘It “is nothing that will bytin the ; 
Thou thalte have no harme truily, 

And with that worde both he and I 
As nighe the place arrivid were 
As men might caftin with a fpere: 
Ine wift howe, but ina ftrete 
He fet me faire upon my fete, 

And fayid, Walkith forth a pace, 
And tel thine advinture and cafe 
That thou fhalte finde in Fam'is place, 

Nowe (quod !) while that we have fpace 

To fpeke, or that 1 go fro the, 

For the love of God tellith me, 

In fothe that I will of thé lere, 

If this ifke noife which that I hete 
Bg as | have herde the me tel, 

Of folke that done in erthe ydwell, 
And comith here in the fame wile 
AsI the herde or this devife, 

And that here liv‘is body n’is 

In all that Houfe that yondir is 
That makith al this loud: fare. 

No, (anfwerid he) by Sainte Clare, 
And al fo wiffely God rede me 
But o thinge I will warné the, 

Of the whiche thou wiite have wondit. 

Lo! to The Houfe of Fame yondir. 
Thou wofte howe comith every 
it nedith not the efte to teche $ 
But underftande now right wel 
Whan any fpeche ycomin is- 

Up to the palais, anone'right 

Te wexith like the fam? wight 

Whiche that the worde in erth yipake, 
Be he clothid in red or biake, 

And hath fo very his likenefle 

That fpake the worde, that thou wilte gelle 
‘That it the fam. body be, 

Wher man or woman, he or the, 

And is not this a wondir thinge? 
Yes, -quod I) tho by hevin kinge : 
And with this worde Farewel, (quod he} 
And here wil I abydin the, 

And God of hevin fende the grace 
Some gode to lernin in this place ! 
And I of him toke leve anone, 

And gan forth to the palays gone. 
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Trou, god of Science and of Light, 
‘Apollo! thorongh thy grete might 
This litil lat boke now thou. gye, 
Nowe that I will for maiftérie” 
‘Here arte potenciall be thewde, 
But for the rime is lyght and lewde 
Yet make it fomwhat agreable, 
‘Though fonté-verfe faile in a fyllable, 
“And that I do no diligence 
‘To fhewin craft? but fentences 
And if that divine’ virtue thou 
‘Wilte helpift me. te fhewin nowe 
‘That in ymarkid is, * 
Lo! .tonrenin this, 
“Fame for to difcrive, 

"Thou thal ¥fe'me go as blive 
Woto the nest laurir I fe, 
And kyffe it for it isthy tre : 
Nowe entre in ty breft anone. 

‘Whan I was fromthe eglé gone, 
Egan beholde upon this place, 
‘And certain or T furthir paffe 
1 wol you al the shape devife 
Of Honfe and.citt, and al the wife- 
‘Howe }- gan to this place approche, 
"That ftode upon % hie’a roche, 
Byir yftandjth mone in Spaines 
But up I cambe with mochil paine, . 
And thongh to clime ygrevid me 
Yet J ententife was to fe, 
And for to porin wondre lowe, 
Ff [ coude any. wife ysnowe 
What manir fione this rocke 
For it.was Iyke a limad glss, 
But that it Shone ful moré clere, 
Bat ofwhat 
owas l ne wi 
But at the lafle efpy 
And founde thar it was everydele 
Ajsvoche of yi and net of fele 









ywas, 











Thought f, by Saint Thomas of Kent 
This were a feble foundément ~ 
‘To buildin on a plage fo hie; 

He ought hym liteto pletifis 
‘That heron builtg, God fore; feve.. 
‘Tho {awe J all the hall igrave 

With famous folkis namis fele 
‘That haddin ben in mochil wele,. 
And ther fanris fail wide iblowe, 
But well unnethis might 1 knowe 
Any lettiris for to rede 
Ther namis by, fur out of drede 
Thei werin almofte of thawed fo 
‘Vhat of the lettirs one or twa 
Were molte awaie ofevery name, 
So unfamous was wexe ther fame; 
But men faie, What maie evir hafl? 
Tho gan I inmyne herté caft 
‘That thei were molte awaie for hete, 
And net awaie with ftormis bete, 
for on that othir fide T fey 
Of this hill, that northward yley, 
How it was writin full of names’ 
Of folke that bad’ aford grete fames 
Of oldé tynfe, and yet thei were 
As frefhe as men had written "hem there. 
The felf daie, or that verry houre, 
‘That I on "hem began .to poure; 
But well Lwifte what it made, 
It was confervid with the thadg, 
Ali the writyng which that T fie, 
Of acafili that flode on hie, 
And ftode eke in {o cold 2 place 
‘That hete ne might itenet deface: 
*Tho gan on this hill to gone, 
And found upon the coppe a wone, 
‘that all the men that ben on live 
Ne ban the connyng to difcrive 
‘The beante- of that ilke place,’ 
Ne condia caftin ne compact 
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Soche an othir for to ymake 

“What might of beautie he his make, 

Ne one fo wondirly iwrought, 

‘That it aftonieth yet my thought, 

nd makich all my witte to fwinkey 
pon this caftill for to thigkey aie 
that the wondir grete bequitiey } 
~yite, craft, and curiofitiey. .- 
eran I not to yougbevife, 

Mf witte ne maig me-not fuffife, 

Dut natheleffall-the fubfiannce 

Thave yet.in my remembraunces 

¥O ? me thoughtin, by Suin& Giles 

as ftone of berile 

e cafiiil and the roure, 

And eke the hall and every boure, 
Withoatin pecis or joynynges, 
But many fubtill compaflynges, 
‘As barbicans dnd pinnacles, 
Imageries and tabernacles, 

I fawe,gpe full eke of windowes, 

" As.flakis fallin in grete fnowes, 
And cke in eche of: the pinaclea 
Ywerin fondrié habitactes, 

In whiche ftodin all withoutin 

Full the caftill all aboutin 

Of all manit of minftralis 

And jeftours, that tellin talis- 

Bothe of wepyng and eke of gamé, 

Aud all that longith unto Fame : 

‘There herde I playing on an barpey 

‘Vhat yfounid bothe well and fharpe, 

Hym Orpheus full craftily, ' 

And on this othir fide fa by 

Yfatte the harpir Orion, 

And Gacides Chirion, 

And cthir harpirs many one, 

And the Briton Glatkirion, 

And fmaié harpirs wich ther glees 

Satte undir "hem in divers fees, 

And gone on "hem upwarde to gape, 

And counterfaited "hem as an ape, 

Or as Crafte counterfeitith Kinde, 
‘Tho fawe | fandin "hem behinde, 

Afarre from "hem, al by "hem felve, 

Many a tHoufande tymis twelve, 

‘That madin loud? minftralfies 

In corumufe and eke in thalmies, ° 

Aud in marty an othir. pipe, 

“That crattity began to-pipe..- 

Dothe in dovcid and eke imreday- 

‘That ben at fettis with the brede, 

And many’ a floite and liclyng horne, 

And pipis made of grené corne, 

As have thefe little herdégroines 

‘That kepin beftis in the bromes. 
There fawe I ther Dan Citherus, 

And of Athenes Dan Proferus, 

aA\nd Mercia, that lofte her ikinne 

Bothe ia the face, bodie, and chinne, 

For that the would envyia, lo! 

"To pipin bette than Apollo. 

* There fawe I famous old and yong 
Pipiris of all the Duche tong, 





THE HOUSE-OF FaME 


| To lernin love danacis fpringis, 
Reyis, and the flraung: thingie. 
Tha fawe I in an othir place, 
‘Yitandyng in a large fpace, 
Of "hem that makin blodie foun 
Tn trump?, beme, and claricun, ~~ 
For in fighs and in blodefhed) nges. 
Is ufid glad clarionynges.. 
‘There herde { trumpip, Meffenua; 
Of whom that fpekith Virgilius. . 
There herd I Joab, trumpe allo, 
Theodomas, and othir mag. 
at nfid clarion, #.; 
igne and Aragon, an 
tin ther tymis famous were, 
‘Yo lernin fawe 1 trumpin there. 
There fawe I fit in othir fees, 
Playing on othir fondrie glees, 
Whiche that I can not now nevin, 
Mo then ferris ben in hevin, 
Of whiche Ln’ill as How not rime 
For efe cf you arid lofle pf time 


For Tyme ilof, ‘histo Se 
"By no waie maie récovered ber 7 

There fawe I playing jogfiduray 
Megiciens and tragetours, 
And Phetoniffist charnacrelfis, 
And olde witchis and forcercflis, 
That ufen exerfifacions 
And eke fubfumigacions, 

And clerkis eke which connin welt 
All this magtke hight Naturell, 
‘That craftily doe ther enteates 

To maken in certain afcendentes 
Imagis, lo! through whiche mag 
‘To maken a man ben whole or 

There fawe I the Quene Medeayy, 
And Circe and ‘Callogen ie 

‘There fawe I Hermes Bellen; 
Limote, and cke Symon Magus, 

There fawe I, and yknewe by namey 
That by foche arte doen men have famé 
+ There fawe I eke Coll Tragétour 
na table’ of ficamour 
Pi an uncouth thyng to tell; 

I fawe hym cary a windemell 
Undir a walnote hale. : 

What fhould I makin jengir tale 
Of all the peple that I fey " 
Fcould not tefl till dom’ifdey, . _-, 

When had all this folke beboldey 
And founde me Joce and nof yholdey 
And I amufid a longe while 
Upon this wall al-ofderilyy 
That hhone lightir than any glas, - 
And madz well mote then it ywasy 
As it kindely thing of Fame is, 

And then right anone aftir this , 
[gan forthe romin till { fonde 
The caftill yate on my right hondeg 
Whiche all fo well ycorvin was . 
‘That nevir foche an othir n’as, 
And yet it was by avinture 7 
Fwrought by grete and fuLtill cures 
No ij 
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he nedith not you more to tellen, 
To makin you to long to dwellen, 
Of thefe ilke yatis-flourifhynges, 
Ne of compacisne karvynges, 

Ne the hackyng in mafonrics, 

As corbettis and imageries. 

But Lorde, fo faire it.was to thewe!t 
For it was all with golde behewe 5 
But in f went, and that anone : 
‘There met I crying many one, 

A larges, larges! holde ap well; 
God fave the ladic of this pell, 
Our owné gentill Ladit Fame, 
And ‘hem that willen to have a name 
‘Of us! Thus heard 1 cryin ail, 
And faft comin out of the halt 
: And ‘thoke nobhis and ftarlyngis, 
And corounid were as kyngis 
With crownis wrought full of lofynges, 
And many ribans many fringes 
‘Were on ther clothis truily. 

Tho at the laft efpyid L 
‘That purfevasutes and herandis, 
‘That cryin riche folkis laudis, 

At werin all; and every man 

Of "hem, as Fyou tellin can, 

Had on him throwin a vefture 
‘Whiche men yclepe a cote armure, 
Embrowdirid wondirly riche, 

As though thei wevin not iliche : 
But nought will I, fo mote I thrive, 
Be now aboutin to difcrive 
Allthefe armis that there yweren 
‘That thei thus on ther cotis weren, 
For to me were impofible, 

Men might make of *hem a Bible 
Full twentie fote thicke as Frrowe, 
For certain who fo cond it knowe 
Ymight there all the armis fene 

‘Of famous folke that er had bene 
In Affrike, Europe, and Afie, 
Bithins fir began chivalrie. 

Lo! how thould F now tell alf this ! 
Ne of the hall eke what nede is 
To tellin you? that every wall 
Of it, and rofe, and flere withall, 
‘Was platid halfe a foré thicke 
Of golde, and that ne was not wicke, 
But for to provin in all wife 
‘As fine as ducket in Venife, 

Of whiche to lite all in my poucke is; 
And thei were fet as thicke of otchis 
Fine, of the finift ftonis faire 
That men reden im the kapidaire, 
Or as graflis growen in a mede x 
But it were all to leng to rede 
‘The namis, and therefore [ pace. 
But in this luftic and riche place, 
‘That Fam'is Hall yeallid was, 
Full mochil pres of folke there n’as, 
Ne crouding, for te mochil pres; 
But all on hie above a des 
Satte in a fe imperiall 
"Fhat made was of rubie roiall 

i 





| Whiche that a carbuncle is called, 


i fawe perpetually iftalled 

A femine ereture, 

That nevir formid by Nature 

Was foche an othir thiyng I faie; 

For ulthirfirfte, the fothe to faie z 

Me thoughtin that the was fo lite 
“Phat the fmale length ef a cubite 
‘Was lengir than fhe femid be, 

But thus fone in a whilé the 

Her felf tho” wondirly yitreight 
‘That with her fete the th’ erthe yreighz, 
And with her hedde the touchid heven, 
‘There as fhinith the fterris feven : 
And thereto yet, as to my wit, 

T fawin a grete wondir yit, 

Upon her eyin to beholde, 

But certainly’ I "hem nevir tolde, 
For as fele eyin haddin the 

As fethirs tpon foulis be, 

Ov werin on the beftisfoure 

‘That Godd’is trone can to horoure, 
As writcth then in the’ Apocalyps, 
Her here, that was owndie and crips, 
As burnid golde it fhone’ to fe. 

And, fothe to tellin alfo, the 

Had allo fele upftandyng eres, 
And tongis as on beft ben heres, 
And on her fete woxin fawe 1 

Partrich’is wingis redily. 

But Lorde! the pesrie’ and the richeffe. 
T fawe fittyng on the goddeffe, 

And the hevinly melodie 
Of fong!s full of armonie 
Therde about her trone ifong, 
That all the palais wall yrong ! 

So fonge the mightie-Mufé, the 
‘That clepid is Caliope, 

And her fevin fnitirin eke, 

‘That in thes facis femid meke, 
And evirmore eternally 

Thei fongin of Fame; tho heard I, 
¥hericd be thou and thy name, 
Goddeffe of Renoun and of Fame! 

Tho was I aware at the lait, 
AsI myne eyin gan npcaft, 

‘That this ilke grete and noble quene 
Upon her fhuldirs gan furftene 

Bothé the armis and the mame 

Of tho that haddin large fame, 
Alifander and Hercules, 

That with a fherte his life did lefe; 
And thus founde I fittyng this goddeffe 
In noble honour and richeffe, 

Of whicli I ftinte a whilé now, 

Of othir thing to tellin you. 

‘Tho fawe } ftande on th’ other fide, 
Streight doune unto the doris wide, 
From the dees many a pillere 
Of metal] that fhone not full clere, 

But though thei were of no richeffe 

Yet were thei made for grete nobleffe, 
And in ’hem was there grete fentence, 
And folke of hie and digne reverence, 
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Ol which to tellin will 1 fonde. 
Upon a pillir fawe | ftonde,° 
Alderfirft there yfie, 
Upon a pillir ftonde on hic, 
“Sat was of lede and iron fine, © 
Hy%h of the fecte Saturnine, 
‘The€braike Jofephus the old, 
‘Taagof the Jewis geftis told, 
And Re bare on his thuldirs hie 
All thE fame up of the Jurie; 
Eznd by hym ftodin othir feven, 
Full wife and worthie for to Reven, 
To Bilge hym berin up the charge, 
kt Serie and fo large ; 
“Aid on a writin of battailes 
As well as of othir marvailes, 
‘Therefore ywas, lo! this pillere, 
Of the whiche ¥ you tellin here, 
Of lede and iron Bethe iwis, 
‘For iron Mart’is metal! is, 
Whiche thagthe god is of Battaile, 
And ee the lede withoutin faile 
Is, lo! the metall of Saturne, 
‘That hath ful large whele to turne, 
‘To Standin forthe on cithir rowe 
Of *hera whiche that I could yknowe, 
‘Though I by ordir *hem- not tell, 
To makin you to long to dwell. 
Thefe, of the whiche I gan to rede, 
Thefe fawe I ftandin out of drede 
Upon an iron pillir ftrong, 
That painted was all endclong 
With tigr’is blode in every place, 
‘The Tholafon, with that height Stace, 
‘That bare of Thebis up the name 
Upon his tholdirs, and the fame 
Alfo of cruill Achilles; 
And by hym ftode withoutin lefe 
Full wondir hie ona piller 
f iron he the grete Omer, 
And with him Dares and Titus 
Before, and cke he Lollius, 
And Guide eke de Columpnis, 
And Englith Gafride eke iwis ; 
And eche of thefe, as 1 have joye, 
Was bufie for to bere up Troye, 
So hevie thereof was the fame, 
‘That for to bere it was ogame ; 
But yet F gan full well efpie 
Betwene "hem wasa little’ envies 
One faied that Omer made lies 
And feinyng in his poétries, 
And was to the Grekes favourable, 
And therefore helde he it but fables 
Tho fawe I ftlande ona pillere 
That was of tinnid iron clere, 
Him the Latine poete Virgile, 
‘hat hath bore up a longé while 
The fame of pius Aineas, 

And next him on a pillir was 
Of coppir Venus clerke Ovide, 
That hoth yfowin wondirs wide 
The gteté god of Lov'is fame, 
And there he bare up well his name 


Upon this piller al fo hie, 

As might fe it with myne eye; 

For why ? this hall whereof I rede 
Waswoxe on height, and length, and brede 
Well moré by 3 thoufande dele 

‘Than it was erft, that fawe I wele. 

Tho fawe I on a pillir by 
Of iron, wrought full fternily, 

The grete poete, him Dan Lucan, 
That on his shouldirs bare Rp 

As hie as that I might it fe, 

‘The fame of Julius and Pony 

And by hym odin all thefe clerkes 
‘That write of Rom’is mightie werkes, 
That if I would ther namis tell 

Tho all to long ymuft I dwell, 

And nexte hym on a pillir flode 
Of fulpbure, liche as he were wode, 
Dan Clandian, fothe for to tell, 

‘That bare up all the fame of bell, 

‘Of Pluto and of Proferpine, 

‘That quene is of the derké. pis 

What thould I more tellin of thie 2 
The hall ywas all full iwis 

Of "hem that writtin olde jeftes 

“As ben on treis rokis neftes, 

But’it a full confufe*mattere 

Were all thefe jeftis for to here ‘ 
That thei of write, and how thei height 
But while that I beheid this fight 

I herde a noife approchin blive, 

‘That fareth as bees doen in aa hive 
Ayenft ther tyme of ont flying, 

Right foche a manir murmu 

For all the worlde it femid me. 

Tho gan I loke about, and fe “ 
That there come entryng into the’ halt 
A right grete companie withall, 
And that of fondrie regions, 

Of all kind of condicions 

‘That dwellin yerthe undir the mone, 
Bothe pore and riche: and alfo fone 
As thei were come into the hall 
‘Thej gan on kneis doune to fall 
Before this ilké noble quene, , 

And fayid, Graunt us, ladie thene! 
Eche of us of thy grace a bone, 

And fome of *hem fhe grauntid fone, 
And fome the warnid well and faire, 
And fome the grauntid the contraric 
OF ther afcyng all uttirlie 5 

But this I faie you truilie, 

What that her grace was [ne wilt, 
For of thefe folke full well 1 wit 
Thei haddin gode fame eche deferved, 
Although thei were diverfly ferved, 
Right as her fiftir Dame Fortune 

Is wont to fervin in commune, 

Now herkin how the gan to paie 
’Hem that gan her of race to praie, 
And yet, Jo! all this companie 
Yfaidin fothe, and not a lie. 

Madame, (thus fayid thei) we be 
Fotke whiche that here befechin the 
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‘That thou grauntin 2s now gode Fame, 

And let our workis have gode name ; 

Tn full recompenfacion 

Of gode worke give us gode renoun. 
LT warnc it you (quod she anone) 

Ye mcttin of me gode Fame none 

By God, and therefore go your waie. 
‘Alas, (quod thei) and welawaie ! 

‘Tallith us what your caufe maic be. 
For that me lifte it not, (quod fhe,) 

No wight thall {peke of you iwis 

Ne gode ne harme ne that ne this. 

And with that worde fhe gan to call 

‘Her theffengir that was in hall, 

And bad that he fhould faft-ygone, 

Upon pain to be blinde anone, 

For Holns, the god of Winde, 

In Thrace there ye shall hym ytinde, 

And bid hym bryng h's clarioun 

That is full divers of his foun, 

And it is clepid Clers Laude. 

With which he want is to heraude 

*Hem that that me lift ipraifid be; 

And alfo bid hym now that he 

Bryng cke his othir clarioun, 

‘hat hight Sclaundir in every toune, 

With whiche he wont is to éiffame 

*Hem that me Jiftand doe *hem fhame, 
‘This.meffengir gan faft to gone, 

And founde whére in a cave of ftone, 

In a countre which that hight Phrace, 

This Alolus with hardé prace 

Yhelde the windis in dittreffe, 

Ard gan ‘hem undir hym to preffe, 

That thei gove as the besis rore, 

He bounde and preffid ’hem to fore. 
This meffengir gan faft to crie, 

Rife up (quod he) and faft the hie 

Unxill thou at my ladie be, 

And take thy clarions eke with the, 

And fpede the faft: and he anone 

‘Toke to him one that hight Tritone, 

His clarions to berin tho, 

And let a certain winde ygo, 

That blewe fu hidowfy and hie 

‘That it ne left? not a tkic 

nall the welkin long and brode. 

‘This Bolus no where abode 

‘Till he was come to Fam’is fete, 

And cke the man that Triton hete, 

And there he flede as fill as ftone + 






















thir huge comy 

OF gode folke, and began to crie 
Dacke! prauntith us now god 
And fer our workis have th 
Now in honour of gentilneffe, 
And ut fo God your foe ybleffe, 
For we kan well defervid it, 
‘Yherefore is right that we be quit. 

Asthrive I (quod fhe} ye fhaii fale, 








Gode workis fail you net availe 
"Po have of me god- Fane as now ; 






Rut wote ye whut? [ grauntin yowe 
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‘That ye fhall havin. fhrewde name, 
Aud wickid loos worfz Fame, 
‘Though ye gode loos have well deferved ; 
New goeth your waic, for ye ben ferved. 
‘And thou Dan oles, (quod fhe) 
‘ake forthe thy trompe anone, let fe, 
‘That is iclepid Sclaundit light, 
Aud blowe ther loos, that every wight 
Speke of hem harme and fhreudinefle 
In flede of gode and worthinefe, 
For thou fhalt trumpe al} the contraire 
Of that thei have doen well and faire. 
Alas! thought 1, what avintures 
Yhavin thefe forie cretures, 
"Vat thei emongis al the pres 
Should thus be fhamid giltiles ! 
But what? it muft nedis ybe. 
d this AZolus? but he 
t his blacké trompe of bras, 
"Vhat fouliz then the devill was. 
And gan this trompé for to blowe - 
As all the worlde fhould ovirthrow 
‘Throughout every regioun 
Ywent this foulé trump’is foun 
As fwift as pellit out of gonne 
When fire js in the poudir ronne, 
And foche a fmoké gan est wende 
Out of the foulé trump'is ende, 
Blacke, blue, and grenifhe, fwertifhe, rede 
As doith where that man meite Iede, 
Lo! all on hie from the tewell ; 
¢ fawe 1 well, 
jat ir ranne 
The gretir wexin it beganne, 
h the rivir from a well, 
And it ftanke as the pitte of hell : 
Alas! thus was ther fhame irong, 
And giltleffe, on evéry tong, 
‘Tho-came the thirds companie, 
And gone up to the dees to hie, 
And doune on knees thei fell anone, 
And faidin, We ben everichone 
Foike that yhan full truilie 
Defervid Famé rightfallie, 
Aud prayin you it might be knowe 
Right as it is, and forthe yblowe. 
T graunte (quod fhe), for now me lif. 
‘That yout gode workis fhall be wift, 
And yet ye fhall have bettir loos, 
Right in difpite of all your foes, 
‘Then weethie is, and that anone. 
Let new (quod fhe) thy trumpe gone, 
‘Vhou ulus, that is fo blacke, 
Aud out thyre othir trumpé take 
‘Vhat hightua Laude, and blewe it fo 
"hat through the worlde ther Fame may ge 
All eGily and noz to faft, 
“What it be knowin at the left 
iy, ladie myne! he faied ; 
And trumpe of golde he braied 
Anone, and fet it to his mouthe, 
And 2 it eft, and weft, and fouthe, 
Ard northe, as loude as any thonder, 
‘Vhat every wight bath of it wonder, . 
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Sp brodc it ran or that it lent; 
And certis all the breech that went 
\Qut of his trump?is mouthe yfinelde 
4#amen a potte full of baame helde 
Sanpn ga baikit full of rofes 5 
‘Thrs favour did he to ther lofes 
énd right with this I gan efple 
"Phase came the fowirth companie, 
Buteittaize thei were wondir fewe, 
And ginne to ftandin on a rewc, 
‘And faidin, Certis, ladie bright ! 
We have doen weil with aii our might, 
But wsne kepe to havin Fame ; 
Hidieh Gtr werkia and our name. 
‘For Godd’:s love, for certis we 
Have furely doen it for bounte, 
(And for no manir athir thyng, 
. JV grauntin you all your afkyng, 
“(Quad the ;) let Pour workis be dedde. 
With that about I tourned my liedde, 
And fi ne the fivith rout, 
“yintr‘to this ladie gan to lout, 
And doune on knees anone to fall, 
And to her tho befoughtin all 
‘To hidin ther gode workis ck, 
And fayid, thei-yeve rot a leke 
For no Fame, ne no foche renoun, 
For thei for sontemplacioun 
And Godd’is love had it ywrought,. 
Ne of Fame wouldin thei have nough® 
What! (quod fhe) and be ye fo wode ? 
And wenin ye for to doe gode, 
And for to have of that no Fame ? 
Have ye difpite to have my name? 
Nai, ye’ fall lyin everichone. 
Blowith thy trumpe, and that anone; 
(Quod the} thou ols, I hote, 
And ring thefe folkis workes by note, 
‘That all the worlde maic of it here + 
‘And he gan blowe ther Jeos fo cicre 
Within his goldin clarioun, 
‘hat through the worlde ywent the foun 
Al fo kindely and eke fo foft 
'Yhat ther Fame was yblowe aloft. 
And tho came the fixt companie, 
And gonin faft to Fame to crie 
Right verily in this manere; 
"Lhei faidin, Mercie, ladie dere! 
‘Yo tellin certain as it is 
We have doen neithir that.ne this, 
But idill all our life hath be; 
But nathéleffe yet prayin we 
"Phat we maie have as gode a Fame, 
And grete renome and knowin name, 
‘As thei that have doc noble jeftes, 
‘And bave achevid all ther queztes, 
‘As wel of love as othir thyng, 
All was ue nevir brache ne ryng, 
what fro women fent, 
in ther hert ty 
en us oncly frendly chere, 
ght ytemin us on bere, 
Wer let us co the peple feme 












‘That women lovin us for wode, 
Je hall do us as mochil gode, 
And to our herte as moche availe 
The countirpeife, cfe, and travaite, 
As we had wornin with labour, 
For that is-dere ybonght honour, 
At the regard of our grete ele ; 
And yet ye muft us more yplefe, 

Tet us beHoldin eke thereto 
} Worthie, and wife, and gode alfo, 
} And riche, and happie unto love, 

Yor Godd’is love that fitreth above; 
the bodie have 
io Ged me fave, * 
ygicwe onus the name 3 
Sufaifich that we have the Fame. 

i graunt it (quod fhe}, by my trouth, 

‘Now, Bolte, withoutin flouth 
Take out thy trumpe of golde, (quod fhe) 
And blowe as thei have afkid mec, 
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‘That every man wene "hem at efe 
Although thei go in full badde leffe, 
This AZolus gan it fo blowe 
‘That through the worlde ic was iknowes 
'Fho came the feventh route anone, *” 
And fill on kneis everichone, 
And Jayid, Ladie, ptaunte us fone 
The famé thyng, the fame bone, 
Which thatthis nexte folkc you have donc. 
Fic on you (qued fhe) everichone! 
Ye nattic fwine, ye idle wretches, 
Fuilfillid of rottin flowe tetches! 
What! fulfé thevis, where ye,wolde 
Ben famid gode, und nothyng n’olde- 
Defervin why, ne nevir thought, 
Men rathir you to hangin oughs, 
Fort ye be like the flepie cat, 
"Shat would have fithe, but woft thou whatr 
Le woll nothyng wetc:his clawis: 
Evilkthrifte come to your jawis, 
Andon myne, if I you it graunte, 
Or doe favour you to avaunte. - - 
Thou Holus, thou Kyng of Thrace, 
Go blowe this folke a farie grace 
(Quod fhe) anene ; and wot thox how ? 
As J fhall tellin the right nowe ; 
Say thefe ben they that wolde honour 
Have, and do no kinde of fabour, 
Ne do no gode, and yet have laude, 
And that men wende that belle J faude 
Ne coude "hein not of tové werne, 
And yet the that ygrint at querne 
Is all to gode to ef ther herte. 
‘Vhis Atclus anone up fterte, 
And with his blacké clarioun- 
He gan to biafin out a foun. 
-As loud as bellith winde in hel, 
And cke therewith, the fothe te tel, 
This fowne veas fo full of japes 
As cvir mowis were in apes, 
And that Went al the waorlde a! 
| ‘That every wight 
And for ta }: 














can on “hem fhoute 
they were wode, 








7% 

Tho came anothir-companye 
‘That had ydone the trechery, 
The harmeand the prete wickedneffe, 
‘That any herte coudin ygefie, 

And prayid her to have gode Fame, 
And that fhe n’olde do ’hem no fhame, 
Bat give "hem loos and gode renoun, 
And do it blowe in clarioun. 

. . Nay, wis, (quod the) it were a vyces 
Al be there in me no juftice 
Me lyft not for to do it nowe, 
Ne this Ine will graunt it you. 

Tho came there lepinge ina route, 
And gan to clappin al aboute 
Evéry man upon the erowne, 

‘That al the hal began to fowne, 
And fayid, Lady lefe and dere ! f 
We ben foche folkes, as ye may here, 
"Fo tellin all the tale aright, 

‘We ben fhrewis every wight, 

And have delite in wickidneffe, 

As gode folke havin in godenefle, 
And joye to ben yknowin threwes, 
And tul of vice and wickid thewes, 
‘Wherfore we praye you on a rowe 
‘That our Fame be foche yknowe 

Yn althingis right as itis. ,* 

¥ graunte it you, (quod the) ywiss 
Bat wha arte thon that faicft this tale, 
‘That werift on thy hofe a pale, 

And on thy tippet foche a bel ? 

Madame, (quod he) the fothe to. tel, 
Fam that ilké threwe ywis 
"Phat brent the temple’.of Midis 
In Athenis, lo! that cyte. 

And wherefore diddeftthoufo? (quod the.) 
‘By my trouthe, (anfwerid he) Madame, 
A walde faine have had a name, 

As othir folke had in the towne ; 
Although they were of grete renowne 
For ther vertue and ther thewis, 
Thought I, as grete Fame have fhrewis 
(Though it be nought) for fhrewdénefle 
As gode folke havin for godeneffe, 
And fithen J may not bave that ove 
‘That othir n’yl not forgone, 

As for to gettin a Fame here, 

The temple fet Lal on fire, 

Nowe donc our loos be blowin fwithe, 
As wifly be thon evir blythe. 

Gladly (quod fhe.), Thou /Bolus, 
Berit thou not what they prayen us? 
Madame, ! here ful wel, (quod he) 
And Iwill crumpin it parde; 

And toke his blacké trump: fafte, 
And gan to puffin and to biafte 
Ty] it was at the world’is ende. 

With that } gan aboutin wende, 
For one that ftode right at my bake 
Me thought ful godcly to me fpake, 
And fayid, Frende, what is thy name ? 

rte thou come hidir to have Fame ? 

Have Fame! nay, fer fothe, frende, {quod I) 
Ycome naz hichir, grant mercy! 
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For no foche caufe, by my hed, 
Suffifith me as I were ded 

That no wight have my name in honde ; 
T wot my felfe beit howe J ftonde, 
For what I drie or what I thinke 

I wol my. felfin al it drinke, 
Certainly for the moré parte, 

As ferforth as 1 can mine arte. 
What doift thou here than? (quod he.) 
(Quod !) That wol I tellin the : 
The cauf2 why I ftandin here 

Is fome new tidinges for to Jere, 
Some newé thing, I ne wot ‘what, 
Tydingis eythir this or that, 

Of love, or of foche thingieglade, 
For certainly he that me made 

‘To comin hidir {aid to mie 

I fhuldin bothe yhere and fe 

In this place many wondir thinges, 
But thefe ne be no foche tidinges 
Aslyment of. No? (quod he.) 
And I anfwerid, No, parde, 

For ful wel I wote evir yet, 
Sithinis that firfte I had wit, 

That fome folke han defirid Fame 
Diverfly, and loos and gode names 
But certainly 3 ne wit how 

Ne where that Fame dwellid or nowe, 
Ne cke of her difcripcion, 

No alfo her condicion, 

Ne cke the ordir of her dome 
Knewe I not till I hithir come. 

Why than be, lo! thefe tidingis 
Which that thou nowe hethir bringis, 
That thou haft herde? (quod he to me:) 
But nowe no force, for wel I fe 
What thou defirift for to lere : 

Come forthe, and ftande no lengir here, 
And } wol the, withoutin drede, 

In to foche anothir place iede 

There thou thalte herin many one. 

Tho gan J forthe with him to gone 
Out of the caftil, fothe to fey. 

Tho fawe { ftande in a valey, 
Undir the caftil fate by, 

An houfe that Domus Dadali, 

That Labyrinthus, ycleped is, 

N'as made fo wondirly ywis, 

Ne halfe fo quently was ywrought; 
And evirmo as fwviite 2s thought 
This qucint Houfe aboutun ywent, 
That nevirnzo it fill yitent, 

And there came out fo gret a noife, 
That had it Rondin upon Oyfe 

Men rhight have herde it efily 

To Rome, t trowin fikirly ; 

And the noif: whiche that  yherde 
For al the worlde right fo it ferde 
As dothe the routinge of the ftone 
That fro th’ engin is letya gone. 

And al this Houfe of whiche I rede 
Was made of twyggis fulowe, rede, 
And grene cke, and fome werin white, 
Soche as men to the cagis twhitc, 
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Or makin of thefe paniers, 
ce xllis hutchis or doffers, 
That for the fwough and for the trigges 
‘fhis Houfe was ab full of gi 
Any Icke of chirkinges, 
Atidlof mMitly othir wirkinges, 
And cke this Houfe hath:of entrees 
As many’ as levis ben on trees 
Intonunir whan that they ben grene, 
And®@a.the rofe yet men may fene 
& thoufande bolis, and welf mo, 
.To lettin the fowne out ygo; 
Ald by day in every tyde 
Ben al the doris opin wide, 
And by night wii one is unthette ; 
Ne portir is there none to lette 
No manir tydinges in to pace, 
Ne nevir reft isin that place, 
‘That it n’is filled fall of tidinges, 
Eythir loude or of whifperinges, 
And evir all the Houtis angles 
Is vr Dinges and of jangles, 
Of wertes, of pece, of mariages, 
of reftes, of labour, of viages, 
Of abode, of dethe, and of lyfe, 
OF love, of hate, accorde, of frifo, 
Of loffe, of lore, and of winninges, 
Of hele, of fickeneffe, or Icfinges, 
Of faire wethir and tempettis, 
Of qualme, of folke and of beftis, 
OF divers teanfmutacions 
Of eftates and of regions, 
Of trufy, of drede, ol alouty, 
Of witte, of winning, of foly, 
Of plenty andsof grete famine, 
‘epe, of derthe, and of fruine, 
Of gode or of milgovernement, 
Of fyre, and divers accident, 
Andlo! this Houfe of whiche I write 
Sykir be ye it n’as no lite, 
For it wasfyxtie mile of Jength; 
Al was the tymbir of no ftrength, 
Yet it is foundid to endure 
While that it lyfte to Avinture, 
That is the mothir & Tidinges, 
As the fe of wellis and Springes, 
And it was thapin, lyke a cage, 
Cortis, (quod 1) in al mine age 
Ne fawe I foche an Houfe as this, 
And as | wondrid me ywis 
Upon this Houfe, tho ware was I 
How that myne ogle falt2 by 
Was perchid hye upon a ftone, 
And fT gan freight to him to gone, 
And fayid him thus, ! pray the 
That thou a while abidin me 
For Godd’is love, and let me fene 
‘What wondirs in that Place ybene, 
For yet parauntir Imay lere 
Some gode therin, or fomwhat bere, 
That lefe me were or that I went, 
Peter, that is nowe myne entent, 
(Quod he to me) therfore | dwel; 
But certaine one thinge J the tel, 
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That but I bringin the therin 

Ne thal thou nevir conne the. gin 

To come in to it out of donte, 

So fafte it whirlith, lo ! aboute 3 

But fithe that Jov'ie of his grace, 

As I have faid, wil the folace 

Finally with thefe ilke thinges, 

Thefe uncouthe fightis and tidinges, 

To puffe away thine hevineffe, 

Soche routhe hath he of thy diftrefiz 

That thon fuffredeft debonairly, 

And wofte thy felvin uttirly. 

Wholy defperate of a] bliffe, . 

Sithe that Fortune hath made amifte 

‘The fote of al thine hert’is ret 

Languithe, and cke in pointe to breft, 

But he through his mightie melite 

Wil do the efe, al be it lite, 

And gave in expreffe commaundement, 

To whiche fam obedient, 

To forthir the with al my myght, 

And withe and techin the ari 

Where thou maitte mofte tidingis 

Théu thalte here many one ylere, ~ 

And with this worde he ri ht anone 

“"Yhent me up bytwene his tone, 

And at a windowe in me brought 

That in-this Houde was, as me thong! 

And therewithal me thonght it Rent, 

And nothinge it aboutin wente, 

And me fet in the flore adoun; 

But foche Stete congregacioun 

Of folke as fuwe rome abour, 

Some it within and fome withoug, 

N’as nevir fene, ne thal be efte, 

‘That certis in this worlde 1’ ie lefte 

So many formid by Nature, 

Ne ded fo w@nya creture, 

That wel unnethis ip that place 

Had [ a fot'is brede of 3 

And every Wight that I fawe there 

Rownid everiche in othit’s ere 

A newé tidinge Privily, 

Or cls he tolde it opinly, 

Right thus, and faid, Ne woft nar thon 

That is betiddin, fo ! right nowe ? 
No, certis, (quod he3) tel me what; 

And than he tolde him this and thar, 

And fwore therto that it was forthe, 

‘Thus hath he faid, and thus he dothe, 

And this thal be’, and thus herde I fay, 

That fhal be founde, and dare T lays 

That al the folke that is on lyve_ 

Ne have the konninge to difctive 

Tho thingis that I herdin there, 

What aloude and what in the. ere; 














cane ftreight to anothir wight, 
And gan him tellin anone right 
The fame tale that to him was tolde 
Or it a forlo; >. Way was olde, 
And began fomwhat for to eche 
Unte this tidinge in bic fnenh. 


574 THE: HOUSE OF) FAME. 
j Twenty thoufande all in 2 route, 


More than evir it fpokia' was; 
And nat fo fone dapastid n’as 
‘Tho fro him that he ne ymette 
‘With the thirde man, and er he lette 
Any flounde he yzolde him alfe; 
* Werin the tidinges fothe or fulfe 
Yet wolde he te} it nath“les, 
And evirmore with mo encres 
“That it was crf; thus northe and fouthe 
Went every tidinge fro mouth to mouthe, 
Aud that encrefinge evirmo, 
As,fire is wont to quicken and go, 
From a fparcle fprongin amis, 
Ty! ala cite brent up is. 

And whan that that was ful up fpronge. 
And waxin more on every tonge 
‘Than er it was, and went anone 
‘Up to.a windowe out to gone, 

Or but it might out there ypaffe 
*$t gan out crepe at fome crevafle, 
And flewe forthe fatté for the noncs, 

And fomtyme I fawe there at ones 

Aleiinge and a fadde fothefawe, 
‘Yhat gonnin of avinture drawe 

‘Ont at a windowe for to pace, 

And whan thei mettin in that place 
They were acheckid bothé two, 

And neithix of hem myght out go, 
For eche othir they gonne fo croude, 
‘Tyl eche of "hem gan cryin Joude 

Let me gone firft, Nay, but let me, 
And here I wol enfurin the 

‘With vowis that thou wolt do fo, 
‘That I thal nevir fro the go, 

But be alway thin owne fworne brother ; 
We wol médile us eche in other, 
“Shat no man be he ner fo wrothe 

Shal have one of us two, but hothe @ 
At onis, as befide his leve, 

Come we amorowe or on eve, 

Be' we ycryde or tty] yrowned : 

“Thus fawe I falfo and fothe compowned 
‘Togidir flye for o tidinge ; 

“Thus out at holis gomuc to wringe 
Every tidinge freight to Fame, 

And the gan yevin ecbe his name 
Aftir her diffoficion, 

And yeve *hem eke duracion, 

Svine to wexin and wanin fone, 

As dothe the faire and whité mone, 
And let him gonne; there might 1 {cig 
Wingid woudirs full faft flyin 





2 


Bole IID, 


As Zolus "hem blewe aboute : 
And, Lorde! this‘ Houfe in allé times 
‘Was ful of fhypmen and pilgrimes, ~ 
With {crippis bretteful of lefinges, 
Entermedilid with tidinges; 

And eke aloné by *hem felve 

A many thoufande tymis twelve 
Sawe I cke of thefe pardoners, 
Currours, and cke of meffaungera, 
With boxis crommsid ful of lyes 

As evir veflil was with lies< 

And as J althirfaftiit went 

Aboute, and dyd al myne entent 
Me for to playen and for to lee, 
And eke a tiding for te here, 

‘That { had herde of fome countre, 
‘That thal not nowe be toldefor me, 
For it no nede is, redyly 3 
Folke can yfinge it bet than I, 

Fer al mote out or late or rathe 
Alle the thevis inthe fathe. 

Therdin a grete noife withal 
Within a cornir of the hal, 

‘There men of love tydingis tolde, 
Aud I gan thidirwarde beholle, 

For J fawe renninge every wight 

As lafte as that they‘haddin might, _ 
And everyche cride, What thinge is that? 
And fome faid, Larot nevir what: 
And whan they were al en an hepe 
‘Tho thei behinde gonnzin uplepe, — 
And clambin up on othir fafte, 

And up the noife on hyghin cafte, 
And eredin fait on othir’s heles;, ~*~ 
And itampe, as anen done aftir cles z 
But at the lafte I fawea man- 

Whiche that I nought difcrive ne can, 
But he yiemid for to bo 

A man of grete auctorite. 

And therewithal [anon abraide 
Out of nny flep’ halfe afraide, 
Remembring wel what | had fene, 
And howe hye and ferre sh bene,’ 





In my goft, and had grete sefider 
Of that the mighty god of Thonder 
Had let me knowen, and gan to write 
Lyke as yz have-herde me enditc, 
Wherfore to ftudy’ and rede alway 
I purpofe to do day by day. 

And thus in dreminge and in game 
ZEndith this Lti) Boke-of Fame, 
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Here foloweth a goiely Balade of Chaucer, 


acbt 


Moruer of nortute/bet teloved'of all, 


And frethé floure, to whom gode thrift God fende, 


Your childegif it lufte you me fo to all; 
All be’ unable my felf fo to pretende, 
~To your diferecion I recommende 
Mine herte and all, with every circumftaunce, 
All wholly to be’ undir your govirnaunce. 
Molte defire I, and have, and évir thall, 


‘Thing which that nifght your herttis efe amende ; 


Have me excufedsmy powir ‘is but fall ; 
Natheleile of right ye ought for to commende 
~ My gode will, whiché fainé would entende 
‘Vo doe you fervice, for my fuffifannce 
Js wholly to be’ andir your govirnaunce. 
Meulx'un it-hegte, whiche nevir thall apall, 
Alc frethe and new, and right glad to difpende 
My time in your fervice; what.fo befall, 
2Belechyng your excellencots defende™ * 
~<ly fimpleneffe, if ignoratinee’éffeude =~’ 
In any wife, fith that myne affiatinee 
is whollie to be’ undir your govirnaunce. 
Daific of light, very ground of comfort! 
’ The Sunn’is doughtir ye hight, as I rede, 
Tor when he weftrith farwell your difport ; 
By your nature anone right for pure drede 
Of the rude Night, that with his boiftous wede 
« Of derkeneffe fhadowith our hemifphere, 
Then clofin ye, my fiv’is ladie dere! 
Daunyng the daie unto’ his kinde refort, 
And Phorbus your fathir with his ftremes rede 
Adorneth the morowe, confuming the fort 
Of miftie clondes, that wouldin ovirlede 
-True humble hertis with ther miftic hede, * 
Nere comfort adaies, when your eyin clere 
“Difclofe and fprede, my liv'is ladie dere ! 
Je vouldray ; but the grete God difpofeth 
And makith cafuell by his providence 
Soche thing as mann'is frele wit purpofeth, 
All for the heft, if that your confcience 
Wot grutehe it, but in humble pacience 
It receve, for Gud faith withouGn a fable 
# Taithiull herte evir is acceptable, 









Coutelis whofo ‘afith glade BX 
‘Yo efchewe foche it is right hig] pi 
What ye faied onis mipe herte oppofet 
That my writyng jagis in your abfence ‘ 

Plefid you moche bettir than my prefentce, 
Yet can I more, ye be not excufable ;~ 
A faithfull herte-evir fs acceptable. 
uakith my penne, my fpirite fappofeth 
noe my RA ye find welt offences 
Min hert welknith thus fone, ation it rifeth, 
Now hotté, now colde, and eft in grete farwenney, 
‘That miffe is caufid of negligence, ; 
And not of ntalice, therefore beh ere 


A faithfull herte évig ig acckpl 
pets 


Sang 
Weking eloquence, 





Forthe complaint, forthe thbtt 
Forth iit! lettin“ of endititg ldmé,” 
‘| T have befought my tadie’s faplence 
| Of thy behalfe for to accept in game 
Thine inabilite, doe thon the fame: 
Abide, have more yet; Fe ferve For 
Now forth, I clofe the’ in holy Ven ame, 
‘The shal! unclofe my hert’is govirneife. 








A ballads in commendacion of eur Ladi 


A Tuousanne ftories cond Tatib reheree * * 





OF olde postis touching t atere, ’* 
How that Cupide the h te * 
Of his fervauntis, Yertyupt re, 


Lo here the fine of th’ errour’and the fete, 

Lo here of love the guerdon¢‘arrd grevaunce, 

‘That er what 4vo Her fervauntes do avaunce ! 
Wherfore now-plainly 1 woll my'ftile drefle 

Of one to fpeke at nede:that woll not faile ; 

Alas! for dole Tne can ne maie’ expreffe 

Her paffyng prife, and that is nu mervaile, 

O winde of grace! now blowe unto my faile, 

O auriate-licour-of Clio ! to-write 

i] My penne enfpir¢ of that I woll endite, 
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Alas! unworthic Iam and unable 
“Fo love foche one, all women furmountyng, 
Bat ihe be benigne to me and merciable, 
‘That is of pitic the welle and the fpryng; 
‘Whoerfore of her in laude aud in prailyng, 

So as I can, fupportid by her grace, 
Bight thus I faie, knclyng before her face: 
O ftere of ferris, with thy ftremis clere, 
. fRerre of the fe, to thipmen light and gide ! 
O luftie livyng, moftc plefaunt to’ appere, 
Whofe bright bemis the cloudis miaic nat hide ! 
© waie of life to "hem that go or ride, 
Haven aftir tempeft, furift up to rive, 
On me have mercie for thy joyis five ! 

Q rightfull rute! obote of holineffe ! 

And lightfome line of pitie for to plain, 
riginall of grace and all godenefle, 

And cleneft conduct of vertue mofte foverain ! 
Mothir of mercie’, our trouble to reftrain, 
Chambir and clgfit cleneft of chattitie, 

And namid herbrough of the deitie! 

O clofit, gardin, voide of wedis wicke, 
Criftallin welle, of clereneffe clere configned, 
Frudtified olive of files faire and thicke, 

And redo'lent cedre moft dere worthy digned ! 
Remember on finnirs that fo the be’ alfined . 
Or wickid fendis ther wrathe on "hem wreche ; 
Lanterne oflight ! thou art ther livis leche. 

Paradife of plefaunce, gladfome to all gode, 
O benigne braunchilet of the pine tre, 
Vinarie’ envermailed, refrefhir of bode, 
Licour ayen langour that pafled maie not be, 
Blisful blomie tote, bidyng in bounte ! 

Thy mantell of mercie on our micrie {prede, 
And er we’ awaie wrappe us undir thy wede. 

O rodie rofier, Aouring without {pine, 
Fountain filthleffe, as birail currant clere ! 

Sum drop of gracefull dewe to us propine ; 
Light without nebule thinyng in thy {phere, 
‘Medicine to mifcheves, puce}l without pore ! 
Flambe doun the full light of thin influence, 
Remembring thy fervantes for thy magnificence, 

Of all Chriftin prote@rice and tutele, 
Retourne of exiled put in the profcripcion, 
‘To *hem that erren in the’ pathe of ther fequele, 
‘To werie forwandrid tent and pavilion, 

"Yo faint and to frefhe the pauiacion, 

"Yo unreftie bothe reft and remedic, 
Fructfull to all tho that in her affie + 

* ‘To "hem that rennin thon art itinerarie, 
O blisfull bravic to knightes of tRy werre! 
‘To werie werkmen fhe "is diourne denaric, 
Mede unto mariners that have failed ferre, 
Laureate coroune fircmyng as a fterre, 

‘To *hem putin palaftre for thy fake 

‘Tours of ther conqucft white as any lake. 

O mirthe of martyrs! fwetir than fitole, 

Of confeffours alfo riche donatife, 

Unto virgines cternall lauriole, 

*Fore all woman havyng prerogatife, 

Mothir and mafde, bothe widowe and eke wife! 
Of ail the worlde is none but thou alone, 

Now fith thou maic be fuccour to my mone, 
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Truttie turtle, truefaftift of all true, 
Curteife columbe, replete of all mekeneffe, 

O nightingale with thy notis newe! 
© popinjaie ! purid with all clenneffe, 
O Javeroke of love! fingyng with fwetteffc, 
Phebus waityng till on thy breit he light,’ 
Undir thy wing at domifdaie us dight. 

Orubie! rubified in the paffion : 
Of thy fonne, us have emongis in minde,  . 
O ftedfaft diametre of duracioun ! ae 
That fewe feris any time might thou finde. 
For none to hym was foundin halfe fo kinde; 
O hardie herte! olovyng creature ! 

What was it but love that made the fo endure? 

Semely faphre, depe loupe, and blewe ewage ! 
Stable as the loupe ewage of pitie, 

This is to faie, the frefhitt of vifage, ‘<S, 
"Yhou loveft unchaungid "hem that fervin the, 
And if offence or varying in "hem be 

‘Yhou art aie redie on ther wo to rue, 

And *hem recevift aye with herte fulltrae. _ 

O godelie gladdid! when that Gabriel 
With joy the grette, that maie not be nombrid, 
Or halfe the bliffe who coud ywrite or tel} 
When the’ Holy Ghofte to the was cbumbrid, 
Wherthrough fendes were bittirly encombrid ? 
O wemleffe maide! embelithed in his birthe, 
That man and angill therof haddin mirthe. 

Lo here the blofme and the budde of glorie, 
Of whiche the prophet fo long fpake beforne! 
Lo here the fame that was in memori¢ 
Of Efaie, fo long or fhe was yborne! 

Lo here of David the delicious corne! 
Lo here the grounde of life in to bilde, 
Becomyng man our ranfome for to yilde! 

O glorious voile, vite inviolate ! 

O firie Titan! perfyng with thy bemes, 
Whole vertuous brightnes was in breft vibrat, 
That al the world ensbelifhed with the lemes, 
Confervatrice of kinges, dukes, and relmes, 
Of Jeffe his fede the fwete Sunamite, 

Mefure my mourning mine own Margarite! 

O foverainift yfought out of Syon! 

Cockle with golde-dewe from above berainid, 
Dewe-buthe unbrent, firéleffe fire fet on, 
Flambing with fervence, not with hete painid, 
Duryng daifie that no wethit ftainid, 

Flece undcfouled of gentilift Gidion, 

And fruidtfiyng fairift yerde of Aaron! 

The mightic arche, the probatife pifcine, 
Laughyng Aurora, aud of pece olive, 
Columpne and bafe, up beryng from abime, 
Why n’ere I connyng here for to difcrive ? 
Chofin of Jofeph, whom he toke to wive, 
Unkaowyng hym childyng. by miracle, 

And ofour manly figure the tabernacle! 

Thave none Englifhe convenient and digne, 
Myne herte’s hele lady! the with to honour, 
Ivorie clene! therefore I woll refigne 
Into thyne hande till that thou litt fuccour, 
"Fo helpz my makyng both florithe and flour, 
Then thould | fhewe in love how that i brenda, 
Infongis makyng thy name to commende ; 
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. For if I coud before thyne excellence 
Syngin in love F wouldin what } fele, 
And,evir Randin, ladie’, I in thy prefence, 
‘To Mewe in opin how | Jove you weie, 
And fitlealthough your heart be made of ftele 
‘To you withoutin any difcev’eraunce 
Fay em yous toute ma ) france. : 

Where might I love evir bettir befct 
pe in this lilie likyng to beholde, 

Nhat Jace of Jove, thé honde fo well thou knit, 
‘That I maie. fe the or myne herté colde, —* 
And or 1 paffe out of my dayis olde, 

‘Tofore fyhgyng evirmore uttirly, 
Your cyin ,42-well-fle me fadainly. 
For Jove $langour, bliffed be foch fickneffc! 
Sith it "ie for you, my heretely fuffifaunce, 
1 can not cllis faie in my diftreffe, 
So faire one hath myne hert in govirnaunce, 
And aftir I begin on efperaunce, 
With feble entune, though it thine hert perce, 


Nigifestie fake this letter I reherfe. 
God wate on niufike I can “nat, butt gfe; 


Alas why (ofthat t might faid‘dr fy: 
So love T you, my own foveraine maiftreffe, 
And evirsfhall withoutin depareyng, 





Mirronr of beautie, for you’ out should I ring, ~ 


Ja remembratince eke of your eyin clere, 
‘Thus ferre from you my foverain ladie dere ! 
So wouldin God your love would me yflo, 
Sith for your fake I fingin daie by daie; 
O herté } why ne nilt thou breke a two, 
Sith with my ladic dwellin ( ne maic,? 
“Chus many’ a roundell, many a virélaie, 
In frethe Englithe, when I me leifir finde, 
I doe recorde, on you to havin mynde, 
Now, ladie mine! fith [ you love and drede, 
And you’ unchaunged ever finde in 0 degre, 
Whofe grace ne maie flie fro your womanhede, 
Dildainith nor for to remembre’ on me, 
Myne herte bledith for f maie not you fe; 
And fith ye wotte my menyng defirous 
Pleures pour moy sil vous plaift amoreux: 
What marvaile is though tin pain ybe > 
T’ am departid from you my fovérains 
Fortune alas! dont vient Ja deftenie, 
‘hat in no wife ¥ can ne maic attain 
‘Vo fe the beautie of your eyin twain, 
Wherefore I faie, for trifteffe docth the grame, 
‘Tant me fait mal departir de ma dame. : 
Why n'ere my wiffing brought to foche efploit 
‘That | might faie (pr joye of your prefence 
Or amon cour ce qui voulleit 
Or amon ceur? the highelt excellence 
‘That er had wight, ard fith mine advertence 
isin you rewith on my painisfmerte, * 
1am fo foro ywoundid to the herte. 
To’ live well meric two lovers were ifere, 
So maie ! faic withoutin any blarae, . 
And if that any man to wilde were 
I could hym techin for to be fult tame, 
Let hym go love and fe where it be game, 
For Tam bridlid unto {cbirneffe 
For her that is of women chief pridceffe: 
But evir when thonght my hert theld enbrace, 
OF say eibis trie 3¥ tk Lo eee ie 


av 
When I loke on your godely frefhé face, 

So merie a mirrour coud. ner efpie, 

And if {coud I would.it magniifc, 

For nevir pone ywas fo faire yfounde, 

To reken "hem all, and alfo Rofamounde. 

And finally, with mouthe and will prefent; 
Of double eye withoutin repentaunce, 

Mine hert I yeve you, adic’, in this entent, 
‘That ye fhall thereof have the govirnauncey 
‘Taking my leve with hert'is obeifaunce, + 
(Salve Regina) fyngyng lat of all 

‘Yo be our helpe when that we to the ca’: 

All our love is nought efs bt idleneff 
Save your love alone, who might therta’ artatets ' 
Who fo woll have a name of gentillelfe 
T counfaile hym in love that he not fain; 

‘Thou fwere fadie! refute in every pain, 
Whofe mercie mofte unto me availith, 
To gie by grace when that Fortune failith. 

Nought maic be told, withoutin any fable, 
Your high renome, you womanly beaute, 

Your govithaunce, to all worftip able, -* 
Putteth every herte in ele’ in his ‘degte ; 
O violet! o flowir defire! ° + 

Sithin Lam for you fo amerous 

ignes mey de aur jnyeur, 

With fervent Bert my breft hath bro on fre, > 

4 ardaut efpoer en mon casr point oft mort, 

D avoir V amour de celle gue je defire, 

IT mené you fwete mofte plefaunt of pofte, 

Lt je feay bien que ce n'efi pos mon tort, 

That for you fyng fo as J maie for moxig, 

For your departyng alone I live alone... 

‘Though that Tmight I woutd fone otfile chefe, 
In your fervice 1 would ben. foundid' fidde, 
Therefore I love no Isbour that yelefe, | 
When that in longyng forift ye be.ftddide 5 
Loke up you loviris and be right’g! 
Now ayenift Sain& Valentin’is daie, 
For L have chele that ner forfake I niaies 























Balads de bon confait. 


Tr i¢ befall that God the lift vifite 

Wii any tourment or :idverfite . 
‘Thanke firite the Lo: de, and tho thy felfe to quité 
Upon fafféraunce and humilite : 
Founde thou thy quaril, what er that it be, 

Make thy defence, and thou thait have no Ioffe, 
The remembraunce of Chrift and of his croffe. 


Somtyme the world fo ftedfaft was and able, 
That mannes’s woide wes an obligactouny 
And now it is fo fulfe and difeevable, 
‘Ybat worde and dede, as in corclifioun, 
Is nothyng like, fot toutned is up fo dour _ 
All the worlde, ghorough mede and fikilneffe, 
That alt is lofe for lacke of edfaftnefl:, 

What maketh the worlde to be {0 variable 
Eur luft that éaen have in difcenfion? 
For emong as a man is holde unable 
Tae SE Cais: see Sy Ci a 


sm CERTAINE BALADES, &. 


Doe his neighbour wrong an oppreifion : 
What caufith @is’but wilful wretchidneffe ? 
That all is lofte for lacke of ftedfaftnefle. 
"Trouthe is put doune, refon is holde fable, 

Vertue hath now no dominaci-n, 
 Pitie ‘is exiled, no man is merciable, 
‘Through covetife is blente difcrecion ; 

The worlde hath made a permutacion 

Fro right to wrong, fro trouthe to fikilnefle, 
That all is lofte for lack of ftedfaftnefle. 


; Lienvoye. 
Prince, aye defire to be honourable, 

Cherifhe thy folke, and hate extorcion ; 

Suffre nothyng that maie be reprovable 

To thine eftate doen in thy region; 

Shewe forthe the yerde of cafligacion ; 

Drede God, do Jaw, love treuth and worthinee, 

And wedde thy folke ayen to ftedfaftneffe. 


Balaie of the village without paintyng. 


Plaintifs to Fortune. 


Tis wretched world’is tranfmutacion, 
As wele and wo, nowe pore an-l now honour, ~ 
Without ordir or due difcrecion, 

Govirnid is by fortun’is errour, 
But natheleffe the lucke of her favour 
Ne maie not doc me fyng though thas I die, 
fay tout perdu mon temps et mon labeur, 
For finally fortune 1 doe defie. 

~ Vet is me left the fight of my refoun 
“To knowin frende fro foe in thy mirrour, 
So moche hath yet thy tourning up and doun 
Jtaughtin me to kriowin in an hour, 
But truily no force of thy reddour 
‘To hym that ovir hymfelf hath maiftrie ; 
My fuffifaunce yfhal he my fuccour, 
For finally fortune f do defie. 

© Socrates! thou ftedfaft champioz, 

She ne might nevir be thy turmentour, 
‘Thou nevir dreddift her oppreffion, 

Ne in her chere foundin thou no favour ; 
“Thou knewe wele the difceipt of her colour, 
And that her mofte worfhip is for to lie; 
1 knowe her cke a falfe diffimulour, 
For finally fortune I do defie. 


The anfrvere of Fortune. 
No man is wretchid but hymfelf it wene ; 
He that yhath hymfelf hath fuffifaunce, 
Why faieft thon then I am to the fo kene 
That haft thy fulf out of my govirnaunce? 
Saie thus, graunt mercie of thin undaunce, 
That thou hat lent or this, th not ftrive 5 
«What woft thou yét how TF the weil avaunce ? 
‘And eke thou hait thy befté frende alive. 
have the tanzhr divifion betwene 
Frende of effecte and frende of countinaunce, 
The nedith not the gallé of an hine, 
"That curith eyin derke for ther penaunce, 
Now feeft thow clere that wer in igneraunce 5 
Yet hott thine anker, and thou maicit arive 
Yh 
And che thowhate thy. befté trende alive, 
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Bountie bereth the key of my fubftaunce, 


How many have I refufed to fuftene 
Sith { have the foftrid in thy plefaunce! 
‘Wolt thou then make a flatute on thy quene, 
That { fhall be aie at thine ordinaunce ? 
Thoe born art in my reign of variaunce ; 
About the whele with othir muft thou drive ; 
My lore is bet, then wicke is thy grevaunce, 
And cke thou haft thy befté frende alive. 


The aniwere to Fortune, 

Thy lore | dampoc, it is adverfitie; 
My frend maift thou not revin, blind goddeffe : 
That I thy frendis knowe I thanke it the; 
Take "hem again, let "hem go liea preffe; 
"The nigardis in kepyng ther richeffe 
Pronoitike is thou wolt ther toure affaile ; 
Wicke appetite cometh aie before fickeneffe ; 
In generall this rule ne maie not faile. 


Fortune, 

Thou pincheft at my mutabilitie, Pee 
For I the lent a droppe of my richeffes 
And now me likith to withdrawin me 
Why thonldift thou my roialte oppreffe? 
The fe maie ebbe and flowin more and Jeffc,* 
The welkin hath might to thine, rain, and haile, 
Right fo muft I kithin my. brotilneffe ; 

In generall this rule ne maie not failg. 


The Plaintiffe. 

Lo! the’ execucion of thy majettie 
That ail purveighith of his rightwifeneffe, 
‘That famé thyng Fortune yclepin ye, 

Ye blindé beftis, full of leudenefs! 
‘The hevin hath propirtie of fikirnefs, 
‘Yhis worldé hath evir reftleffe travaile, 
"Phe Jaft daie is the ende of myne entreffe; 
In generall this rule ne maie not faile. 

Th envese of Fertune. 
+ Princes, I praic you of your gentilneffe, 
Let not this man and me thus cri and plain, 
And £ fhall quitin you this bufineffe ; 
And if ye lifte releve hym of his pain 
Praie ye his beft frende of his nobleneffe 
"That to fome bettir Mate he maie attain. 


Lienvnye. 
To brokin bon the ftatutes hie in heven 
‘That create were ctervally t endure, 
Sith that I fe the brighte goddis {even 
Mowe wepe and waile and psflion endure, 
‘As mnaie in yerth a mortall cature ; 
Aks! fro whenis mac this thing precede, 
Of which errour I die almofte for drede? 

By words eterne whilom was it ylhape 
‘That fro the fifth circle in no cre 
Ne might of teris nothing doune efcape, 

Buz now fo wepith Venus in her fphere 
"Phat with her teris fhe woll drench us here + 
Alas, Scozan | this is for thine offence ; 
Thou cawfif this dzluge of peftilence. 

Hat thou not faied ia blafplieme of the god 
Through pride or thorough thy gret rekilnes, 
Soche thinges as in the law of love forbode is, 
That fer 1. div fawe not thy diftrefic 
Therefore thou yave her up at Mig’: 
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Alas, Scogan! of oldé folke ne yong 
‘Was nevir erft Scqgan blamed for his tong.. 
‘Thou drewe in fcorne Cupide eke to. recorde 
OF thilké rebell worde that thou haft {poken, 
For whiche he woll no lengirbe thy forde ; 
And, Scogan, though his bowe be not ybroken 
He woll not with his arowes be iwroken 
On thee ne me, ne none of our figure ; 
We shall of hym have neither hurte ne cure. 
joey certis, frende, I drede of thine unhappe, 
Fch for thy gilte the wreche of love procede 
‘On all "hem that ben here and round of fhap, 
‘That be fo likely folke for to fpede, 
Then we fhall of our labour have our mede ; 
But well | woe thou wolt anfwere and faie, 
Lo! oldé Grifill lit to renne and plaie. 
Naie. Scogan, faie not fo, for I me’ excufe, 
God helpe me fo, in no rime. doutiles, 
Ne thinke 1 nevir of flepe wake my mufe, 
‘That ruftich in my fheth ftill and in pefe; 
‘While { was yong 1 put her forthe in prefe, 
Tan Fallin, that men-profeor rime; ». 
‘That every man his tourne.as for his tyme... 
Scogan, thou knelift at the ftrem’ishedde 
OF grace, of honour, and of worthineffe, 
In the ende of whiche 1 am dull as dedde, 
Forgotten in folitarie wildirnefe ; 
Yet, Scogan, thinke on Tullius kindeneffe, 
Mynd thy frendé there it maie frudifie ; 
Farwell, and loke thou ner eft love defie. 





Go forthe, kyng, and rule the by fapience ; 

Bifhoppe, he able to minifter doctrine ; 

Lorde, to tue counfaile yeve thou audience; 

Womanhode, to chaftitie er encline ; 

Knight, let thy dedis worfhip determine ; 

Be rightous, judge, in favyng of thy name ; 

Rich, do almofe, left thou lefe bliffe with thame; 
Peple, obei your kyng and eke the lawe; 

Age, be rulid by gode religion ; 

‘True fervaunt, be dredfull, kepe the’ under awe ; 

And thou, povir, fie on prefumcion; 

Inobedience to youth is uttir deftruccion : 

Remembir you how God hath fet you, lo! 

And doe your parte as ye be ordained to. 


Chaucer to bis emptie purfe. 


To you my purfe, and to none othir wight, 
Complain I, for ye be my ladie dere ; 

Tam forie now that ye be fo light, 

For certis ye now make me hevie chere ; 
Me were as lefe be laide upon a bere, s 
For whiche unto your mercy thus I crie, 
Be hevy againé. or els mote I die. 

Now vouchfafin this day or it be night 
That 1 of you the blisful fowne may here, 
Or fe your colour 1) ke the fonné bright, 
‘That of yclowneffe ne had nevir pere; 
Ye be my life, ye be my hert’is fere; 
Qutne of comfort and of gode companye, 
Be hevy againe, or els more I die. 


ts 


a9. 
Nowe purfe, that art to me my liv‘is light, 

And fayvour, as downe in this worlde here, 

Oute of this towné helpe me by your might, 

Sithin that you wol not be my trefoure; 

Far Iam fhave as nighe as any frere, 

Bot 1 prayin unto your curtifye 

Be hevy againe, or els mote I die. 


Chaucer unto the Kinge. 


© Conquérour of Brut’is Albion !. 

Whiche that by lyne and fre eleccion 

Ben very kinge, this unto you I fende, 
And ye whiche that may al harmis amende 
Have minde upon my fupplication, =~ 


A balade made by Chaucer, teching what is géntilnes, or 
wha is worthy to be caled gentil, 


‘Tue frie ftocke, fpsher of gentitnes, © 
What man-deficth, gentill Tor tobe," 3." 
Matt folowe' his trace, and all his wittis dies" 
Vertue to love and vicis for td fic, 

For unto vertue longith dignite, 

Aad not the revers, fafly dare { dgme, 

Al were he mitir, crowne, or diademe. 

* This tirfté ftocke was full of rightwifnes, 
Trewe of his worde, fobir, pitous, and fre, 
Clene of his golte, and lovid bedineffe, 
Againft the vice of fouth ia honette, 

And but his eyre love vertue as did he 
He is not gentyl though he riche feme, 

Al were he mitir, crowne .or diademe. 
Vice may wel beveyre to alde Richelle, 
But ther may no man, as men may well fe, 

Byquethe his eire his vertuous nobleffe, 

‘That is appropried unto no. degre 

But te the firft fathir in majefte, 

‘That makith his eye him that can him queme, 
Al were he mitir, crowne, or diademe, 


A proverle agaynft covetife and negligences, 


Wuat fhal thes clothcs thus manifolde 
Lo, this hote fomirs dayc ! 
Aftir grete heté comith colde ; 
No man cafte his pilche awaye, 
Of al this world the large compaffe 
‘Wil not in myne armes tweine, 
Who fo mkil wol enbrace 
Lite therof thal! diftreine. 


A balade whicbe Chaucer made again! ewemen 


unconfaunt. 


Mapame, ye have for your newfangleneffe 
Many a fervaunt put out of your grace; 
T take my leve of your untlecfafineffe, 
For weli L wote while ye to live bave {pace 
Ye san not love full halte yere in a place; 

: Oo ij 


ate 
"To newe thinges your lofte ‘is evere kene; 
In ftede of blew this my ye were al grene. 
Ryght as a hiirour that nothing may’ enpreffe 
But lightlias it cometh fo mote it paffe, « 
Bo fareth your love, your workis bereth witness 
"Yher is no faithé may youre herte enbrace, 
But as a wedircock, that turneth his face 
‘With every winde, ye fare, and that is {ene ; 
Ja fted of blew thus may ye were al grene. 
Ye might be fhrined for your brotilneffe 
Better than Dalila, Creffeide, or Candace, 
For evir in chaunging ftondeth your fkirneffe, 
‘That tache may no wight from your heart arace; 
¥f ye lofe one ye can wel tweine purchace, 
Al light for fomar, ye’ wot wel what J mene; 
‘In flede of blewe thus may ye were al grene. 


Here folowieth abalade whiche CBawcer mat in the praife 
or rather difpreife of women for ther doublener. 


'Tucs world is full of variaunce 

In everye thinge, who takith hede, 

That faithe and trufte, and all conilaunce, 
Exilid ben, this is no drede, * 

And fave only in womanhed 

Tcan yfe no fikirnes; 

But for all that yet, as I rede, 

Beware alwaye of doublenes. 

AJ fo that the frefhe fomir floures, 
‘The white and rede, .the blewe and grene, 
Ben ‘:denly with wintir fhours 
‘Made feinte and fade, withoutin wene, 
"That truft is none, as ye may fene, 

In no thing, nor no ftedJaftnes, 
Except in women, thus | mene; 
Yee aye beware of doublenes. 

The ciokid mone, this is no tale, 
Some while ifhene and bright of hewe, 
And aftir that ful derke and pale, 
And every monith chaungith newe, 
That who the veray fothé knew 
Al thiuge is bile on brotlenes, 

Save that women alwaye be trewe; 
Yet aye beware of donblenes. 

The lufty frethé fommirs daye, 

And Phoebus with his bemis clere, 
‘Towardis night they drawe awayc, 
And non lengir lift to appere, 

his prefente life now here 
bierh in his fairenes,” 
Save women aye he found intere, 
And devoid of alle doublenes. 

‘the fe eke with his ferné wawes 

Eche daye yflowith new againe, 

And by the concours of his Jawes 

‘The ebbe yAlowith in certeine; 

Aftir grete drought there cometh a raine; 
‘That farewel here al frabilves, 

Save that women be whole and pleine ; 
Yet aye beware of doublenefs. 

Fortune’s whele goith round aboute 
A thevfand timis daye aud nighte, 
Whofe cours ftandith evir in doute 
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@ERTAINE BALADES, &. 


For to tranfmew, the is fo lighte, 

For whiche advertith in your fight 

Th’ untratt of worldely fikiines, 

Save women, whiche of kindely right 
Ne hath no teche of doublenes. : 

‘What man ymay the wind reftreine, 
Or holdin a fnake by the taile? 

Who may a flipper ele conftreine 
‘That-it will voide withoutin faile? 
Or who can drivin fo a naile 

‘Yo make fuere newfongiines, 

Save women, that can gie ther faile 
To row ther bote with doublenefs? 

At every haven they can arive 
Wher as they wote is gode paffage ;~ 
Of innocence they can not ftrive 
With wawis, nor no rockis rage; 

So happy is ther lodemanage 

With nedie’ and itonte ther cours-to dreffe 
That Salomon was‘not fo fage 

‘To find in them-no doublenes ¢ 

‘Therefore who To doth them accufe” 
Of any double entencion, 

To fpcké rowne, othir to mufe, 
To pinch at ther eondicion, 

All is but falfe ¢ollufion, 

{ dare tight welche forhe expreffe, 
They have no bettir protedion, 
But throud them undir doublenes. 

So wel fortunid is ther chaunce, 
The dice to tarnin uppe fo doune, 
With fife and fincke they can avaunce, 
And than by revolucioun 
They fet a fel conclufioun _ 

OF lombis, as in fothefattnes, 
Though clerkis makin mencioun 
I her kinde is fret. with doublenes. 

Sampfon yhad experience 
"rhat women were ful trew ifound 
Whan Dajila of innocence 
With fheris gan his here to round; 

Vo fpeke alfo of Rofamounde, 
And Cleopatri’s feithfulnes, 

The ftories plainly wil confounde 
Men that apeche ther doublenes. 

Single thinge ne is not ypraifed, 
Nor ef olde is of no renoun, 
fo balaunce whan they be ypeifed, 
Kor jucke of waighte they be bore doune, 
Aud for this caufe of jute refoun « 
Fhefe women al of righewifenes 
Of choice and fre eleAioun 
Mioft love efchaunge and doublenes. 





Liensioge. 


Oye women! whiche ben enclined 
By influence of your nature 
To ben as pure as golde-yfined, 
And in your trouth for to endirre, 
Armith your felfe in flrong arnure, 
Lett men affaile your fikirnes, 
Set en your brett, your felf to’ affure, 
A mightie dhelde of doublenes. 


CERTAIN RALADES, &e, 


This work felowinge was compiled by Chaucer, and is 
called the Grafi of Lovers. 


Monat isa fymylytude, who lift ther balades fewe, 
The Craft of Lovers curious arguments, 
For fom bin falfe and fom ben foundin trewe, 
And fom bin double of entendéments ; 
Thus lovirs with ther moral documents 
id éo’quent langage can examplifye 
he Craft of Love what it doth fignifie, 

‘Who lift unto this balades have infpeccian 
Thinke that Lov'is lordéhipis excellente 
Ts remedy for difefe and correccion 
To woful herte and body impotente, 

Suppofe the maker that he be negligente 
In his compilinge, holde him excufable, 
, Becaufe his (pi’rites be fory’ and lamentable, 

Soverain lady, furmounting your nobles, 
©” intenuate jenipre’ and daifi delicious ! 

¥ tut maine helth, my cordial foundreffe, 
2~Sedi’cine fanatife to fores lango‘rous, 
Comfortable creture of lovirs amo’rous ! 
O'excellente herbir of lovelie countinaunce ! 
Regiftir mg iove in your remembraunce, 

Certia, Sir, your ypeinted eloquence, 

So gaye, fo frefhe, and eke fo talcatife, 

It doth tranfcende the wit of Dame Prudence 
For to declare your thought or to difcrive, 

So glerioufly glad langage ye contrive 

Of your confcite, your thought, and your entente, 
1 wil be ware, for drede or | be ent. 

O rubi'cunde rofe, and white as the lyly, 
Clarified chriftal of worldly portraiture ! 
© courfin figure, refplendent with glary, 
Geme of beaute’! 0 carbouncle fhining pure! 
Your faitnes excedeth the craft of Nature, 

loft womanli your loveli countinaunce, 
Regiftir my love in your remembraunce, 

* What availeth, Sir, your proclamacion 
Of curious talking, not touching fadnes? 
it is but winde, flatering and adulacion, 
Imefurable thought of worldly wildnes, 
Whiche is chief caufe of goftly feblenes ; 
Your wil, your thought, your double entendement, 
T wil beware of drede or I be fhent, 

My witte, my thought, and myne entencion, 
1s for to plete you, my lady foveraine; 

And for your love throw many a region 

Twould be’ exiled, fo ye wold not difdein 
Ko have pity on me when | compleine, 

In wele and wo to faffre perturbaunce, 

So thi ye wol have me in remembraurce, 

What is your wil Plainly ye doe expreffe 
That maketh this curieus fupplicacion; © 
Seyon, Sir, on hertély tendirneffe, 

Beth well adviled of veine dele@acion, 

At beginning think on the terminacion ; 
Pafle not your boundes, be not to negligente, 
And er beware for dred or ye be thente. 

Your behaving, beaute, and countinaunce, 
Makcth me encline to do You rev. rence, 
Yourdovely loking, glorious govirnaunce, ; 
Oercometh my fpisites, my wit, and Prudence, - 


st. 

Some drop of grace of your magnificence 

Untnyour fervaunt ye thewe atcendaunce.- 

And regifter my fove in your remembraurice, 
© comberogs thought of manne’s fragilite ! 

O fervente wil of lattis furious !° 

O cruel corage caufinge adverfite ! 

Of women corrupcion, and contrarioufe, 

Remembir man that chaunge is perilous, 

To breke the’ virginite‘of virgines innocente, 

Wherfore beware mankinde of thou be fhent. 

My peine is prevy’ impoflible to’ deferne, 

My lamentabel thoughtes by cafling mourninge, 
O general juge Jefu! fitting fuperne, Boy 
Gracioufly converte the love of my fwete.thing; 
©” amiable lady, gracious and benign ! 

T put me wholy in your govirnannce, 

Exile me not out of your remembraunce, 

Me femeth by langage ye be fome poteftate, 

Or els fom curious glofir difcevable ; 
What is your name mekely [ make regrate, 
Or of what fcience or craft commendabte ? 
Vim a lady’ excetlenee dnd hororabte, . .: 
He mutt be gay that theuld.be to “wie 
Wherfore { wil be ware or I be fhent; 

Lorde God! this iga fharpe exatninacion 


+j OF her that is moft in my memorie, 


Unto you lady’ I make certification, 
My name’ is ‘frew Love, of carnal defidery, 
OF manne’s copulacion the verye exemplary, 
Which am one of your fervauntes of plefaunce, 
I muft be chefe callid to remembraunce, 

T have fought-true love of yeres gret proces, 
Yet fond l nevir love bue fora fefon; * 
Some men be diverfe, know no gentilrien, 


} And fome Isckin both wildome and refon; 


In fom menis trutt, in fom men is trefon, 
Wherfore £ wil conclude by avyfemente, 
And er beware for drede that i be thente, 

‘The retour Tullius, gay of cloquence, 
And Ovide, that theweth Craft of Love expres, 
With habundaunce of Salomon’s prudence, 
And pulcritude of Abtaion’s fuireneffe, 
ped L wer poffefs'd with Job's grete richeffe, 


Now Sir, yf that it plefe your nobilneife 
To gyve advertente to my qucftion, 
What thing? is the plefure of twetneffe, 
And moft bittir in final fucceffion ? 
Or what thing gevith man occafion 
In tender age to be concupifcent ? 
Refolve this queftion or drede, Sir, ye’ be thent, 
My foveraigne lady’, Ovide in ki, writinge 
Saith defire of worldly concupifcence ~ 
As for a time is fwete in his worchinge, 
~And in his ende he caufith Srete offence; 
Notwith@andinge, my lady Dame Prudence; 
Grene flowring age and menly countinaunce. 
Canfith ladies to have’ it in remembraunce, 
Your godely anfwir, fo notable’ in fubftaunce, 
Wold caufe the hert of womanhede ‘converte 
Unto delyte of naturat plefaunce; 
But of one thing I wolde faine be experte, 
Why menne’s jangage wol procure and tr: 
verte aes 
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‘The wil of women and virgines innocente, 
‘Wherfore 1 am aferd or I be fhente. 

Let nevir the love of true love be lofed, 
My foveraine lady, in no manir wife ; 
In your confidence my wordes have clofed, 
My’ amyable love to you I doc promife; 
that ye knit the knot of exercyfe 
Both locke and key ye bave in govirnaunce, 
Lmprint my love in your remembcraunce. 
OF very truft and I were certified, 
‘The plain entencion of your herte’s cordial, 
Me femeth in bliffe than were J glorified, 
‘Unto your piefure [ would be’ at your call 
But er I fere of chauncis cafual, 
Of fraude, difceipte, and langage infolent, 
"Then were } fare maidinhed fhould be thent. 
‘Ther. was ner trefour’ of terreftial richefie, 
‘Nor precious ftones releened innumerabell, 
"To be of comparifon to your high godencs, 
Above al cretures tp’ me moft amiable ; 
‘Cruft not the contrary’, | was ner difcevabell ; 
Kepe wel true love, forge no diffembelaunce, 
‘And gracioufly take me to” your remembraume. 
‘Me femeth by feiture of manly properte 

Ye fhuld be trufty’ and trewe of comprimis, 

I finde in you no falfe duplicite, . 

Wherfore, ‘Vrue Love, ye have my hert I wis 

‘And ermore fhal endure, fo have 1 blis, 

“phe fede'raly made with gode avifement, 

God graunt grace that nothir of us be fhent! 

‘Whan Phebus frethe wes in his chare fplen- 
dente, 

In the moneth of Maya, erly in a morninge, 

] herd two lovirs profir this argu’mente, 

An the yere of our Lorde a M. by rekening, 

CCCKL. and VIL. yere folowing, 

O potent princeffe! conferve true Jovirs al, 

Graunt them thy region and bliffe celettial, 


A balade. 


Or ther nature they gretly them delite, 
‘With holy face yfeinid for the nones, 
$n faintwarie ther frendis to vifite, 
More for reliquis than for faintis bones, 
"Though they be clofid undir precious flone s, 
"To gete them pardon, lyke ther olde ulages, 
¥ok iffe no fhrines but lufty quike images. 
‘Whan maidens ar wedged and houihuld have 
take y 
“All ther humility’ is exiled awaye, 
“And the’ crsil hertes heginnith to awake, 
"They do’ al the befy cure they can or maye 
"To vex ther houfhotdes-maiftirs, foth to faye, 
Wherfore, ye yong men, Irede you forthy 
Beware alwaye, Te blind; stab many a flye. 
‘OF this matir I dare make no relation, 
Jn defaute of flepe my fpirites wex feinte, 
In my ftudie Vhave had long habitacion, 
My bady’ and goft are grevouily attaint, 
‘And therfore { make no lengir complaint 5 
But whethir that the blind ete fieth er fiih 
} pray God kepe the fly ovt of my dithe t 
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Now’ I'make an ende, and Jai¢ me doune te 

reft, ‘ 

For 1 knowe by experience veramente 

If maidinis and wivis knewe and wit / 

Who made the mattir he fhould fone be fhent, 

Wherefore I praie that God omnipotente 

Hym fave and kepin bothé night and daie.. 

Writtin in the luftie fefon of Maic, 


The X. Commaundements of Love. 


Cerris ferre extendith yet my refon 

‘This matir as it fhould be to diferive, 

But 1 trutte your grace will in this fefon 
Confidir howe with conyng that I ftrive, 
For in his favour coud 1 nes arrive, 
Elo’quence this balade hath in grete difpite, 
‘The maki Jackith manir to endite. 

Of Love’s commaundémentes x. is the nomber, 
Asaftirward fhall rudely be reherfedp= 
‘And lovirs, in no wife departe afunder 
Where as thei be obfervid and redreffed, 
Daungir and unkindnes yben oppreffed, 
And he that is commanndid this to niake 
1s your apvne, ail othir for to forfake, 


Faithe. 

Faithe is the firft and principally to tell, 
And verie love reqnirith foche credence, 
“Yhat eche beleve othir true as the gofpel, 
‘Without adulacion or flatteryng audience, 

In true menyng and truftie confidence 5 
Paint not your connyng with colour ne fable, 
For then your love niutt nedis be utftable. 


Entencion, 


In the feconde to trete of entencion, 
Your lovir to plefe doe your bufie cure, 
¥or as myn au@thor Romance maketh menciony * 
Without enteat your love mai not endure, 
‘As women will thercof, fam right fure, 
Endevour with ther herté, will, and thought, 
‘To plefe hym onely that ther love hath fought, 


Diferecion. 

In your delyng evir ybe difcrete, 
Set not your love there asit fhall he lofed, 
Advertife in your minde whether he be mete, 
‘That unto hym your herte maie be difclofed, 
And aftir as you finde hym then difpofed i 
Poing by diferefion your hour, time, and plare, 
Conveniently metyng with armes to’ embrace. 


Pacience. 

Of thefe commaundementes the iii, is pacience 
Though by’ irous corage your lovir be meved, 
With foft wordis and humble obedience 
His wrathe maie fone be fwagid and releved, 
‘And thus his Jove obteinid and acheved 
‘Will in you rote with gretir diligence, 

Bicaufe of your meke womanly pacience. 


Secretneffe. 
Gecretlie behave you in your werkis, 
In fhewing countenance or mevyng your-eye, 
‘Though feche behavior to fome folk be derke, 


CERTAINE BALADES, &. 


‘He that hath lovid will it fone afpie, 
‘Thus you your felf your counfaill maie deferie; 
Make privy to your delyng few’ as ye maie, 
For iti, may kepe a counfel if twain be awaic. 
Prezence. 
Let prudence governe aye your bridil reine ; 
Set not your love in fo fervent a wile 
But that in godely haft ye may refreine, 
Jas lovirs lift you to difpife : 
maunce min auctour wold you this advife, 
flacke your love, for if ye doe not fo 
That wanton lift will tourne you into wo. 





Perfeveraunce, 


Stablithe your love in fo ftedfaft a wife, 
If that ye thi:-ke your lovir will be ttue, 
Asentircly as cre you can devife, 
Love hym onely and refufe allé newe, 
Then fhall not your worthip ychaunge his hew, 
~For certis, maiftris, then is he to blame 
But jeharhe will quite you with the fame. 


Pixie. 

Be pitcoys to hym, as womanhod requireth, 
That for pour love endurith painis fmerte, 
Whom fo forely your plefaunt loke enfireth, 
That printid is your beautie in his herte, 

And woundid lyith without knife or darte; 

‘There let your pitie {pred without reftreinte, 

For lacke of it Jet not your fervaunt feint. 
Meéfure. 

Take mefure in your talkyng, be n’ot outrage 

For this reherfith Romance de la Rofe, 

A man ended with plentcous Jangage 

Oft tymis is denyid his purpofe ; 

‘Take mefure in langage, wifedome ingrofe, 
Yor mefure, as right well proved is by refon, 
‘Vhyngis untefo’nable fettith in felon, 


Marcie. 


Soche daungir exile hym all uttirly, 
Ovir all mercie to’ occupie his place, 
To pitcous complaintis your eres applie, 
And receve your tru¢ fervaunte into grace; 
‘To him that boundin is in Lov’is lace 
Shewe favour, ladie’, and be not merciles, 
Left ye be called a common murdires. 


Lienoye. 

‘When ye unto this balade have infpeccion 
In my makyng holde me exculable, 
It SMubmittid unto your correccion ; 
Confidir that my connyng is difable 
‘To write to you the figure uniable, . 
All devoide of connyng and expetience, 
Maner of indityng, refon, and eloquence. 

Truft it well the makir is all your owne, 
You to obete while his life maie endure, 
‘To doe you fervice asa man unknowne, 
No guerdone defiryng of yerthly trefure, 
But if it might accorde with your plefure 
Fort his true fervice hym for to avaunce, 
4nd call hym into your remembéraunce, 


The 1X. Ladies Worthie 


Quene Sinope. 


: ¥ 
| Proruccent in precioufnefs,O Sinope the Quene! 


Of all feminine berynge the fceptir and regalie, 

Subduyng the large countrie of Armenie’, ap it 
was fene, 

For maugre ther mightis thou ybrought them for 
to applie, 

Thin honour to encrefin and thy power to mag: 
nifie ; ‘ 

© mot renoumed Hercules! with al thy ‘pom. 
pous botte : 

This princes toke the prifonir and put to fighte 
thine hoft, 


Ladie Hippolyte, 
Yet Hercules wexed red” for fhame when 1 
{pake of Hippolyt, 
Chief patrones and captain of the peple of Sinope, 
Which with her aniorous chere aud with coragi- 
ous might i“ 
She fmoté the unto the ground for al! thy cenihny, 
Wherfore the dukcthip of Diamedes and dignitie + 
Unto her greté laudé and glorie perpetnall 
Attributid by’als with triumphé laureall. 


Lady Deiphile. 

The moft noble triumphe of this ladie Deiphile , 
In releve and fuccor of the gret Duke of Athenis,. 
She chaftifid and brought into perpetual exile 
‘fhe aurcat citizcinis of the mightie Thebis, e, 
‘The fliongé brafin pillicis there haddin no Feles,” 
But fhe with her fittir Agrifé them did. douné.caft, 
And with furious fire cite ybrent at laft, Sa 


Lady Teuca. 
© palchrior fole in beautie and full ylucident, - 
OF all feminine creturis the mofte formous flour ! 
In Italy reigning with great chevalry right fervent, 
Chaiftifed the Romainis as maiftris and conqué~ 
rour, 
O lady Teuca! mochil was thy glorie and honour, 
Yet mochil more was to commende thy grete 
benignite 
In thy perfite living and virginall chaftitie. 


Quene Penthifilea. : 
O ye Trojains! for this noble Quene Penthefile 
Sorowe her mortalitie with dolerous cgmpaffion, 
Her love was towardis you fo pregaante and fer= 
tile, 1 
Which that againift the proude Grekis made de- 
fenfion, 
With her victorious hand was al her affeccion 
Te lathe the Grekis to ground, and with ther 
hert "is joie (Troie. 
To revengin the coward deth-of noble’ He@or of 


4 


Queen Thamyrte. r 
© thou moft rigorous Quene Thamyris invin- 
cible! {ing, 


Upon the ftrong ond hideous peple of citees rein- 
Whiche by thy grete powir and by wittis fenfible 
- 0 6 Hi 


abt. 
Ftokitt in bagtaile captive Cyrus, the grete King 
Of Perfia and of Media, hig hed in bjode lying ; 
‘Thou baddift ‘hint to drinkin of the blode he had 
tharftid, 
find xxii. M: of his hofte there were diftreffid, 
Ladie Lamped: 
“Phe famous loude trumpe ymade of gold yfor- 
= gid fo bright 
lath blowin fo up the famé and glory environ 
Of this lady Lampedo, with her fiftir Niafifit, 
‘That al the land of Feminie, Europe,and Ephefon, 
Be ycldin and applied lowly to her jubjeccion ; 
‘Many an high toure fhe raifid, and ybilt touris 
long, ‘ 
Perpetuelly to laftin, with huge wallis ftrong. 





_. Quene Semiramis, 
Lo here Semiramis, the Quene of grete Babilon, 
The mofte gencroys gem aud the floure of loveily 
favor, ftrion 
‘Whofe excellent powir from Mede unto Septen- 
Florithed in hev regally asa mightie conqueror, 
Subducd al Barbary,and Zoraft the King of honor, 
She flue Ethiop, and conquirid Armenie and Ind, 
da which non entrid but Alexander and the as 1 
"finde, | 
adie Manalipfer 
Alfo the ladig Menalippe, thy fifter fo dere, 
‘Whofe martial powir shere was no man that could 
withftand, 
For thorough the wide worldé there was not 
° yfound her pere, 
The famoas Duke df Athenis, Thefeus, the had 
in hanide, 
And the forely chaftifid him and conquirid his 
: lande ; 
‘The proud: Grekis mightilie alfo the did affaile, 
And ovircame and vanquifhid them bravely in 
: bataile. 


Atone walkyng, 
In thought plainyng, §$ All defolate, 
And fore fighyng, ; 
‘Mc remembr 

OF my livyng, Both erly and late, 
My death wifhyng 
pple 

s fo my fate, 
That wote ye what? 


Out of mefare 


My Sife I hate. 
‘Thus defperate 
Ya foche pore chate 


OF othir cure S 
Am J not fure. « 
‘Thus to ta endure 


Is hard certain, 


Suche is my ure 
TL you enfure: 
What creature 





Maie have m 
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My trathe fo plain 
Is take ‘in vain, In remembrance ; 
And grete difdain 
Yet J full faine 
Would ime complaine 
Me to abflaine 


But in fabftavnee 
None allegeaunce 


Can Trot finde: + 
Of my grevaunce : 


‘ From this penaunce 5 


Right fo my chaunce 
With difplefaunce 


bana thus an ende. 
Doeth me avaunce; 


A ballads. 


In Feverere, when that it was full colde, 

Frofte, fnowe, haile, raine, hath donsinacion, : 

With chaungable’ elementes and wifes sagjr. 
folde, 

Whiche hath of ground. flour, herbe, jurrificcioy 

For to difpofe aftir their correccion, © 

And yet Aprilis with his ptefaunt fhourés 

Diffolveth the fhow and bringith forthe his 
floures, 

Of whofe invencion lovirs: maie be glade, 
Fer thei bring in the kalev-dis of Maic, 
And thei with countinuance demure, meke, and 


ad, 
Owe to worthip the luftie floures alwaie, 
And ia fpeciail one called fe of the dai, 
The caibe, a flowir white and rede, 
And in French callid La bef Margarete. 

O commendable floure, and mofte in minde! 

O flcure and gracious of excellence ! 

O amiable Marga'rite ! of natife kind, 

Yo whom I muft refort with diligence, 

With hert, wil, thought, moft lowly obedience, 
1 to be your fervaunt, ye my regent, 

For life ne deth nevir fur to repent. 

Of this proceffe new forth will I procede, 
Whiche happith unto me with grete difdain, 
As for the time thercof I take left hede, 

For unto me was brought the foré paine, 

‘Therfore my caufe was the more to complaine, 

Yer unto me my grevaunce was the leffe 

‘That 1 was fo nigh my ladie’ and maiftreffe. 
There where fhe was prefent in this fame 

Place, aa 

1 having in herte grete adverfite, 

Except oncly the fortune and gode grace 

Of ler whote 1am, the whiche releved me, 

Ad my‘grete dures unlafid hath the, 

Anc brought me out of the fearful grevaunce, 

Mf ‘it were her efe it were to me plefaunce, 

As for the wo whiche that | did endure 

Jt was to me a verie piefaunt pain, 

Seyng it was for that faire erciture 

Whiche is my ladie and my fovérain, 

Ta whole pretence I would be poffyng fain, 
So that | weit it werin her plefure, . 
For fhe is from all diftaunce my proteScug, 
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Though unte me dreadful ywere the chaynce, 
No maner of gentilnes oweth meto blame, 
For I’ had levir fuffre’ of deth the Penaunce 
‘Than Qe fhould for me* have dithonor or fhame, 


* Or in any wife lofin her gode name; - 


his endlefle mercie 


So wiftly God for 
joy of his Indy ! 


Graunt every lgvir 


A ballad, 


¢ 
“O Merciful and:o merciable 


AIL his defires, 


2 


Kyng of kyngis, and fathir of pite, 

Whole might an¥ mercie is incomperable! 

© prince eterne, d mightie Lorde! faie we, 

‘To whom mercie is piven of propirtie, 

On thy fervaune that Leth in prifon bounde 

Have thou mercie or that his hert? wounde, 
And that thou wit graunt to him thy prifoner 

Fre libertie, and lofe hym out of pan, 

and all his hevic chere 

foot Fiudicle thei were refhared again, 

Thy ‘high vengeance why fhould thou not ree 

frain, 


And fhewe mercie, fith he is penitent ? 


Now helpé hym Lorde, and let him not be thente. 


But fith it” is fo there isa trefpas done, 
Unto Mercie let yelde the treipaffour, 
It is her office to redreffe it fone, 
For trefpaffe to Mercie is a mirrour, 
And Jike-as the fwete hath the Price by foure, 
So by Trefpaffe Mercie hath all her might, 
‘Without Trefpaffe. Mercie hath lacke of light, 
What fhould phifike doe but if fikenes were? 
What nedish faive but if there were a fore? 
What nedith drink wher thirtt hath no power? 
What thould Mercie do but ‘Trefpas go” afore? 
But {refpas Mercie woll be litil tore, 
Without Trefpas ner execufion 
Maie Mercie have ne chief perfeccion, 
The caufe at this time of my, writyng, 
And touchyng Mercie, to whom I make mone, 
Is for fere left my fovereigne and fwetyng, 
Imenin her that lovelyir is none, 
With me? is difpleted for caufis more than one; 
What caufis thei be that knoweth God and the, 
But io do n‘ot | + alas, it forthinketh me 
What fe fhe’ in me, what defaute or offence ? 
‘What have I doe that the on me difdaine ? 
ye might 1 doe come into her prefence, 
‘Yo tell my complaint, whereof I were faine? 
¥ drede to loke, tu fpeke, or to complaine, 
tT that hath my herte every dele; 
So help me God I would al thing wer wele + 
For in this cafe came I never or now 
In Lov'is daunce fo ferre in the trace, 
For with myne efe efcapin [ne mow 
Out of this daungir, except her gode grace, 
For though my sountenaunce be mery’in her 
face, 
As femith to her by worde or by chere, 
Yet her gode race fettith myne hert2 nere, 
Anc if my toveraine have ary marvaile 
Wh) Ito ker now and afore ywrote, 
She maie well think it is ne grete rravaile 
so 2 


To him that is in Iové brought fo hotes 


























itis a fimple tre that Sallteh with one firoke 3 ts 
mene }, though that my foveraine to form! 
Me hath denied yet grace May come to morn, 

Maiftris, for the gode will I have you ought, ~ 
And evir thall as tong. as life durith; 

Pitie your fervang, kepe him in your thought, _ 
Give’ him fom comfort or medi’cin, and curigh 
His ague, that encrefith, that renuith : 

So grievous ben his paines and fighis fore 

‘That without mercy his dais be forlore, 

Go, litil bill, go forth, and hie the. fat, 
Recommende me’, and excufe me a8 you caf, - 
For very feble am I at the laft, . 

My pen is woren, my hew is pale and wan, 

My eyen ben fonke, disfigured like no man, 

Till Deth his dart that caufith for to fmert 

My corps have confumced, then farewel fwet hers, 

Doughtre’ of Phoebus in Vertuqus apparenge, 
My leve ele& in my Femenrbéraunce,: ‘ 
My carefull herte diftrained caufe of ofen 
“Till ye my’ emprefle me relefe my grevaunce 
Upon you ’is fet my life, a Ae attendapnce, | 
Isfette without recure I wee tele a 7 
Ye grauntin my true herte to have his will, 

Thus, my dere fwetyng ! ina traunce T lye, 
And hal, til dropror Pitie from you Spring, 

I mene your mercie, that Leth my herte nye, 
‘that me mait Fejoyce, and caufe for to fyn 

Thefe termes of love 3 lo I have won the ri 

My godely maittris; thus of his gode grace. 
God graunt her bliffe in heven to havea placer 


Here followeth bow Mercurie, mnith Page, P 
and Funo, appered ta Paris of Freie, be flepyag hy 
2 fountain ®, ; 





Pallas laguityr ad Parin, 
Sonne of Priam, gentill Paris of Troie, 
Wake of thy flepe, beholde us Boddefics thre, 
We havin brought to the encrefe of joye, 
To thy difcrefion teportyng our beautic ; 
Take here this appill, and well advife the 
Whiche of us is the fairift in thy fight, 
And give thou it, we praie the, gentil knight. 


Suro loguitur prime. 

If fo be thou Bive it to me, Parife, 
This thal 1 give unto thy worthines, 
Honour and conquett, nobley, lofe and prife, 
Vidorie, courage, force, and hardities, ae 
Gode avinture, and famous manlines; 
For that appil ali this give 1 to the, 
Conlidir this Parife, and give ie ine. 

Henus loguitun ad Paria, ; 

Naie, give it me, and this} fhall you Zive,. 

A glad alpedte with favour-and fairncs, 


¥, phe title in Sperbt and Wery tung, How. 
with Pallas, Venuseand Minerva, tc. but ap Pal mee 
Tre oii3, Is oe and the tame poder, ant a ant view 
the third gnaders at thie interview with Paris, hee. 8. 
iu the tits and as one of the appeliantste the ee 
prince, is fubitivuted fer thar Of Atinerva, SNE 
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¢ love of ladies alfo while ye live, 
Famous flature and princely femelines, 
Accordyng to your natife gentilnes; 
Undirftand this gift well, 1 you advife, 
And give it unto me hardly Parife.” 


Pallas loguitur ad Parin. 


-Ve, ye, Parife, takith hede unto me; 
"Thon art a prince yborne by thy difcente, 
And for to rule thy royall dignice 
J fhall the givin firft intendémente, 
Difcrecion, prudence in right judgémente, 
“Whiche in a prince is thing moft covenable = 
Give it to me; 1am to have it able. 


A balads plefaunte. 


§ nave a ladie, where'fo that the be, 

That feldome is fhéToverdine of my thought, 
On whofe beautie when 1 beholde and fe, 
Remembryng me how well the is ywrought, 

4 thanke Fortune, that to her grace me brought, 
So faire is fhe, but nothyng angelike, é 
Her beautie is unto none othir like. 

For hardily and fhe were made of braffe, 
‘Her fate and all, the hath enough fairneffe ; 
Her eyen ben holow’ and grene as any graffe, 
‘And ravenith yelowe is her fouritreffe, 
‘Thereto fhe hath of every comelineffe, 

Sothe quantitie givin her by Nature 
That with the left the is of her ftature. 

And as a bolt her browis ben ibent, 
‘And betill browed the is a!fo with all, 
‘And of her witte as fimple’ and innocent 
‘As is a childe that can no gode at all; 
She is not thicke, her ftature is but fmall; 
Her fingers ben Jitil and nothyng long; 
Her fkin is fmothe as any ox’is tong : 

Thereto the is fo wife in daliaunce, 

And befet her wordis fo womanly, 

‘That her to here it doeth me difplefaunce, 
For that thefaieth is faied fo connyngly 
"That when there be no mo then fhe and{ 
Thad levir the were of talkyng fill 

"Then that fhe thould fo godelie fpeché fpiil. 

‘And flothe none fhall ye have in her entrefle, 
So diligent is the and vertuleffe, 

‘And fo bufie aie all gode to undreffe, 

‘That as the ape the is har effe, 

And as an harnet meke ar pitéleffe, 
With that the is fo wife and circumfpede 

"That prudence none her folie can infedte. 

Is it not joye that foche one of her age, 
Within the boundes of fo grete tendirneffe, 
Should in her werke be fo fadde and fo fage, 
"That of the weddyng fawe ail the nobleffe 
OF Quene Jane, aud ywas thoas I gefle 
But of the age of yeris ten and five? 

I trowe there are not many foche alive. « 

For, as Jefu my finfull foulé fave, 

"There n’is'creture'in all this worlde livyng 
Like unto hér that I would gladly have, 
. So plefith mine hert that godely {were thyng, 
* Whole foule in hafte unto his biis ybring 
3 


‘That firft her formid to be 2 creture, 


For were fhe well of me I did no cure. 


Ait other balade. 


O Moffie quince! yhangyng by your flalke, 
The whiche no-man dare plucke awaie nor take 
Of all the folke that paffe forthe by or walke, 
Your flouris frefhe be fallen-awaie and fhake;: - 
lam right forie, maiftreffe ; for your fake; 
Ye femea thyng that all men have forgoten ; 
Ye be fo ripe ye waxin almofte roten, 

Your uglic cheré deinous and Jvoward, 
Your grene eyin, frownyng and-nothing glad, 
Your chekes, cnbolned like a melowe coftard,. 
Colour of orenge, your breftes fatournad, 
Gilt on wara'ntife, the colour wil not fade, 
Bawfin buttockid, belied like a tonne, 
Men crie S, Barba’ry at the’ lofing of your 

gonne. 

Lovely lende maiftris, take confideracion 
I'am fo forrowfull there as ye be’ abfent, 
Floure of the barkfate foulett of al the nacion, 
“Lo love you but a little’ 1s myne cntent ; 
The fwert hath fent you, the fmoke’ hath you 


ent, . : 
T trow y’ have ben laid on Tome kill to drie, 
You do foch warfhip there as ye be prefent, 
Of al women I love you heft a M. timis fie. 


A balatle ewarnying men ta beware of deceitful! 
women, 


Loxz well aboute ye that Joviris be, 
Let not your Juftis lede you to dotage, 
Be not enamoured on all thynges ye fe; 
Sampfon the forte and Salomon the fage 
Decevid were for ali ther grete courage ; 
Men demin it right that thei fe with eye, 
Beware therefore, The blind eteth many’ a flie. 
I mene of women; for all ther cheres queint, 
Truft them not to moch, ther truthe is but 
trefon ; 
The fairift outward we} can thei ypaist, 
‘Ther ftedfaftneffe endurith but a fefon, 
For thei faihe frendlines and worchin trefon, 
And for thei are chaungable natu’rally, 
Beware therefore, The blind eteth many’ a flie 
What wight on lyve ytruftith on ther chercs. 
Shall have at Jaft his guerdon and hismede; 
‘Thei can fhave nerir than rafours or fhere“7 
All is not gold that foinith, men take hede, 
Their gaile is hid undir a fugrid wede : 
it isbut queint ther fantafie to’ afpie, 
Beware therefore, The blind eteth many’ a fie. 
‘Though all the worldé doe his bufie cure 
To make women fandin in flablenefle * 
It would not be; it is againft nature; 
"The worlde is doe when thei lacke doublenes, 
For thei laugh and love not, this is expreffe ; 
To truft on them it is bat fantafie, 2 
Beware therfore, Le bind etcth many’ a fliz. 
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. Women of kindé hath condicions thre; 

‘The firft is that thei be full of diffeite, 

‘To fpinnin alfo is ther propertic, 

And \yomen havea wondirfull confeite, 

For thei<an' wepe oft, and ail isa fleite, 

And when thei lift the tere isin the eye, 

Beware therfore, The blind eteth many’ a fle, 
In foth to faie, though all the yerth fo wanne 
‘er parchément fmoth, white and fcribabell, 

“And the gret fe, that called is the’ Ocean, 

‘Were tournid into ynke blacker than fabell, 

che fticke a pen, eche man a ferivener abel, 

Not coud*theiyritin woman's trechirie, 

Beware therfore, ‘Te blind eteth many’ a fiz. 


Ai balade declaring that cvomens cbaftite doeth moche 
excel all trefure worldly, 


~ In womanhede, as audtours al ywrite, 
MM sit thing commendid is chafte honefte, 
‘Thing moft flaund’crous ther nobles to atwite, 
As wien women of hafty fraélte 
Exceden, the bondes of wifely chaftite, 
For what availeth, lynage or rial blode 
‘When of ther Ivying the report ’is not gode? 
The holy bed defoilid of marriage 
For ones defeiled may not recovered be. 
‘The vice goth forth and the froward langage 
By many’ arelme and many’ a grete cite; 
Slaundir hath a cuftome, and that’ is grete pice, 
That true or fals, by a contrarious foune, 
Onis areife it goth not lyghtly downe : 
For when a lechour by force or maftry 
Defoulid hath of vitgins the clennes, 
‘Widous oppreffed, and ly in advoutry, 
Affailid wives that ftode in ftablenes, 
‘Who may then ther flaundérous harme redreffe 
‘When ther gode name is hurt by foch report? 
For fame loft ones can ner bave his refert. 
A thefe may robbe a man of his richeffe, 
And by fome mene make reftitucion, 
And fome man maye dytherit and oppreffe 
A povir man from his poffeffion, " 
And aftic make him fatisfaccion, 
But No man may reflore in no degre 
A meif robbid of ber virginit, 


.] Qa ther citesto do 
| The peple to oppreffe with ther roberies, 


A man may alfo bete a caftil doune; 

And bilde it aftir more frethe to the fight, 
Exile a man out of his regioune, 

And him revoke whether it be wrong or right, 
But No man bath the powir ne the might 

For to reflore the palace virginal 

Of Cheflite when brokin is the wat. 

Men may alfo put out of ther fervice, 
And officirs remeve out of ther place, 

And at a day, when Fortune lift devife, 
They may again reftorid be to grace, 
But Ther n’is time nothir fet ne fpace, 

Nor ner in flory neitbir rad ne fain, 

That maydenbode lof recovered was again + 

For Oniehe At fhouldin havees, confcience, 
Rewe in ther hertis and repentin fore, 

And havin a remorce of gret offence 

To ravifhe thing which they may not reftore, 
For it is faide, and hath be faid ful yore, 

The emeraud grene of parfite chafite 

Stole ones aroay may not recovered be. 

And hard it isto ravithe a trefour 
bees of nature ae recuperables : 
sordfhip may not of kinge nor d 
Reforme a thinge whiche i nat eddotinabie 
Ruft of defame is infeparable, 

And Maidi Of néwe or yore 
No man in love may it again reftore. 

The Romanes olde thorough ther patience 
Suffrid in ther tyranyes 
‘ete. violence, 


But them to punifhe they fet gret efpies 

On falfe avoutcrers, as it is wel couth, ‘ 

Which widowes ravifh and maidens in ther 
youth, 


Chaucer's wordes unto bis own fertvenere, 


Apbam Scaivenerg, yf ever it the befalle 

Boece or Troiles for to write new 

Under thy Jonge lockes thou maift have the 
fealle, 

But after my makynge thou write more true, 

So ofte adaye I mote thy werke renew 

It to corredte and cke to rabbe and fcrape, 

And al is thorow thy negligence and rape, 
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Here noble Surary felt the facred tage, 


Surrey, the Granvit LE of a former age, 
Matchlefs his Pen, victorious was his lance, 
Bold in the lifts, and graceful in the dance : 
Jo the fame thades the Cupids tun’d his lyre 
To the fame Rotes, of love, and foft defire ; 
Fair Grravoine, bright objed of his vow, 
Then fill’d the groves as heavenly Miza now. 
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Apter the death of Chaucer, no confiderable improvements were made in Englith poetry, till about 
the beginning of The fixteenth century. At that period, our intercourfe with Traly, not only ine 
troduced the ftudy of claffical literature into England, but gave a new turn to our vernacular poetry. 
The language and the manners of Italy, were efteemed and ftudied. The fonnets of Petrarch, were 
the great models of compofition, They entered into the genius of the fafhionable manners ; and in 
the boifterous, but polithed court of Henry the Eighth, Petrarch of courfe became the popular 
poct. 3 

Henry Howard, Earl of Surrey, the unrivalled ornament of that. , and of his age, led the way 
to great improvements in Englifh poetry, by a happy imitation oem, and other Italian poets, 
who had been moft fuccefsful in painting the anxieties of love with pathos and propriety. . 

He was the fon and grandfon of two Lord ‘Treafurers, Dukes of Norfolk ; and in his carly child- 
hood, difcovered the moft promifing marks of lively parts, and an active mind, : 

While a boy, he was habituated to the modes of a court at Windfor Caftle, where he refided, yet 
under the care of proper inftrudtors, in the quality of a companion to Henry Fitzroy, Duke of Riche 
mond, a natural fon of King Henry, and of the higheft expectations, : 

A friendhip of the clofeft kind commencing between them, about 1530, they were both removed 
to Cardinal Wolfey’s College at Oxford ; which was one of the firft feminaries of an Englith univer- 
fity that profeffed to explode the pedantries of the old barbarous Philofophy, and to cultivare the gta 
ces of polite literature, 3 

‘Two years afterwards, he accompanied his noble friegd into France, where they received King 
Henry on hisarrival at Calais, to vifit Francis the Firft, with a moft magnificent retinue, 

The friendfhip of thefe two young noblemen, was foon ftrengthened by a new tie; for Richmond 
married Lady Mary Howard, Surrey’s fifter.—Richmond, however, appears to have died in 1536, 
about the age of feventeen, having never cohabited with his wife. 

Tt was long before he forgot the urtimely lofs of this amiable youth, the friend and affociate of his 

hitdhood, and who nearlygefembled himfelf in genius, refinement of manners, and Jiberal acquie 
1: Hons. 

“it is not known at what period he began his travels. They have the air ofa romahce. Ha made 
ttn of Europe in the true fpirit of chivalry ; Proclaiming the unparalleled charms of Geraldine 
his miftrefs, and prepared to defend the caufe of her beauty with the weapons of knight errantry. 

In his way to Italy, he paffed a few ditys at the Emperor’s court, where he became acquainted 
with Cornelius Agrippa. This celebrated adept in natural magic, fhewed him, in a mirror of glafs, 
a living,image of Geraldine, reclining on a couch, fick, and reading one of his moft tender fonnets by 
a waxen taper, His imagination was heated anew by this intereRting and affeGting fpedtacle. Ine 
flamed with every enthufiafin of the moft romantic paffion, he haftened to Florence, the original feat 
of the anceftors of his Geraldine; and oa his arrival, immediately publifhed a defiance againit any 

perfon wh6 fhould prefume te difpute the fuperiority of her beauty. The grand Duke of Tufcany 
to be decided, The challenge was accepted, and Surrey vierioue, 





permitted this impogtant 
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_ His heroic vanities did not, however, fo totally engrofs the time which he fpent in Italy, as to alie 
enate his mind from literature :, he ftudied, with the greateft fuccels, a critical knowledge of the Itae 
lian language, and attained a juft tafte for the peculiar graces of the Italian poetry. z 

He was recalled to England, for fome idie reafon, by the King, and appeared_at court <h molt 
polite lover, the moft learned nobleman, and the moft accomplifhed gentleman of his age. 

He fhone in the tournaments of the court; and his name is renowned in the military achievements 
ofthat martial age. 

In 15424 he marched into Scotland as a chicf commander in his father’s army, and. was con{picu- 
ous for his conduét-and bravery at the memorable battle of Flodden-field, where. James he Fourth of 
Seotland was killed. 

‘The year following, he was imprifoned in Windfor Caftle, for cating flefh in Len; Zarcumftance 
worthy of notice, only as it marks his charaéter, impatient of any controul, and regardlefs of petty 
formalities, and as it gave occafion to one of his mott fentimental and pathetic fonnets, 7 

~ Wm 4544, he was field-marfhal of the Enylifh army in the expedition to Boulogne, which he toc; 
‘put being defeated, endeavouring to cut off a convoy of the encmy, a difgrace he rgpaired, he loft the- 
King's favour, and was fuperfeded by the Earlof Hertford. _ 

Confcious of bis high birth and capacity, he could ‘not refrain, upon this occafion, frofi dropping 
{ome reproachful expreffions againft a meafure which feemed to impeach his perfonal coufage. 

It was his misfortune to ferve a monarch, ‘vhofe refentments, which were eafily provoked, could” 
only be fatisfied by the molt fevere revenge. ; 

The brilliancy of his charaéter was viewed by Henry with difguft and fufpicion. His populari- 
ty was mifconftrucd into a daug rous antbition, and gave birth to accufations equally grourdlefs and 
frivolous. eS 

Re’ was fufpected of a defign to marry the princefs Mary ; and it was infinuated that he conver- 
fed with foreigners, and correfponded with Cardinal Pole. 

The addition of the arms of Edward the Confeffor to his own, though juftified by the ufage of his 

family, and the authority of the heralds, was made a foundation for an impeachment of high- 
treafon. : 

He was arraigned at Guildhall; and notwithftandiag his eloquent and manly defence, he was 
condemned by the prepared fuflrage of a fervile and obfequious jury, and beheaded on Tower- 
Bill, January rth 1546-7. ; 

_ The Duke of Norfolk, charged with allegations equally groundlefs, efcaped the fame unhappy fate; 
py the death of the tyrant, which happened nine days after the unmerited death ef his fon. 

Surrey was buried in the church of Alf Haliows-Barking, Tower-itreet, but afterwards removed 
¢o Framlingham, Suffolk, where an honourable monument was ereéted to his memory, by his fe- 
cond fon, Henry Earl of Northanyptor. 

He married Frances, iter of John Earl of Oxford; by whom he left féveral children. One of 
his daughters, Jane, Counteis of Weftmorcland, was among the Jeained ladies of thar age, and be- 
came famous for her knowledge of the Greek and Latin languages. 

Hillory is filent as to the name of the /uir Geralting, the general ofect of his pallionate fonng” 
and as to the reafons why the gallancrics he performed for her, did not end in a marriage. 






_ ‘Phe notices concerning her in his fonnets are obfcure and indirect ; but they have been illufeed 
with the molt happy fagacity by the prefent Earl of Crford, and applied to Lady Elizabeth Fitz 


gerald, whofe poetical name is almoft her real one. She,was fecond daughter of Gerald Fitzgerald, 
Earl of Kildare, fecond coufin to the Princeifes Mar end Elizabeth, bred up with them, as it is cou- y 
jectured, at Hunfdon-Houfe, and afterwards the third wife of Edward Clinton, Earl of Lincoln. © 
His Scnges and Sonnettes, as they have been ftiled, were firft colleGed and printed at Leadon, by 
Tottell, in 1557, together with the “ Songes and Sonnettes” of bis amiable and accomplifhed friend 
Sir ‘Thomas Wyat, the elder, and cf uncertain authors, Another edition appeared 1565. Others 
in 1974, 1585,1587- ‘The laf edition was printed in 1717. They are now, for the firf time, ree 
ceived into 2 collection of claffical Englifa poetry. Pe and 
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. They were in high reputation with his contemporaries, and for many years afterwards, though 
they are. fearcely known at prefent. They have been préifed by Leland, Sydney, Tuberville, Put~ 
tenlram, Churchyard, and Drayton, and in more recent times by Dryden, Wailer, Fenton, and Pope. 
Lek meri(.ateention equally as compofitions of real and intrinfic merit, and as objects of curiofity. 

They are chiefly amatory and fentimental; but in elegance of fentiment, and in nature and fenfi. 

bility, they are equal to the beft love verfes in our language ; and inharmony of aumbers, perfpicni- . 
ty of exprefiton, and facility of phrafeology, they approach fo near the produgions of the prefent age, 
that they will hardly be believed to have heen Produced in the reign of Henry the Eighth. 

But Surrey was not merely the poet of idlenefs and gallantry. He was fitted, both from nature 
ind ftuda, for ‘ more folid and laborious parts of literature. He tranflated the ad and 4th books 
of the AEneid j Ato blank verfe, which are the firtt compofitions extant, if that meafure, in the Englith 
angrage. “They were printed in 1557, t2ma; but the book is fo extremely fearce, that @ copy could 

fot be procured for this edition of his works. He wrote many other poems, which were never pub- 

‘rau andvare how perhaps entirely loft. He tranflated the Ecélefiaftes of Solomon into Englith 
Yerle. He alfe-erthflated a few of the Pfalms into metre. Thefe verfions of Scripture fhew that 
_ he waa a friend to the Reformation: Among his works are alfo mentioned a poem on the death of 
his friend the Duke of Richmon4, an exhortation to the city of London, a tranfation of Boccace’s 
epifile to Pinus, and feveral Latin epiftles. : 

All his biographers, Particularly the Eurl of Orfor and Mr. Warton, have been lavith, aiid very. 

juftly, im his praife ; he merits the higheft encomiums, as the firft refiner of our language, and the 
unrivalled ornament of his age and country, and challenges the jtude and éfteem of every man 
of literature, for the Renerous afliftance he afforded it in its iy, and his ready and liberal afi. 
‘ance to all mén of merit in his tine. 3 

His poetical charadter is fo elegantly drawn by the happy pencil of Mr. Warton, as to tender the” 

bungling after-ftrokes of a cafual band unneceffary, ‘ 

* “in the fonnets of Surrey,” fays that judicions and claffical critic, whofe death is an irreparable 
lofs to Englith literature, “we are furprifed to find nothing of that metaphyfical caft, which marke 
the Italian poets, his fuppofed matters, efpecially Petrarch, Surrey’s fentiments are for the moft 
part natural and unaffected; arifing from his own feelings, and di@ated by the prefent citcumfances, 
His poetry is alike unembarraffed by learned allufions, or elaborate conceite, Ifhe copies Petrarch, - 
it is Petrarch’s bef manner, where he defcends from his Platonic abftra@tions, his refinements of ° 
paffion, his exaggerated ‘compliments, and his play upon oppofite fentiments, into @ track of tender- 
nefs, fimplicity, and nature, 

“ Surrey, for his juftnefs of thought, corre@inefs of ftyle, and purity of expreffion, may juftly be 

Pronounced the firft Evglith clafical poet, He ungueftionably is the firtt polite writer of love ver- 
fes in our language.” 
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THE ORIGINAL PREFACE. 





‘Tsar to have well written in verfe, yea and in 
{mall parcetles, deferveth great prayfe. The 
workes of dyvers Latines, Itatians and other, doc 
prove fufficiently, that our tong is able in that 
kynde to dooce as prayfe worthely as the reft, the 
Honorable Style of the Noble ¥arl of Surrey, and 
the weightineflc of the deep witted Syr Thomap 
‘Wyat the Elders verfe, with feveral graces in fun- 
dry good Englifh writers, doe fhoe abundantly. 
Je refteth nowe (gentle reader) thou thynke 
it not evil done, to publyfh to the h.wour of the 
Englyfh tong, and for the profit of the ftudioufe 
of Englyth Eloquence, thofe woorkes whiche the 





ungentle horders up of fuche t:eafare, have hems 
tofore envyed thee ; and for this point (good read- 
er) thyne owne profite and ,pleatare in thefe pre- 
fently, and in mo hereafter/thall aunfwere for my 
defence. If perhappes fome myflyke the ftateli- 
neffe of ftyle removed from the rude dkyll of 
common eares: I afk helpe of the learned to de« 
fende thyre learned frend the authore of this 
woorke, and I exhorte the unlearned by reading 
to learne to be more fkylifull, and to purge that 
fwinelike'groffeneffe that maketh the fwect ma 
feroine not to fmell to theyr delight. 
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Defiription of the VG Mate of a Lover, with Sute to 
: Lis Lady, to radon bis dieng bart. 
‘Tri Sonne hath twyfe brought fourth his tender 
ene, 
‘Twyfe cigdde the earth in Ipvely tuftineffe ; 
‘Ones have the wynies the trees dyfpoled clene, - 
And once agayne begynnes theyre cruclneffe, 
Synce I have hyd under my bre(t the harme, 
‘That never thal recover healthfulneffe. 
‘The wynters hurt recovers with the warme, 
‘The parched grene rettored is with thade 
What watmth, alas! may ferve for to dyfarme 
‘The frofen hart that myne inflame hath made ? 
What colde agayntt is able to reftore : 
My freth gtene yeares, that wither thus aud fade, 
Alas! I fee nothing has hiirt fo fore 
But tyme, in tyme reduceth a returne : 
In tyme my harine encresifeth more and more 
And feemes to have my cure allwayes in ftorne; 
Strange kindes of death, in lyfe that doe trye 
At hand to melt, farte of in Hame to burne 3 
Aad lyke as tyme lyft to my citre applye, 
So doth eche place my comfort cleane refute, 
+\Ul things alive, that feeth the heavens with eye, 
With cloke of night may cover and excufe 
Ttfelf from travayle of the dayes unreft, 
Save.l, alas! agaitift all others ufe 
‘That then ftyrre up the tormentes of my brealte; 
And curfe eche flarte as caufer of my fate : 
‘nd when the fun hath eke the darke oppreft, 
wind brought the day, it doth nothing abate | 
-ARe travayles of myne endlefs fmarte and payne: 
Fe a6 one as hath the light in hate, 
1 with for night mote covertly t0 playne 
And me withdrawe from every haunted place, _ 
Left by my chere my chaunce appeate to playne, 
“Yo feeke the placeawhere | my felf had Joft, 
And in my mgnde I meafure pace by pace, 
Tipe that [ was tangled in the lace, 
feriyng flacke that kritted ever mot a 
ut never yet the travayl of my theught 
f better ftate, could catche a caufe to boft: 
For jf | fo€nde fometime that 1 have fought, 
+ oleiteires by whom I trufted of the port, 
“Ty fayles do fall, and Yadvaunce right nought, 


As ankred {98,"my fprites do ali refort 











To ftand agazed, and fink in more and thore: > 
The deadly harme which he doth take in fhort: 
J.0! if U feck, how 1 do fiad my-fore! E 
And if { flee, I cary with me {tpit Pee 
‘hhe venomed fhaft which doth hyo force reftdre 
By haft of fight, and I may plague my fli 

Unto my ff, unlefs this carefull fon, 


Peint in your ome parcell of my tene 
For Ll a a all too long : : 
OF myne Fae hurt, yer feele the wound but grene 


Rue on my lyf, or eife your crnel wronge 
Shall well appeate and by my death be fené. 





Defeription of Sprig, cubercin ecke tii rtnetese 
Save only the Lower. ee 


Tix foote feafon that bud, and bloome fourth 
.-., bringes, 5a : : 
With grene hath cladde the hyll, and eke the vale? 
‘The nightisigall with fethers new the finges; 

‘The turtle too her mate hath told her tale ; 

Somer is écme, for every {pray now Springes. 

The har¢ hath hung hys olde head on the pale; 
The bucke in, brake his winter coate he flyngess 
‘Tue fithes flete with newe repayred feale; 

The adder all her flouzh away the fiynges, 

The twilt fallow poilucch the flyes [malle, 

‘The Suiy bee her honey how fheinyiigeas 

Winter is worne that was the floures ball. * 

And thus | fee among thefe pleafant thynges , 





Eche cate decayes, and yet my forrow Ipryfiges, 


Diferipeion of ibe réfllef: fate of a Lover, 


Wuew youth had led, me halfe the race, 
‘That Cupides fcburge had made me rinne $ 
E locked back to theet the place, 

Erom whence thy weaty éourfe begunine ; 
And then I faw howe my defyre 
Mifguiding me had led the waye, 

Myne cyne to greedfof theyre hyre, 

Had made me lofe a better prey. 

For when ia fighes { fpenc the day, - 
And could not clozke my grief with gayre? 


Prey 





596 
The boyling Smoke dyd ftili bewray, 
‘The prefent heate of fecret flame : 
‘And when falt teares do bayne my breaft, 
Where love his pleafent travnes hath fowen, 
He& beauty hath the fruytes oppreft, 
Ere that the buddes were fpronge and blowne. 
Awd when myne cyen dyd still purfue, 
The flying chafe of theyre requeit ; 

“*Pheyre greedy looks dyd oft renew, 
‘The hydden wounde within my brefte. 
When every joke thefe cheekes might itayne, 
From dedly pale to glowing red; 
By outward fignes appeared playne, 
‘To her for helpe my hart was fied. 
Buball. to late love.tearueth me, - 
To payne alf kynd of colours new; 
"To blynd theyre eyes that elfe fhould fee 
My fpeckled chekes with Cupids hew. 
And now the covert breft U clame, 
That worfhit Cupide feerctely; 
And nourifhed hys facred flame, 
From whence no biairing fparkes do flye. 





Deferipcion of the fickle Ager Pangs, and” 
Steightes of Love 


Svcw wayward wayes hath Love, that moft part 
in difcord 

Our willes do ftand, whereby our hartes but fel- 

~ dom do accord : 

Decyte iv hys delighte, and to begyle and mocke 

“rhe fimple hartes who he doth itrike with froward 
divers ftroke. 

He caufeth th’ one to rage with golden burning 
darte, {harte, 

‘And doth alay with leaden cold, again the others 

Whofe gleames of burning fyre aud eafy {parkes 

' of flame, {ame 

Im balance of unequal weyght he pondercth by 

From eafye ford where I myghte wade and pafs 
full well, 

He ms withdrawes and doth me drive, into a depe 
dark hell : 

And me witholdes where 1 am calde and offred 
place, tS 

And willes me that my mortal foe } do befcke 
of grace; 

He lettes me to purfue a conqueft welnere wonne 

‘To followe where my paynes were lolt, ere that 
my fute begunne. {rurne 

So by this means 1 know how foon a hart may 

From warre to peace, from truce to firyfe, and fo 

é agayne returne. 

4 know how to content my felf in others laf, 

Of little ftuffe unto my felf to weave a webbe of 
tru: 

And how to hyde my harmes with fole dyflum- 
blyng chere | 

Whan io my face the painted thoughtes wou'd 
outwardly appeare, (dred, 

I know how that the bicud forfakes the face for | 

And how by thame it flaynes agayne the chebes | 
with Hamyng ted ; i 

2 











‘I know how to deceyve my 
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I know under the grene, the ferpent how lic lurkes: 

“he hammer of the reftlefs forge [ wote eke how": 
it workes. , 

1 know, and can by roate the tale shat I woilie c4l 

But ofte the woordes came fourth awrye of him 
that loveth well, 

T know in heate and colde the lover how he fhakes, 
In fyngeing how he doth complayne, in flecping 
how he wakes . 
Tolanguith without ache, fickeleffe for to confume,. 
A thoufand thynges for to devyfe, refolvynge <* 

his fume; pm (free 
And though he lyfte to fee his “adyes grace ful. 
Such pleafures as delyght his eye; Jo not his dclthy* 
P reftore. ® La = 
I know to feke the trate of mp: defyred foe, -. 
And fere to fynde that 1 doseck, but chic this 
{ know, (loved, 
That lovers mutt tranfoupme into the thynge be- 
And live (alas! who would believe?) with [prite 
from lyfe removed. : 
I knowe inharty fighesand laughters of the fpleene, 
At once to chaunge my ftate, my will, and cke 
my colour clene, 





felf wythe others helpe, 
And how the lyou chaitifed is, by beatynge of the 
whelpe. 
In landynge nerethe fyre, [know how that I freafe ; 
Farre of £ burne, in bothe I wafte, and fo my lyfe 
1 leefe, [mynde, 
1 know how Love doth rage upon a yeylding 
How fimalle a nete may take and mafe a harte of 
gentle kynde : 
Or elfe with feldom fwete to feafon epes of gall, 
Revived with a glympfe of grace old forrows to 
let fall. [Love, 
The hydden traynes 1 know, and fecret fnares of 
How foone a loke will prynte a thoughte that ne- 
ver may remove (welshe 
‘The flypper ‘ate I knowe, the fodein turnes from 
The doubtfull hope, the certaine wooc, and fure 
defpaired hethe, 


The Complainte of a Lover that defied Love, and was 
by Love after the more tur mented. 


Wuen fomer tooke in hande the wynter to affaylr 

With force of myghte and vyriue grete, his ftorm. 
Llaits to quaile : aA 

And when he clothed fayre the earthe abou*7) the 
grene, 

And every tree new garmented, that pleafure was 
to fene: 

Mine hart gan new revive, and changed blood did 
itir 

Me to withdrawe my wynter woes, that Sxute 
wythyn the cur. 

Abrode, quod my detyre, affay to fet thy fote. 

Where tiiou fhalt fynde che favour fweete, for 
Sprong is every rete eee? 

And to tuy helthe if theu were fycke in any sof 

Noethicg more good, than in the fprynge the ayr@= 
wo Re aplace: : 








SONGES AND SONETTES. 5 





Yrnere fhalt thou heare and fee al kynde of Byrdes, | Clad in the armes, wherein with me he fought, 


ywrought 
¥ \¢ tyne theyre voyce, with warble fmal, as na« 





re hath them tought. . fleave, 

ms prigked me my luft the fluggith houfe to 

And for My helthe f thoughte it beft, fuch coun- 
fel \o receave : 

Soon a morkow furth, unwift of any wyghte, 

T went.to prove how well it woulde, my hevy 
on burden lyghte : 

pes when I felt the ayre, fo pleafant round 


akgute; [gotten out. 
Lotte to myTSzxe how glad Iwas, that 1 had 
hers myghe I 

SOS 





¢ how Ver had every bloffome 

[they went; 

d eke the new petrothed byrdes y coupled how 

Rs thyre fowgty me thought, they thanked 
nature mych,? 

That by her lycenée abthat yere, to Love theyre 

Z hope was fuch : % 
Right as they could devife to chofe them crecs 
* "+ throughout, 

Wyth much reyoyng to theyr Lord, thus few 

they all abour. [ceave, 

Whyche when I gan sefolve, and in my head con- 


What pleafant lyfe, what heaps af joy, thofe little” 


birdes receave. 
Ar} faw in what eftate [ weary man was wroughte, 
By want of that they had at will, and I refcct at 
nought : 
Lord, how f gan in wrath! unwifely me demeane! 
icurfed Love, and hyn defied, | thoughte to turne 
the ftreame : 
But when I well behelde, he had me under awe, 
Jatked mercy for my faulte, that fo tranfgrcit his 
lawe, 
‘Thou blinded God {quod I) forgive me this offence, 
Unwittingly 1 went ahout to malice thy pretence ; 
. Wherewith he gave a beckc, and thus methoughte 
he fwore, 
Thy forrow ought fuffice to purge thy faulte if it 
‘were more + 
The virtue of which found, mince hart did fo revive, 
Vhat 1 methought was made as whoale, as any 
man alive, 
But here 1 may perceve, myne error and all and 
fome, (ftill undone : 
For that [ thought that fo it was’ yet was it 
“And aithat wasno more but mine expreffed mynde, 
, “hat fain wou'd have fome good reliefe, of Cu- 
at pid well affigned. 
Yyqqed home forthwith, and might perceyve it 
well, {rebel 
That he agreved was right fore, with me for my 
My harmes have ever fince encreafed mre, and 
more, [evermore. 
And I remaind without his helpe, undone for 


aa let me be unto ye lovers all; [befall 
Sy<ve not with Love, for if ye do, it will yc thus 





” Complaint of a Lover Rebuked. 


‘ove that liveth, and raigneth in my thoughr, 


‘Tha built hig seat within my cative brett 





Oft in my face he doth his banner reit, 

She that methought to love, and fuffer pain, 
My doubtful! hope, and eke my hot defire, 
With fhamfaft cloke to fhadowe and reftrain, 
Her fmiling grace converteth ftraight to ire, 
And cowred Love then to the hart apace 
‘Taketh his flight; whereas he lurkes and plaines, 
His purpofe loft, and dare not thewe his face, 
For my Loves gilt thus faultlefs bide I paines, ° 
Yet from my Love fhall not my foote remove 
Swete is his deth, that takes his end by Love.- 


Complaint of the Lover Diflained. 


In Ciprus fpringes whereas dame Venus dwelt, 


_A well fo hote, that who fo taftes the fame; 


Were he of ftone, as chawed yfe fhould melt, 
And kindlede finde his brett with fired flame. 
Whofe moyft poiton diffolved: hath my-hate, 
‘Lhis creping fire my cold lims fa‘oppreity.: 
‘That in the hart that harborde fredome tate; * 
Endlefle defpayre Jong thraldome hath impratt,. 
An other fo colde im trozen yfe is founde, 
Whofe chilljg vattom otyepugnant kinde ; 
The fervef heat doth quenche of Cupides woun 
And with the fpoted change infeétcs the minde 
Whereof my dere hath tafted to my paine, ~ 
My fervice thus is grown into difdaine. 


Defeription and Praife of bis Love Ganarprae., 


From Tufcane came my Ladies worthy race, - 
Faire Florence was fomctime her auncient feate 
The Weftern Yle whofe pleafant thore doth face. 
Wild Camberslifs, did geve her lyuely heate + 
Fottered the was, with milke of Inithe breft 

Her fire, an erle, her dame, of princes blood ; 

From tender yeres,in Britaine the doth reft, 

With kinges childe, where fhe tatteth cottly foode.’ 
Honfdon did firft prefent her tomyne yien: 
Bright is her hewe, and Geraldine the hight, 
Hatapton me taught, to withe her firft for mines” 
And Windior, alas, doth chafe me from ‘her fight. 
Her beauty of kinde, her vercue from aliove, 
Happy is he, that can obtain her Love, 


The frailtye, and burtfulnes of Beautie. 


Baittce beautie that nature made fo fraile, 
Whereof the gift is fmall, and fhort the feaiong 
Flowring to day, to morowe apt to faile, 
Tickled treafure, abhorred of reafon : 
Dangerous to deale with, vaine of none availe, 
Coftly in keeping, paic not worthe two peafon 
Slipper in fliding, as is an eles taile; 

Harde to attain, once gotten not geafon. 
Jewell of jeopardie, that peril doth affaille, 
Falfe and vntrewe, enticed oft to trcafon; 


P piij 


SOF TME WORES 
Enemy to youth, that moft may } bewaille; 
Ah bitter (were? infe@ing as the poyfon, 

Thon fare qafrute, that with the froit is taken, 
Wa day tedy tige, to morow al to fhaken. 


SA Complaint Ly night cf the Lover nat Beloved. 


Azxas! fo al thinges now doe holde theire peace, 

Heaven and earth difturbed in not! 

The beaftes, the ayer, the birdes their 

leafe, 

The nightes chare the ftares aboute doth bringe : 

Calme is the fea, the waues worke leffe and lefic. 

So am not I, whomeé Love alas doth wring, 

Bringing before my face the great encreafe 

Of my'defires, whereas I wepe and fing, 

40 joy and wo, as in a doubtful cafe, 

Far meee thoughts, fome tyme doe pleafure 
bring; i 

But by and by, the caufe of my difeafe, 

Gevea me 2 pang; that inwardly doth tinge ; 

“When that Ethinke what grief itis againe, 

‘Po live and lacke the thing thould ridde my pain. 





“fon ye doe 





How eche thing, fave the Lover in Spring, Reinueth ty 
plenfure. 


Wan Windior walles fufléined my wearied arme, 
My hande, my chin, to cafe my reftlefe bed, 

The plesfant plot resefted green with warme, 
The bloffomd bowes with lufty Ver yipred : 

‘The floured meadcs, the wedded byrdés fo late, 
Myne byes difcouer, and to my mynde rcforté 
‘Che ioly woes, the hateleffe fhort debate, 

‘The rakehell lyfe, thit longed to toues difrorte, 
‘Wherewith, alas, the heavy charge of care 

Heayt ia my breft, breakes fourth ayzaynit my wyll, 
In fimbky fightes that ouercatt the 
Mw wapor’d eyes fuch drearly tcarés dyftill. 

Phe tender fpring whiche quicken, where they fall, 
And I halfe Dene to throwe me duwne withail, 











A Poswe te love faithfully hornpuuer be be rocwerded. 







Ser me whereas the fonne @oth parch 
Or where his beams do not dyfolve' the 


dar lu youth, or when my hears aye grave: 
Set ine'ia peayen, in‘earth,-or cife in hel, 

To hy! or gale; or-in the fcami 
“Thrall, of ot large, alyve 
sicke, ur in helthe, in evyil i 
Sie oT he, end ooly Sith this dl 
seif, althovg my chaucce be nought, 








dors 





GF SURREY. 


Complaint that bys Lady after fo: Reew of bys Loot, J 
Rept ber face always bydden from bynt. ~ 7 

Ewever fawe my Lady Jaye apart, © 77 
Her cornet blacke, in colde nur yet in heate, 
Sith fyrit fhe knew my griefe was growey fo greate, 
Whyche éther fancies dryveth from my-harte 
‘That to my felfe {do the thought refrve, 
‘The whyche unwares dyd wound my woeful bre, 
But on her face myne eyes mought never reik: 
Yet fypce the knew 1 dyd her love and ferve, 
Her gelden tr 
Her imyleyng 
And that reftr: fo 
So doth this cornet governe, me alutne. 
In fianmer fun, in winters brez he, a frofte, 
Wherebye the lyghte of her fayre lookes io 
a 







Pa 
v 





A 


Requesl to ys Love to ioyne Bountie with Beauty, 
Tue golden gvft that Nature dyd thee geve, 
Yo faften frendes and feed them at thy will; 
With foarme and favour, taught me to believe, 
How thon arte niade to thowe her greateft Ikyile : 
Whofe hydden vertucs ate not fo unknowen, 
Bur lyvely daines myghte gather at the fyrfte; 
Where beauty fe her perfecte feede hath fowen, 
Of all other graces follow nedes, there mui. 
Now certes Ladie, fynce all thys is true, 
Vhat from above thy gyftes are thus elec ; 
Do not deface them than wytii faniies newe, 
Nor chaunge of myndes let not the myride infed + 
But mercy -hyme thy frende, that doth thre ferve, 
Who feekes always thyne honour to preferve, 


Prifener in Windfor, be recounteth bis pleafure thera 
bafied. 


So cruel prifon howe could betyde, alas! 
As proude Windfor: Where f in luft and joy, 
Wythe a kyngesfonne, my chyldyth yeres dyd paffe, 
in greater‘feuit, than Priamsfonnesof Troye: 
Where eche iwete place returnes a taftfult fower : 
The large grene where we were wont to trove, 
Wyth eyes caft up into the Maydens tower, 
And cafy fighes, {uch 2s folkes draw in Love: 
The Rately feates, the ladies brighte of hew 
The daunces fhort, long tales of greate deKynt 
Wyth woordes and lookes, that tygers could but 
ewe, : 
Where eche of us dyd pleade the others ryghte. 
“The palme play, where defpoyled for the game, 
With: dared eyes oft we by gleames of love, 
Have myft the ball, and gote fighte of ovr da? 
To bayte her eyes, whyche kept the leads above 
Yhe gravel grounde, wythe fleves tyde on the 
~helme ‘ 7 Phartess 
On foniyng horfe, with fwordes anasfreny, 
Vythe cere as though one fhotld another wits 
neve fought, and chafedcft wyth dartes. 








SONGES AND SGRETTES, e 


ruthe, . 
agfives games of nimblenefs and ftrength, 





outhe - 


linrmes, that yet fhot up iu lengthe. 





‘The fecrdge groves which oft we made refounde, 


playnte, and of our Ladies prayfe, 


Recordyng ‘oft what grace eche one had founde, 
, What hope of fpede, what dreade of long delayes. 


“With filver droppes the meade yet fpreade for 







€ we did ftrayne trayned with fwaxmes of 


Was allte wynne a lady fayre, 

Shall I not’ learne to fuller then ? 

And think my: tyme well {pent to be; 
Serving a woorthier wyghte than the 2 
‘Therefore £ never will repent, 

But paynes contented ftyll endures 

For like as when rough winter fpent, 

The pleafant {prynge ftraight draweth in ure, 
So after raging ftormes of care, 

Joyfull at length ‘may be my fare. 





"he wylde forreft, the clothed holes with grene, 
ith raynes availed and {wiltly breathed horfe; 





~ \’yth cry cHhoundes and merry blaftes betwene, 


iW sre we did fhafe tre feareful harte of force. 


“The swyde 2 _wity cke, that harborde us eche 


R nyghte, ¢ | 

Siew, (ale reviveth in my brefte; 
‘Lhe fwete accorde, . ‘uch flepes as yet delyt, 
‘The pleafant dteaine®. the quyet bed of reft; 
‘The fecrct thoughtes u.aparted with {uch trat, 


‘The wanton talke, the dyvers chaunge of playe; 
‘Dhe friendthip fworne, eche promife kept fo fat, 


Wherewith we paft the winter nyghte away. 


And wyth thys thoughte, the bloud forfakes the 


face, 


The teares berayne my chekes of deadly hewe, - 


‘The whyche as foone as fobbyng fighes, (alas!) 
Upfupped have, thus, { my playnt renewe : 

O place of bliffe! renewer of my woes ! 

Give me accompt where is my noble fere, 


Whom in thy walles thou doeft eche nyghte en- 


clofe, 
To other tufe, bat unto me moff clere : 
Eccho (alas!) chat doth my forrow rewe, 
Returns thereto a hollowe founde of playnt; 
‘Thus I alone, where all my frecdome grewe, 
4n pryfon pyne, withe bondage and reftrayne : 
And wirh remembrance of the greater gricfe, 
‘To banith the leffe I fynd my chief reliele, 


en 


The Lover comforleth bimpeife reythe the Worthynefe 


of lye Love. 


Waren rageyng love wyth extreme payne, 
Molt crucily ci@raynes my harte ; 
‘Whea that my teares as floudes of rayne, 
Bear witnefs of my wofull fmarte ; 
' When fighes have wifled fo my breathe 
‘That I lye at the poynt of deathe, 
gall to mynde the navy greate, 
‘Thet the Greekes brought to Trey towne, 
And how the boyflerous wyndes dyde beate 
‘Fheyre Mrippes, und rent thayre lestadcwne ; 
‘TyU Agamenmons daughters Hoode, 
Appeafed the goddefs that them withfood : 
pe how that in thofe ten years warre, 
full many 2 bloody dede was done; 
And many a Lorde that came full farre, 
There caughte bis bane (alas!) too foone: 
<And nymny a goud knygkte overcome, 
he Grekes had Helenne wenne. 

























Complaint of the abfence of ber Lover being upon 
the eas, ~ 


O Happy dames that may embraos, 

The fruite of your delyghte; 

Help to bewayle the woefull cafe, 

And eke the heavy plyghte 

OF me that wonted ta reioyce, _ 

‘The fortune of my pleafant choice 3 

Good ladyes helpe to filt my mourning: vigies.. 
In thippe freighte wythe remembrapacg, 

Of thoughtes and pleafures pat, 

He fayles that hath governaunce; 

My life while it wil} lat. : 

‘With {calding fighes for lacke f gale, 
rderypatiys hope that is his fayle, 
‘Towardhme, the fwete port of hys avayle. 
Alas! how oft in dreams I fee 

Thofe eyes that were my foode, 

Whych fometyme fo delyted me 

That yet they do me goode : 

Wherewith I wak wythe his returne, 

Whofe abfent flame dyd make TG BREE yo ap. 
Bue when f fynde the lacke, Lond, how I maorge: 
When other lovers in armes ace 

Reioyce their encchyfe delyght, 

Drowned in teares to mourae my Ioffe . 

I ftand the bytter nyghse 

In my window where I may fee 

Before the wyndes haw the claudas flee 

Lo! what a mariner love hath made me. 

And in grene waves when the falt floode 

Doth ryfe by rage of wynde, 

A thoufand fanfies in that mood 

Affayle my refleffe mynde ; 

Alas! how drencheth my fwet fo : 

‘Phat wyth the fpoyle of my hase did gay 

And left me, (but alas!) why did he fo% 

And when the {eas were calme agagne,. 
To chace from me annoye, 

My doubtful hoge doth caufe my playne, 
So drede cuts of my love. R 

Thus in my weakth myngled with woe, 
And of eche thought a doubt doth grawe 
Now he comes! will he coms? alas! no! 











Complaint of a dying Lever refufed upon bys Ladyey: 
Aafult warflading of bys wrytyng. 

In wynters inft rewurne, when Boreas gan his? 

raygne, : 

And every.tree unclothed fall, aa nature tanghe, 


MOR PRO ee 


609 


In myfly morning darke, as faepe are then in 
holde, * : 

T hyde me faft, it fat me on, my thepe for to un- 
folde. 

And as it isa thynge that lovers have by fyttes, 

Under a ; palme I heard one cry, as he had loft hys 
‘wittes. ay 

Whofe.voice did tinge fo Shryll i in utterynge of 
hys playnt, 

‘That I amazed wasto-heare, how Jove coulde hym 
attaynt, , 

Ah! wretched man (quod he) come death and 
ryd thys woe ; 

A-duft reward, a happy end, if it may chaunce 
thee foe. 


Thy Blealyres pot? shave wrought thy woe with- 


HE thos Ra b novel noioy, thy {mart had been 
th fe. 
And rechlefle of hys lyfe, he gan both figh and 
grone, 
A ruefall thynge methoughe it was to here hym 
make fuch mone 
Thou curfed pen fayd he, wo worthe the byrde! 
the bare, 
‘The man, the knyfe, and all that made thee, wo. 
be to thyre fhare : 
‘Wo worth the tyme and place, where™\could fo 
endyte, 
And wo be it yet once agayne, the pen that fo 
can wrytes 
‘Unhappy hand ! it had been happy tyme for me, 
If when to wryte thou learned fyrfte, unjoynted 
hadft thou be. 
hus curied he hitnfelf, and every other wyghte, 
et alone whom love him bound to ferve 
: both day and nyght. 
Whyche when I heard and faw, how he hymfelf 
foredyd ~ 
Againf the ground with bloody ftrokes, hymfelf 
even thereto rid; 
“Had been’ my hart of fiynt it muft have melted 
though, ° 
For in niy lyfe 1 never faw a mai fo full of wo, 
“Wyth teares for hys redreffe, I rathely to him 
ran, 
And in-‘my armes IT caught bym faft, ‘and thus I 
fpake hym than: 
‘What wofoil wyght art theu that in fuch heavy 
cafe, 
YTormentes thy felfe wyth fach defpyte here in 
thys defert place ? 
‘Wherewyth as all agayite, fulfylde with ire and 


dread, 
‘He caft on mea ftareing loke with colour pale 
and dead ; [plyghr, 


Way what art thou (quod he) that in thys heavy 

Doek fynde me here, moft wofull wretch, that 
lyfe hath in defpight? 

Tam (quod 1) but poore and fymple in degree, 

A thepheardes charge have in hande, unworthy 

4 though I be: 

Wyth that he gave a fighe as though the tkye 

ae fhoold fall, {he cait: 

And loud alas he fhryked oft, and fhepheard gan 





THE WORKS OF SURREY. 


Come hye thee faft at ones, and prynt.it in thy 
hart, 


So thon thall know, and I fhall tell, thy gyitlefte 
how I fmarz. 

Hys backe agaynite the tree fore feebled 7 aaa 
faynte 

Wyth weary fprite, he firetcht hym up ‘and thus 
he told hys plaint : * 

Once in my harte (quod he) it chautced me to 
Jove 

Such one in whome hath nature wrought’ her, 
cunning for to prove : 

And fure I cannot fay but many yereasytFe fpex”, 

With fuch good will fo rece as both / fies ft 
were content. 


‘Where to fhew I’me bounde, and | “we lyxewife a 





‘The funne fhould rune hys copd{e awry ere 
thys fayth foregoe. 

‘Woho joyed then but 1? why “nadde thys worldes 
blyffe? 

Who myghte compare a iyfe to mype that never 
thought on this? 

But dweilyng in thys truth, amid my greateft joy, 

It me belalied a greater Joffe then Priam had of 
Tro 

She is reverfed cleane and beareth me in hand, 

That my defertes have geven caufe to breke thys 
faythful band. 

And for my juft excufe avayleth no defence : 

Now knoweit thou all, I can no more, but fhep-- 
beard hye thee hence; {lyve, 

And gave him leave to dye, that may no longer 

Whole record to | claime to have, my death | do 
forgeve ; 

And .eke when I am gone, be bold to fpeake it 
playne, 

Thou haft feen dye the trueft man that ever love 
dyd payne. 

Wherewith he turnde hym rounde, and gafping 
oft for breath, 

Into his armes a tree he caught, and fayd welcome 
my death 

Welcome a thoufand fold, now dearer unto me 

‘Than fhould without her love to live, an empe- 
rour to be. 

Thus in this wofull ftate he yelded up ‘the goft, 

And little knoweth his ladye, what a lover fhe 
hath lofi. (sight 

Whofe death wien 1 beheld, no marvel was it 

For pitic though my heart dyd biede, to fee fo 
piteous fight, 

My bloud from heate to cold oft chaunged won: 
ders fore, [befrre: 

A thoufand troubles there I found I never knew 

Twene dreade and dojour, fo my fpretes were 
brought i in feare, 

That Jong it was ere 1 could call to minde, shee 
I dyd there. 

But as eche thing hath ende, fo had thefe pay 
of myne, 

The furies paft, and “I my wittes rpftorde “ 
length of tyme: 

Then as i could devyfe, to feek J thought stsbeft,t 

Where I might finde fome worthy place for tusk 
a corps to reit : 


SONGES AND SONETTES: 


‘JAnd in my mypde it came, from thence not farre 


away 
here Crefelds love, king Priams fone the wor- 
thy Trolus lay 

him made his tombe, in token he was true. 

And as té;him belongeth well, I covered it with 
Bléwve; [foone, 

‘Whofe fou's by aungels power, departed not fo 

But to the Heavens, fo it fled, for to receive his 

dome. 






Lom ‘aint of th Mine of ber lover beyng upon thefea. 
» . oa 
“ggon tan ye tat have your pleafures in exile, 
Sttig your for; dome take a place, and morne 
with mea while: 
And fuch as by theyr |: rdes do fet but little pryce, 
Let them fit till, it fkilles them not what chaunce 
. ‘come on the dice : 
But ye whom love hath bound by order of defyre, 
To love your lords, whofe good deferts none 
other would require : (myne, 





Come ye%yet once agaync, and fet your fuote by 


Whole wofull piight, and forrwes great, no tong 
can well define. 
My love and lord, alas! in whom confiftes my 


welth, 
Hath foftune fent to paffe the feas in hazard of 
his helth : {mynde, 


‘Whom U was wont tembrace with well contented 

Is now amyd the fomyng floods at pleafure of the 
wynde: 

Where God will him preferve, and foone him 
home me fend, 

‘Without which hope my lyfe (alas) were fhortly 
at an ende: 

Whofe ablence yet although my hope doth tell 
me playne + 

With hort returné he womes anone, yet ceafeth 
not my payne: . 

The fearefull dreames | have, oft tymes doc grieve 
me fo, 

‘That ‘when I wake, I lye in douhte, where they 
be true or no: 

Sometimes the roaring feas, me femes do grow 
fo hye, 

“That my deare Lord, ay me, alas! methinkes I 

j fee him dye. 

*4n other time the fame doth tell me he is come, 

ae™4laying, where 1 fhall hym finde with his 

* faire little fonne. : 

So fourth I goe apace to fee that lefefome fight, 

And with a kyfle, methinke I fay weltome my 
lord my knight, 

‘Welcome my fwete, alas, the ftay of my welfare, 

Thy--prefence bringeth forth a truce atwixt me 
and my care; 

Then lively doththe look, and falveth me agayne, 

And fayth my dere how is it now that you have 
al!'this payne? {breft, 

‘Wherfwith the heavy cares that heapt are in my 

Sreake fourth and me difchargen clene ef aj] my 
huge unreft. 








bok 
But when I me awake, and find it but a dreame 
The anguifh of my former wo beginneth more 
extreme 
And me tormenteth fo that uneath may I fynde, 
Some hidden peace wherein to flake the gnawing 
of my mynde. {bu-ne, 
Thus every way you fee wythe abfence how E 
And for my wound no cure t fynde. but hoape 
of good returne; 
Save when I thynke by fowre how fwete‘is felt 
the more {fore = 
It doth abate fome of my paynes, that J abode he=. 
And then unto myfelf I fay, when we thalt'mete, 
But little whyle hail feme thys payne, the joy 
fhall be fo fwete. ‘ 
Ye wyndes # you conjure in cheifet of your rage, 
That ye my lord fafely fend my forrowes' to af- 
fwage. ; : 
And that I may not long abyde in thys exceffe, 
Do your good will to cure a wyght that liveth in’ 
dittreffe, 





A praife of bys Love, wherein be reprovith them that 
* compare their ladies with bit. 

Give place #€ lovers here before, 

That {penb your boafes and bragges is vain, 

My ladies beuty paffeth more, : 

‘The beft of yours f dare weil fayne, 

Then doth the funne the caundle lyght, 

Or bryghteft day the darkeft nyghe, 

And thereto hath a troth as juft, 

As had Penelope the fayre, 

For what fhe fayeth ye may it truft, 

Asit by wrytyng fealed were: . 

And virtues hath fhe many moe,’ 

Than i wyth pen have dkill to thoe. 

I could reherfe if that I would, 

‘The whole effeéte of natures playnt, 

When fhe had lof the perfecte moulde, 

‘The like to whome the could not paynte :' 

With wringeing Mands, how fhe did cry, 

And what the faid, [ know it, I. 

1 knowe the {wore with rageing mynde, 

Her kyngdome only fet apart ; 

There was no lofle by law of kynde. 

‘Phat could have gone fo nere her héarte; 

And this was chiefely all her payne. 

She could not make the lyke agayne. 

Syth nature thus gave her the prayfe, 

To be the chiefeft worke fhe wroughte; 

In fayth me thynke fome better ways, 

On your behalfe myghte well be foughte, 

‘Then to compare (as you have done) 

To matche the candle withe the funne. 





To a Ladie that frorned ker Lover, 


ALTHoUGHE I have a checke, 
To geve the mate is harde; 
For I have found a necke, 

To keep.my men in garde, 


foe 


And you that hardy are, 

"To geve fo great aflaye 
Unto a man of warre 

"Fo dryve hys men away ¢ 
Enede you take goad hede, 
And marke this foolyth verfe ; 
For l wyll fo provyde, 

‘Phat I wyll have you ferce. 
And when your ferce is had, 
And all your warre is done, 
‘Then shall yourfelf be glad, 
"To end that you begonne. 
For if by chaunce | winne, 
Your perfonne in the fcilde, 
‘Fo late then you come in 
Your felfe to.me to yelde. 
For Iwill ufe my power, 
As captayne full of myghte ; 
And fuch I will devoure, 

As ufe to thew my fpyghte. 
And for becaufe you gave 

* Me cheke in your degree ; 
This vantage lo | have, 
“Row check and guarde to thee: 
Defend it if thou may, 
‘Ptatid ftyffe in thyne cftate ; 
“Box fure 1 will affay, 

can geve the mate. 

A ahs 





‘A warking 6 the Lover, bow be is abufed by his Love. 


‘fo dearly had { boughte my grene and youthful 
* eFes, 
“iin ine age I coulde not fynde, when craft for 
love apperes, {reft, 
And feldome though I come in Court among the 
Yet can I iudge in colours dymme, as deep as can 
the beft. 
Where grief tormentes the man that fuffereth fe- 
ret fmart, 
‘To breake it fourth unto fome frende, it eafcth 
well the heart : 
8o ftand it sow with me, (for my beloved frend) 
"This cafe is thine, for whom I feel fuch torments 
of my mynde 5 
And for thy fake, 1 burne fo in my fecret brefte, 
‘That tyif thou know my whole difeafe, my heart 
can bave nb reft, 
I fee how thyne abufe hath wrefted fo thy wirtes, 
"Vhat all it yeldes to thy defire, and followes thee 
by fittes. 
Where thou haft loved fo long, with heart and 
» alt thy power, [devour ; 
¥fee thee fed with fayned wordes, thy freedom to 
know, (chough fhe fay nay, and would it well 
- withflande, 
‘When in her grace, thou yeldeft thee moft, the 
* bare thee buz in hand; 
1 fee her pleafant chere, in chiefeft of chy fuite, 
‘When thou art gone, I fee him come, that ga- 
“thers up the fruit; 
And cke in thy refpeat, F ice the bafe degree, 
Of bim to whom fhe gave the hart, that promifed 
‘was to thee. 
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I fee (what woulde you more) ftede never man fo ; 
fi 


fure, : 
On womans weord, but wifedome would inftrué : 
it to endure, 





a 
The forfaken Lover deferibeth, ond forf eth Love. 


O Lothfome place where I, 
Have feene aud heard my dere; 
When in my hart her eye, 

Hath made her thought appere. | 
By glinfing with fuch grace,“ 
As fortane it ne woulde 

‘That laften any fpace, 

Between us longer fhoulde, 

As fertune did advance, 

‘Yo further my defire, 

Even fo hath fortunes chaunce, 
Throwen all ammiddes the myre, 
And that I have deferved, 

‘With true and faithfull hase ; 
As to his handes referved, 

That never felt the fmart. 

But happy is that man, 

That fea; hath the griefe, 
That love will feek him can, 

By wanting his reliefe, 

A fcourge to quict myndes, 

It is who taketh hede ; 

A common plague that byndes, 
A travell without mede, 

This gift 1 hath alfo, 

Who fo enjoyes it moft, 

A thoufand troubles grow, 

Yo vex his wearied ghoft. 

And laft it may not long, 

‘Vhe trueit thynge of all; 

And fure the greate wronge, 
That is within thys thrall, 

But fince thou defert place, 
Canft give me no accumpte; 

Of my defyred grace, 

‘That E to have was wont : 
Farewell! thou haft me taughte, 
‘To thinke me not the fyrfte, 
‘That love hathe fet a loft, 

And caiten in the duft, 





The Lover deferibes bis refileffe Bflate.™ 


Az ofté-as f beholde and fe, 

The foveraigne beautie that me bounde, 
The nier my comforte is to me, 

Alas ! the frefher is my wound. 

As flame doth quench by rage of fire, 

And rozs:uing ftremes confumes by raine; 
So doth the fight that I defire, 

Appeafe my gricfe and deadly paine. - 
Firft when | faw thofe chryfial itremes,“a.._ 
Whofe beauty made my mortal] woundes, ~ 
Tittle thoughte within her beames, 


} So fveie a venem to be founde, 


SONGES AND SONETTES. oS 


yBut wilful Will did pricke me forth, 
: blinde Cupid did whippe and guyde; 
+ Fprce giade me take my grief in worth 
Np itlefle hope my harme did bide. 
AT crueDwaves full oft be founde, 
Againtt tle rockes do rore and cry, 
So doth m’, hart full oft rebound, 
Againt my brett ful bitterly. 
1 fall and fe taine own decay, 
As one that beares fame in his breft; 
2 orgets in paire to put away, 
he thinge that bredeth mine unreft. 





+ 


We Lover excujith bimfilf of fulpetted changes 


Trover I regarled not 

‘The promife made by tac, 

Or paffcd not to fpot 

My faith and honeftie; 

Yet were my fanfic ftrange, 

And wilful will to wite; 

Hf I toughte now to change 

A falkon for a kite. 

All men might weil difpraife 

My wit and enterprife, 

HE Fefteemed a pefe 

Above a pearle in price : 

Or judged the owle in fight, 

‘The {parhauke to excell; 

Which flyeth bat in the night 

As allmen know righte well. 

Or if E fonghte to faile, 

Into the brittie porte; 

-Wheré anker hold doth faile, 

‘To fuch as do refort; : 

And leave the haven fure, 

‘Where blowes no bluftring winde; 
Nor fickeeneffe in ure 

So farforth as | finde, 

No, think me not fo lighte, 

Nor of fo churlith kinde, 

Though it lay.in my wighte, 

My boundage to unbinde : 

That I woulde leave the kinde 

‘Vo hunt the ganders fo, 
No, no, Fhave no minde 
_ fo make exchanges fo ; 
x yet to change at all, 
r thinke it may not be, 
> houulde écke to fall 

From my felicitie. 

Defirous for to win, 

#.nd loth for to forge, 

Or new change to begin, 

How may all this be fo? 

‘The fire it cannot frefe, 
sFor it is not his kinde ;° 

Nor.truc Jove canhot 
The confancye of min 
Yet as fors hall che £ 
Wane feate to Mate 
As Lin fuch defire 
Tlave once a thousht to turns. 















d burne, 


.| As though it femde, ywis y will not lole the {9.- 


A Carcleffe Man feorning and deferibing the futtle sfage 
Of Women towarde their Lovers. : 


Wraet in me tarelefle cloke, as 1 walk to and 
fro, 7 ” 
1 fee how love can thew what force there reign~ 
eth in his bow, - . 
And how he fhoteth eke a harty hare ta wounds. 
And where he glaunceth by again, that little here: 
is found. 2 eh 
For feldme is it fene he wounde the harts allké _ 
The tone may rage, when tothers love is after, 
farre to feke : ee _ 
All this ! fee with more, and wonder thinketh me, 
How he can ftrike the onc fo fore, and leave the. 
other free ; 
I fee that wounded wight, that fuffereth:all 
wrong, 2 : 
How he is fed with yeas and nays, and liveth at 


to lon, > 
In Gilence, though 1 cy focrctes to gry Self: 
Yet do | fee how the fomeniane doch Yelle adele: 


by ftelth, 












When in her hart‘{e fwete a thought did. nevee 

trulygrrow ; “ 
Then fay } thus, alas, that man is farre from bliffe 
‘Phat doth receive for his relief none other game- 

but this; ner: 
And fhe that fedes him fo, I fele and find it 
1, but to glory in her power, that over such 






raigne; o> pete 
Nor are fuch graces fpent, but when die ted 
that he 


A wery man is fully beat fuch fangies toler fees 
Then to retaine him fill, the “waehteth new hen 
races . ' 
And fanitech Jo as though fhe woulde.forthewith’ 
the man embrace; Peek 
Bat when the proofe is made to tty fuch lokeg.. 
«withall, 2 
He findeth them the place alvoide, and frighted 
full of Gall : 3 
Lord what abufe is this! who can fuch womep 
praife? . 
That for theire glory do devife to ufe. fabs 
ty ways: tows, 
T that amonge the reft, do fit and marke the 
Find that ia her is greater crafte -thon:ie ‘ia 
twenty moe, ae 
Whole tender years, alas! with wifes fo wel are 
{ped, 7 
What will fhe do, when hory- heares, are pow- 
dered in her hed? 








An Anfevere in the bebolf of a Woman of an wecees 
tain AvElbor. : 


Girt in my giltles gowne, as I fit here and fow 

1 fee that thinges are ngt in dede as to the out- 
warde fhow. [what nere, 

And who fo Jif to Icke, and note thinges fome, 


604 


Shal find wher platneffe femes to haunt, nothing 
but craft appear ¢ 
_Bor with indifferent eyes my felf can well difcerne, 
‘Howifom. to guide a thip in ftormes feke far to 
i ptake the tterne; 
fe practice it were proued in calme to ftere a 
barge, 
Affurediy believ it well it were to great a charge : 
‘And fome I fe again fit fill and fay but fmall, 
"hat coulde do ten times more then they that fay 
F they can do all; 
‘Whofe goodly giftes are fuch, the more they 
F underftand, 
‘The more they {eke to learne and know, and 
take Jefe charge in hand. 
And to ceclare more plain the time fleets not fo 





But Tecan Bear full well in tnind the fong now 
, Jong: and pat, 

The auctor whereof come wrapt in a crafty cloke, 

With will to force a flaming fire, where he couid 
raife no fmoke; 

¥f power and will had joined, as it appereth plain-, 

‘The truth no right had tane no place their ver- 
tyes had been vain, 

$0, that you may perceive, and 1 may falfly fe - 

‘The innocent that giltleffe is, conderspned fiould 
have be, 





> The Confiant Lover Lamenth. 


Stws fortunes wrath envieth the welth 
Wherein E raigned by the fight 

Of that, that fed mine eyes by ftelth, 
‘With fowre, fwete, dread and delight. 
Let not my gricfe move you to mone, 
For I will wepe and waile alone. 

Spite drave me into Boreas raigne, 
Where hoary froftes the fruites do bite, 
‘When hills were {pread, and every plaine 
With ftormy winters maitle white, 
And yet my dere fuch was my heate, 
‘When others freaze then did { {weate. 
And now, though on the funne I drive, 
Whofe fervent flgme all thinges decaics, 
His beames in brightneffe may not ftrive, 
‘With light of your fwete golden rayes ; 
Nor from my brefte this heate remove, 
‘The frozen thoughtes graven by love. 
He may the waves of the falt floode 
Quench that your beautie {et on fyre, 
For though myne eyes forheare the foode, 
"Phat dyd relieve the hot defire : 
*Such as I was, fuch will I be, 

Your owne, what woulde you more of me? 








‘A Song written by the Earle of Suxney, by a Lady 
that refufed to Dounce with bin. 


Ecue beaft can choofe his fere according to his 
mynde, 

And eke can fhewe a friendly chere lyke to their 
beaftly kynde; 


THE WORKS OF SURREY. 


A lyon faw I late as whyte as any fnowe, 
Which femed well to leade the race, his pert the! 
fame did thowe : 
Upon the gentle beaft to gaze it pleafed mes —" 
For ftill me thoughte be feemed well’of nob.c 
bloud to be, 
And as he praunced before, ftill feeking .or a make, 
As who would fay, there is none hate, [ trowe 
will me forfake; 
J might perceive a woolfe as white as whales hone, 
A fairer beaite, of frefher hue beheld I never nongs 
Save that her lookes were coy, and froward eke 
her grace, 
Unto the whiche this gentle beat gan him avaunca 
apace, 
And with a becke fall lowe he wowed at her feetp 
In humble wife, as who weukle fay, | ap oo 
farre unmeete. . a 
But fuch a fcornfull cheze wherewith fhe him 
rewarded, 
Was never feene J trowe the like to fuch as well 
deferved. 
{ With that the ftart afydewellneerea foot or twaine, 
And unto him thus gan fhe fay with | Apyte and 
: great difdaine, _ 
Lyon the faide, if thou hadeft known my mind 
before, 
‘Thou hadt not Spent thy éravaile thus, nor all 
thy paine for lore, [me, 
Do way Ulete thee, wete thou fhalt not play with 
Go range about, where thou maift finde fome 
meter fere for thee. 
With that he bet his tayle, his eyes hegan to fame, 
4 might perccive his noble heart, much moved by 
the fame. 
Yet faw I him refrayne, and eke his wrath affwage, 
And unto her thus gan he fay, when he was paft 
his rage. 
Cruel you do me wronge, to fet me ahus fo lighte, 
Without defert for my good will, to thew me 
thus defpyte ; 
How can ye thus entreate a lyon of the race, 
Vhat with his pawes, a crowned kynge devoured 
in the place. 
Whofe nature is to prey upon no fimple fonde, 
As long as he may fucke the fefh, and drink of 
noble bloud. 
If you be fayre and freth, am I not of your hue, 
And for my vaunt | dare well fay, my Blonds: 
not untrue, 
For you yourfelf have heard, it is not long agoe,, 
Sith that for love, one of the race dyd end “uis is 
life in wo. 
In tower ftrong, and hye for his affured truth, 
Whereas in tears he {pent his breath, alas the 
more the ruth, 
Thys gentle beafte fo dyed, whom nothing could 
remove, [love. 
But willingly to leefe hys life for lofs of his tru 
Uther there be, whofe lives do Finger ftill in payne, 
Againit their wills preferved are, that woulde 
have dyed fayne. 
But now I do perceive, that nought it mbveth you, 
My good entent my gertle heart, nor yey 
kinde fo true, 


on) 


HBut that your will is fuch, to lore me to the trade, 
. And other fome full many yeres to trace by craft 
is eye made. 
Apa thug belold our kyndes how that we differ 
fasre, 
I feek my ‘oes, and you your frendes do threten 
fill swith warre, ; 





1 faune where, I am fed, you flay, that fekes to you, 


J can devour no yelding prey, you kill where you 
fubduc. 
My kind is to defire the honour of the feild, 
‘And you with bloud do flake your thyrite on fuch 
+. as to you Felde : 
‘Wiherefore Lwonlte you wilte, that for your coy- 
ed lookes, 
man that will be trapt, nor tangled with 
‘fuch hookes, * 
And though fomeluft tc love, where blamyfull well 





they might, 
And to duch beaftes of current fort, that. would 
. . have travail bright; 


1 will obferve the lawe, that nature gave to me, 

‘To conquer fuch as will refift, and let the reft go 
freg: 

And asa faulcon free, that foreth in the ayre, 

Which never fed on hand nor lure, nor for no ftale 
doth care, 

While that I live and breathe, fuch fhall my cuf- 
tome be, 

In wildnefs of the woodes, to feck my prey where 

.  pleafeth me: 

Where many one {hall rue, that never made offence, 

Thus your refufe again my power, thall bote 
them’ no defence. 

And for revenge thereof, I vow and {wear thereto, 

< thoufand fpoyles I fhall commyt, I never thought 
to doe, 

And if to lyght on you my luck fo good fhall be, 

“I frall be glad to feed on that, that would have 
fed on me. 

And thus farewelle unkynd, to whom I bent and 
bowe, 

1 would you wift, the fhip is fafe, that bare his 
fayles fo lowe, 

Sith that a lyous hart, is for a wolfe no preye, 

With bloody mouthe go flake your thirft on timple 
fhepe I fay. . 

“With more defpyte and ire, than 1 can now ex- 

Pa preffe, 

“Which to my payne, though I refrayn, the caufe 

Ss. you may well guefs, 

As fot sccaufe my felf was auétour of the fame, 

St bootes me not that for my wrath, I thoulde 

difturbe the fame. . 





The faithfull Lover declarcth bis Paynes and b's une 
vevtaine Foys, and with oncly Lope resonfort fore 
what bis wofill beart. 


Ty care wo caufle men erye, why do not I come 
7 playne ? 

if eche man do bey 
ny pat 





hip wo, why fhew I not 


SONGES AND SONETTES, 


gos: 
Synce that amongit them all, I dare well fayis none; 
So farre from weal, fo full of woe, or hath more 
caufe to mone. ied 7 
For all thinges haveing life, fometime hath ‘quiec 
reft, on » (beats, 
‘The bearing affe, the drawing oxe, arid every othet 
The pealant, and the poft, that ferves stall affayes,’ 
‘The thip boy, and the galley fave, have tinte to 
take their eafe. - 
Save I, alas! whom care of force doth fo 
To wale the day, and wake the night, consingally. 
in payne. 
From penfivenefs to plaint, fram plaint to bitter’: 
teares, 
From teares, to paynfull playnt againe, and thus 
my life it weares. i 
Nothyng under the fun, that I can heare or fee, 
But moveth me for to bewayle my cruel deftyny.<” 
For where men do rejoyce (fince:that f¢annot fo}. 
I take no pleafure in that place, ‘it doubleth fn 
“s ‘woe. pats 
And when I hear the found of fong or inftrument, 
Methinke eche rune there dolefal is, and neg, 
me to lament; : ee 
And if | fee fome have theyre moft defyred fyghte 
Afts! thynke J, eche man bath weale fave I molt’ 
wofull wyghte. a 
Then as the firicken deere, withdrawes himfelf 
alone, : 
So de I feeke fome fecret place, where I may make: 
my moane, p 
There do my flowing eyes thew fourthe my melt 
tin ql B 
So the fremes of thofe two welles, sight well deg: 
clare my fmart. Bs cis 2 
And in thofe cares fo could I forcé my felf'a heat 
As ficke men in theyr thaking fittéa-procure thems 
felfe to fweate. 7 S 
With thoughtes that for the tyme do much ap-. 
peafe my payne, | 
But yet they canfe a farther feare, and brede my 
wo as ne. appere 
Methioke wah y thought I fee right inne 
My hartes delight, my forowes lethe, myne carthhy 
goddeffe here, ie 
With every (undry grace that I have feene her have; 
Yhus 1 within my wofull breft her picture paysit’ 
and grave 3 et 
And in my thought t role her beauties toa‘and fro, 
Her laughing chere, her lively looke, my heart 
that perced fo. ; : 
Her ftrangenes when I fued her fervaunt for to be, 
And what fhe fayde, and how fhe fmylde, when 
that the pitied me. 
Then comes a fudyane feare that rueth all my reft, 
Left abfence caule forgetfuines to finke within 
her brett. -|divyde, 
For when 1 thinke hew farre this earth doth as 
Alas, me femes love throws me downe, f fele how 
that I lide : 
But when i thinke agayne, why thould I thus mif-, 
truft, [jut 
So fwete'a wight, fo fad and wife, that is fo true and. 
For loth fhe was to jove, aud wavering is the not, 
The forther off the ¢ defyrde, thus lovers tve 
theyr kaos; 
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Seb THE WORKS 
‘Bo in dilpayre and boape plunged am | both up 


3: 3nd dawne, 
i the agen wind and wave, when Nep- 
SoS cai Ti to frowne, 
Hut as the watery Showers delay the raging wind, 
Bo doth good hoape cleane put away difpayre out 
; of my mynde 5 
~dend byddes for to ferve and fuffer patiently, 
“Yor what wot I the after weale that fortune wiles 
to me. 
, For thofe that care do knowe, and tafted have of 
: trouble, 
paffed is theyr wofull payne, eche joy thall 
feme them double : 
And bytter fendes, the now to make me tafte the 
as better, 
“The pleafant fwete when that it comes to make it 
: feem the fweter. 
And fo'determine 1 to ferve until my breath, 
“Yea rather dye a thoufand times than once to falfe 











When 





my fayth. 
And if my coole corps through weight of wofull 
fmart, [hare, 


Do fayle or faint, my will it is that {till the kepe my 

And when this careas here to earth fhall be refard, 

Ido bequeath my weried ghof to ferve her afCer- 
ward. . 





The meanes to attayne happy Lifes 


Mantrate the thinges that doe attayne 

"The happy lyfe, be thefe | fynde, 

The riches left, not got with payne, 

"The fruit(ul! grounde, the quiet mynde, 

The egal frend no grudge no frife, 

No charge of rule nor governaunce 5 
“Without difeafe the healthful lyfe, 

‘The houfhold of continuance, 

"Che meane dyet no delicate fare, 

"True-wifdome joynde with fimpleneffe ; 

‘The night difcharged of all cre, 

Where wirie the witte may not oppreffe, 

‘The faithfull wyfe without debate, 

Such flepe as may beguile the night, 

Contented with thine owne eftate, 

Ne with for death, ne feare his might. 


Praxfe of means and conflant oftate, 


OF thy lyfe Thomas, this compaile well marke 
Not aye with full failes the hye feas tw beste, 
Ne by coward dred, in honning itornies darke, 
‘On thallowe shores thy keel in pevill irct. 
«Who fo gladly halfech the golden meane, 
Woide of daungers advifedly hath his home, 
Wot with lothfome mucke as 2 den uncleaue, 
Nor palace like, whereat difdayne may glome. 
The lofty pyne the great wind often rives, 
‘With violenter fwey falne turrets ftepe, 
Rightnings aTiure the high mountaines and lives, 
#& hart well flayde, in cverthwartes depe, 


OF SURREY. 


Hoapeth amendes, in fwete, doth feare the fower; 
God that fendeth, withdraweth winter fharpe, 
No will not aye thus, once Phebus to lowre, 

With bowe unbent, fhall cefle and frametd ha=p, 
His voyce in ftrayte eftate appeare thoy” ftoute 
And fo wifely, when lucky gale of wiy'de 

All thy pult fayles thall fill, looke we}! about, * 
Take ina rift, hait is wat, proofe Athe finde. 


Praifis of certain Pfalmes of David tranflated by 3 
'T. W. the elder ‘ 


. Pa 
‘Tut great Macedon, that out of Perfia chaied” 
Darius, of whofe huge powers all Afie rong, -~ 
Inthe riche arke Dan Flomers rimes he placed, 
Wo feigned geftes of heathen princes fong, 

What holy grave, what worthy fepulchre 

‘To Wyates pfalms fhouldChriftians then purchafe ; 
‘Where be doth paint the lpvely faith and pure, - 
‘The ftedfat hope the {weete returne to grace. 
Of juft David by perfite penitence, 

Where rulers may fee in a myrrour clear, 

‘The bytter fruite of falie concupifcence, 

How Jewry bought Urias death ful deare. 

In princes hartes Gods {courge emprinted depe, 
Ought them awake out of their finfull flepe. 


Of the Death of the fame Sir T. We 


Drvers thy death do dyverfly bemore, 

Some that in prefence of thy livelihed 

Lurked, whofe breftes envy with hate had fwolne, 

Yield Ceafars feares upon Pompeus hed, 

Some that watched with the murderers knife, 

With eager thyrit to drinke thy giltleffe blood, 

Whofe practife brake by happy end of lyfe, 

With envious teares to heare thy fame fo good, 

But f, thot knew what harbred in that hed 

What vertues rare were tempred in that breft, 

Honour the place that fuch a jewel tred, 

And kiffe the ground wheras the corps doth ret, 

With vapourd eycs, from whence fuch ftreames 
avayle, 

As Pyramus did on Thifbes breft bewayle. 


Gf the fame. 


Wryat refteth here, that quicke could never reft, 
Whotedicaverily gyftes encreafeth by difdayne, 
And vertue fanke the deper in his breft. 

Such profit he by envy could obtayn, 

& hed, where witdom mifteries did frame, 
Whole hammers bet fty} in that lively braine, 
As on a ftythe, where that forne worke of fame 
Was dayly wrought, to turn to Britaines gayne. 

A vilage flerct, and milde, where both did 

growe, 
Vyce to contemne, in virtue to rejoyce = 
Amyd great formes, whom grace affured fo, 
fo live upright. and fmile at fortunes choyce, 


SONGES AND SONETTES. toy 


Acband, that taught what might he fayd in ryme 
That reft Chaucer the glory of his wit, 

A marke, the which (unparfited, for time) 
Some muay.approche, but never none fhall hit, 

A tong, that feryed in foreia realmes his king, 
Whofe court :ous talke to vertue did inflaine, 
Eche noble hart, a worthy guyde to bring 
Our Englith yeeth, by travayle unto fame. 























Hiro no age is content with Bis ewwne flate, and bew the 
a6 of Children is the huppief f they bad fill to 
underfland it, 


Lavo in my quiet bed, in ftady as I were 
f faw within my troubled head, a heap of thoughts 


: ‘ . appear, 
An eye-whote judgment none affect could blind, bs x 7 5 
Fricndes to allure and foes to reconcyle ; Acd Srey thooghe did thew fo lyvely in myne 
: 


Whole piercing looke did reprefent a mynde 
Wish vertue fraught, repofed voyde of guyle, 
A hart, where dreade was never fo impreft, 
: To hydethe thought, that might the trouth avaunce 
Tp neytiter fortune loft, nor yet reprett, 
ToGvell in welth, or yield unto mifchaunce, 
A valent corps, where force and beauty niet, 
“Happy, alas! too happy. but for foes, 
Lived, and ran the race, that nature fet, 
Of manhodes Shape, where the the mold did lofe, 
>But when to the heavens that fimple foule is fed 
Which left with fuch, as covet Chriit to knowe, 
Witnels of faith, that never fhal be dead ; 
"Sent for our health, but not received fo, 
Thus for our gilt, this jewel have we loft, 
The earth his bones, the heavens Ppoffeiie his ghoft. 


That now I fight, and then I fmilde, as caufe of 
thoughts did ryie, 

I fawe the little boy, in thought how oft that he 

Did wie of God, to feape the rod, a tall young: 
man to be, 

The young man eake that feles his bones with 
Paines oppreft 

How he would be a riche old man, to live and 
Tye at ret? [fore, 

The riche olde man that {ces his end draw on fo 

How he would be a boy againe to live fo much 

+ the more. [three, 

Whereat full oft 1 fmylde, to fce how all thole 

From boy to man, from man to boy, would chop 

“4. and change degree. 

And Paling thus, I think, the cafe is very ftrange, 

That man from wealth, to live in wo, doth ever 
fcke to change, . 

‘Thus thoughtfull as { lay, I fawe my withered feyn, 

How it doth thew my dented chewes, the fleth 
was worn fo thin, 

And cke my tothelefs chaps, the gates of my right 





Of the fame, 


In the rude age when knowledge was not tyfe, 


“IE Jove in Crete and other were that taughe, way, 
Arts to convert to Profite of our lyfe, That opes and fhuttes, as I de fpeak, do thus unto 
‘Wend after death to have theyr temples fought, me fay; 


The white and horith heres, the meflengers ofage, 

That thew like lines of true belief, thac this life 
doth affuage, 

Biddes the Jay hand, and fecle them hanging on 


If vertue yet no voyde unthankfull tymes, 
Fayled of fome to blatt her endlefs fame, 

+ A goodly meane both to deterre from crime, 
And to our fteppes our fequele to enflame : 


In dayes of truth if Wyates frendes them wayle, thy chin, 
"The only det that dead or quick may clayme, The whiche doth write to ages paft, the third now 
‘Phat rare wit fpent, employed to our avayle, COMIN, imme [tyme, 


Hang up therefore the bitte, of thy yong wanton 

And thou thet therein beaten art, the happiett life 
defyne : [toye, 

Whereat I fighed, and fayde, farewell my wonted. 

Truffe up thy packe, aud trudge from me to every 
little boy, 

And tell them thus from me, their time moit hap- 


Where Chritt is taught we led to vertues trayne. 
His lively face their breaites how did it freat, 
Whole cyndres yet, with envy they do eate, 





Of Sardancpalus difponorable life, and mijerabie death, 


. PY ts, 
THAsSIRIAN king in peace, with foule defyre, IE to theyr time they reafon had, to krow the 


And filehy luites, cat ftaynde his regall hart. truch of this, 
Jn warre that fhould fet Princely heartes on fyre, % . 
Did yeld, vanquitht for want of marcial arte,* — 


The dynt of fwordes from kifles femed ftrange, 
And harder, than his ladies fyde, his targe, 
From glutton feaftes, to fouldiers fare, a change, 
His helmet, farre above a garlandes charge, 

* Who feafe the name af manhood did retaine, 
Drenched in flouth, and womsnnith detight, 
Feble of fprite, impacient of payne, 

When he had loft his honour, and his tight 
Proud time of wealth, in formes appalled with 
_ dread, 3 
-Morthered himfetle, to hewe fome manfoll dede. 


Bonar of mibi quad bumiligfti me. 


Tue flormes are paft, thefe clouds are over blowne, 

And humble chere, Steat vigour hath repreft, 

For the defaulte is fee apayne for knowne, 

And patience graft ina determed brea, 

Aad in the heart where heapes of griefes were 
growne Zaks 

The fwete revenge has planted mirth and red, 

Mo company {> pleafant as mine owne, 
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‘Thraldom at large, hath made this prifon free, 
Danger well paft remembred workes delight, 

Of lingering doubles fuche hope is {prong pardie, 
‘That nought J finde difpleafane in my fight, 

Bat: when my giafle prefented unto me, 

‘The eurelefs wound that bledith day and night, 
‘To think (alas) fuch hap fhould graunted be; 
Watoa wretch that hath fo oft been thed, 

For Britapnes fake (alas) and now is ded. 





Exbortation to leatne by others trouble. 


My Ratclif, when thy recheleffe youth offendes, 
Receive thy fcourge by others chaftifement, 

For fuch calling, when it woorkes none amendes 
Thea; sare fent without advertifement ; 
Yet Sade fayd, the wronged fhall recure, 
But Wyat faid true, the fcarre doth aye endure. 





OF SURREY. 


The fanfie of a wearied Lover. 


The fanfy, which that [have ferved long, 

‘That hath alway been enemy to myne Zafe, 
Semed of late to rue upon my wrobg,, 

And badde me flye the caufe of my nuifcafe. 

And £ furthwith did preafe out of the throng, 
That thought by flight my pajnfull‘neart to pleafe 
Some other way, till I faw faith more ftrong, 
And to my felf 1 faid, alas, thofe dayes 

{n vain were fpent, to runne the race fo long. 
And with that thought, | met my guyde, fae 
plaine, > 
Out of the way wherein I wandered wrong” 
Brought me amiddes the hilles in bafe Bullayngy 
Wherein [ am_now, as reftlefs to remayn, , 
Againf my will, full pleafed with my payn. 


DIDO AND AENEAS GOING TO THE FIELD. oy 











DIDG AND AENEAS GOING TO THE FIELD * 


TRANSLATED FROM THF FOURTH BOOK OF YIRGi2’s ENEIDE. 















-— Arr the threthold of her chamber dore Environing the altars round about; fs 

Whe Carthage fords did on the quene attend ; - When that he walkes upon Mount Cynthus?-cag 

The trampling fleed, with gold and purple | His {parkled treffe repreft with garlandes fofte, 
trapt, : Of tender leaves, and truffed up in golde; 

Chawing the foaming bit ther fercely ftood. His quivering darts clattering behind his. rea! 

Then iflued the, awayted with great train, So freth and luttie dit ABneas femmes’ 

Clad in a cloke of Tyre embroider’d rich. But to the hills and wild ube they: conan, 

Her quiver hung behind her back, her treffe ‘From the rockes top the’ frwage tof; 

Knotted ih gold, her purple vefture eke Loc from the hills above, on thather flde, 

Buttnedewith gold, The Trojans of her train . | Through the wide lawns thy gah co: tele thd 

Before her g0, with gladfome tulus, . courfe. .  * 7 

4Eneas eke, the goodlieft of the route, The harteg likewife, in troops taking their 4 

Makes one of them, and joyneth clofe the throng. | Rayfing the duft, the mountain fatt forfake. 

Like when Apollo leaveth Lycia, The childe Iulus, blithe of his {wife fteede * 

His wintring place, and Xanthus' flood likewife | Amids the plain, now pricks by them, nome 

To vilit Delos, his mother’s manfion, thefe ; 

Repairing eft and furnithing her quire : And to encounter, wifheth oft in minde, 

‘he Candians and the folke of Driopes The foming®boar infteede of fearful beada, 

With painged Agatbyrfies, fhoute and crye, Or lion browne, might from.the bil Hebecmil, 








DIDO’S PASSION, AND ITS EFFECTES ON-THE RYSINGE CITIE, 


FROM THE SAME ROOK, 


-——Anp when they all were gone, Afcanius, trapped by his father’s forme. 
And the dimme moon doth cfte withold her light; { So to begile the love cannot be told! 
And fliding ftarres provoked unto flepe, The turrettes now arize not, eri begonne ¢ 


Alone fhe mourns within her palace voide, Neither the youth welde arms, nor they ayance 
And fits her downe on her forfaken bed: The portes, nor other mete defence for warr, 
And abfent him fhe heares, when he is gone, Broken there hang the workes, and myhty frame, 


And feeth eke. Oft in her cuppe fhe haldes } OF walles high railed, thretening the ikie, - 











* This and the two foliowing pieces, are now Printed, for the firft time, among Sarrey's Porm, 
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Over the tomb of Thomas Clere, Efqu, in Lambeth Church, was formerly a 
tablet with the following epitaph, written by the Earl of Surrey. 


Errraraiom Tuomz Crers, qui fato fun&us | Shekon for love, Surrey for Lord thou chafe, 
elt 1545, audlore Henrico Howard comice Surri- | Aye me while life did laft that Jeague was 
enfi, in cujus felicis ingenii fpecimen & fingularis | Tracing whofe Reps thou faweft Kvlfall btaz: 
facundia argumentum appen{a fuit, hae tabula | Launderfey burnt and batter’d Bulieyn's render, 
er W. Howard, filium Thome nuper Ducis Norf. | At Muttreil gates hopelefs of all recure 
Hii ejufdem Henrici comitis surrieniis. "\*Phine Earl half dead gave in thy hand his will, 
i ay! ; _ | Which caufe did thee this pining death procure 
Norfolke fprung thee, Lambeth holds thee dead, | Ere fummers four times feven thou couldft fulfill 
Clere of the Count of Cleremont thou hight, ~ | Aye Clere, if love had booted cave or cc t 
‘Within the wornb of Urmond’s race thou bred, , | Heaven had not wonne, nor earth fo timely loft. 
And faweft thy cofin crowned in thy fight ; re 
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POETICAL WORKS 


SIR THOMAS WYAT., 


Containing his 


sonmeErs, | IMITATIONS, = 
ErIsTLEs, A TRANSLATION, 


we, We. We 


To which is prefixed 


THE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR. 


They with the Mufes who converfed, were 
‘That princely Suaney, early in the time 
Of the Eight Henry, who was then the gre 
Of England’s noble youth. With him there came 
Wrvart, with reverence whom we ftill do name 
Amongft our poets: Bryan had a thare 
With the Wo former, which accounted are 
The time’s b=it makers, and the authors were 
Of thofe fail poems which the title bear 
OF Songes and Sonnettes, wherein oft they hit 
On many dainty paflages of wit, 
i. DRAYTON’S ELEGY TO REYNOLDS, 


EDINBURGH: 








PRINTED BY MUNDELL AND SON, ROYAL BANK CLOSE. 
Ann 1793. 











THE LIFE OF WYAT, 








Six Tuomas Wyar was the fon of Henry Wyat, Efq. of Allington Gaftle, in Kent, white he. 
was born, in the year 1503. He is commonly called the elder, to diQtingtith him froma his fon, oft 
the fame name, who raifed a rebellion in the reign of Queen Mary. ~ oo . 

He received the rudiments of his education at Cambridge, and afterwards went to Oxford, where. 
he completed his ftudies: But his chief and moft fplendid accomplithinents were derived from hig 
travels into various parts of Europe, which he frequetitly vifited in the quality of an envoy. 

He was the contemporary and friend of the accomplifhed and high-fpirited Earl of Surrey, A 
fimilarity, or rather famenefs of tafte and of purluits, as it is 2 préof, fo perhaps it waa the chief ced 
ment of that inviolable friendthip which fubfifted Bet@etn ‘thedi. pee * 

His wit and popular accomplifhments renderéd hiin one of cht Whitliant driiaments of the court 
King Henry the Eighth, which at leatt affected to’ be polite; and as Henry did not always ad tiga 
cruelty, and caprice, he was endeared to him, for his fidelity and fuccefs in the execiition oF pulpit 
bufinefs, his kill in arms, literature, familiarity with languages, and lively converfation. 

Wood, who degrades every thing by poverty of ftyle, fays, that “ the king was in a high nvaimei. 
delighted with his witty jes.” He is reported to have occafioned the Reformation by a joke, and ta 
have planned the fall of Cardinal Wolfey by a feafonable ftory. 

But he had almoft loft his popularity, either from an intimacy with Queen Anne Boleyn, whic 
was called’a connedtion, or the gloomy cabals of Bithop Bonner, who could not bear his politicaf’ 
Superiority, se iia tien y 

Yet his prudence and integrity, no lefs than the powers of his oratoty, juflified iinocencés: 
He laments his fevere and unjuft imprifonment, on that occafion, in a fonnet addreffed to the bianve 
and accomplithed Sir Francis Bryan; infinuating his folicitude, that although the wound woutd be” 
healed, the fear would remain; and that to be acquitted of the actafition, would avait but tire 
while the thoughts of having been accufed were itil frefh in his remembrance, 7 

He recovered his liberty and the king’s favour, and was wife enough not to interrupt his pleafures : 
his convenience, or his ambition ; but fpent mitch of his time at Allington Caftle, which he magni+ 
ficently repaired “ for the reception,” fays Jacob, “ of one of his noble fpirit and refined tafte of 
life; which were more fuperior to his anceftors than his ftately manfion, by the coftly reparations, 
exceeded the ancient ftru@ture.” 

In one of his epifiles to Poines, on the life of a courtier, his execration of flatterers and courtiers ig 
contrafted with an entertaining pidture of his own private life and rural enjoyments at Allington 


Cattle, 








This is the caufe that I could never yet 
Hang on their fleeves, that weigh, as thou maift fee, 
A chip of chaunce more than a pound of wit; 
This maketh me at home to hunt and hawhe, 
And in fowle wether ut my booke to fit; 

In froft and fhowe then with my bow to ftalke; 
No man doth marke wherefo I ride or B05 

In lufty teas at liberty I walke: 

And of thefe newes I fele no weale nor wo, 
Save that a clogge doth hang yet at my hele; 
No forte for that, for it is ordered fo, 

eepe both hedge and dike fal wele, 
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Tam not now in Fraunce, to judge the wine, &c. 
But {am here in Kent and Chriftendome, 
Among the-moufes, where I reade and rime. 


‘The * clogge” he complains of, probably alludes to fome office which he ftill held at court, and 
which fometimes recalled him, but not too frequently, from the country. 
7S feje’a common miftake of his biographers, that he died abroad of the plague, in an embafly to 
thes the Fifth. Being fent to conduét that emperor’s embaffador from Falmouth to London, from 
eager and a necdicfs defire of executing his commiilion with difpatch and punctuality, he caught 
“gbfever, by riding in a hot day ; and in his return, died on the road at Sherborn, in the year 1541, 
(athe 38th year of hisage ; and was buried in the great abbey church of that place. F 
The next year, Leland publifhed a book of Latin verfes on his death, intitled, Nanie in mortem 
i THiasi, with 4 wooden print of his head, after a painting of Holbein, and the following elegant 
Siftription: under the head 1 


Hiolbencs nitidé pingendi maximus arte, 
Effigiem expreflir graphice, fed nullus Apelles 
Exprimet ingenium felix, animumque Visti. 


His poems were printed by Tottell; in his editions of Surrey’ 's poems, of 3559 and 1565, under thé 
title of the Songer and Sonnettes x. Sir Thomas Wyat the elder, and reprinted, with the poems of Surrey, 
hy Dr. Sewel, in 1717; and afe now admitted, “for the fir tire, into a colle@ion of claifical En- 
gluh poetry. 

‘The poetical pieces of Wyat, and his friend Surrey, were in high reputation with their contempo- 

, aries, and for.many years afterwards. They are thus characterifed by Puttenham, the author of 
the old Art of Englith Poefie,” whofe opinion remained long as a rule of criticifm : Yn the lat- 
“ter end of the fame kinge’s (Henry’s) raigne, {fpronge up a new company of wit makers, of whom 

“Sir ‘Thomas Wyat the elder, and Henry Earle of Surrey, were the two cbieftaines ; who heving tra- 

Syniled into Italie, and there tafted the fweete and ftately meafures and ftyle of the {talian poefie, as 

 novifes newly crept out of the {chooles of Dante, Ariofto, and Petrarch, they greatly polifhed our rude 
sand homely | manner of vulgar poefie from that it had been before, and for that caufe may juitly be 
“fayd.the firft reformers of our Englith meetre and ftyle.”” And again, “ Henry Earl of surrey, and 
“Sir Thomas Wyat, between whom I find very little difference, I repute them (as before) for the two 

* @hief lanternes of light to all others that have fince employed their pennes upon Englith poefie s 

. ‘Phir conceits were lofty, theirfepits ftately, their conveyatice cleanly, their terms proper, their mee~ 
tre {weet, and well proportioned ; in all, imitating very naturally and fludioufly their maifter, Fran- 
cis Petrarch.” P. 48—s0. Edit. 1589. 

Leland is laviftria his praife, and {cruples not to compare him to Diinte and Petrarch : 


Let Florence fair her Dante juftly boaft, 

And royal Rome her Petrurch's number’d feet ; 
In Englifo Wyat, both of them doth coaft, 

In whom all graceful eloquence doth meet. 


« In Surrey’s clegy on the deacl: of Wyat, bis charaGer is delineated i in the following nervous and 
manly quatraines : 


A vifage fterne and mild, where both did growe; 
Vice to contemne, in vertuc to rejoyce ; 

Amid great flormes, whom grace uffured fo 

‘We Jive upright, and fmile at fortune’s choyee, 
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Ai toung that erved in forein realmes his king; 
Whofe courteous talk to vertue did enflame 
Eche noble heart; a worthy guide to bring 
Our Englifh youth by travail unto fame ; 


An eye, whofe judgment none affect could blitid'; 
Friend to allure, and foesto reconcile; 
Whofe perfing look did reprefent a minde 

With virtue fraught, repofed, void of gile. 


A hart, where dreade was never fo impreft 

‘To hide the thought that might the truth advance ; 
In neither fortune loft, nor yet repreft, 

To {well in welth, or yeld unto mifchance.— 


Thy fame, great Wyat, thall by all be read; 
‘What vertues rare were temper'd in thy bréaft ! 
“Honour that England fuch a jewel bred, 

And kifs the ground whereon thy corple did rift, 






It will be fuperflaous to tranferibe the panegyrics of his contemporarics, after’ 2hid: 
Sarrey, in which his amiable charaéter owes more to truth than to the graces éf ‘postrysorte:the 
flattery of friendthip, 

It is mentioned, to his honour, by Puttenham, that he co-operated with Siffrey in correcting the 
roughnels of our poetic ftyle. He certainly deferves equally of pofterity with Surtéy for. tive gil: 
gence with which he cultivated elegant literature. But in his poetical capacity, hefeems to age 
‘wanted the judgment of his friend Surrey, who, in imitatiag Petrarch, tefifted the Contagion: i 
conceits, He has more imitations, arid even ttanflations from the ledlian poets, thin cata 
feems to have been more fond of their conceit. He is confefledly inferior te hig this * 
numbers, perfpicuity of expreffion, and facility of phrafeology. Nor is he equal.to kite in cheigiae 
of fentiment, in nature and fenfibility. His feelings are difguifed by alfetation, anda Cie. 
taftic incongruities. His declarations of paffion are embarrafled by vwitand ftocy snd. hie fyb 
not intelligible, in proportion as it is carelefs and unadorned. 

His chief merit is of the moral and didaétit kind, His poems abound nitre in food feitfe; fatire, and 
obfervations on life, than in pathos and itnagination. ‘Yet there is a degree of lyric Gweetnefs in the 
lines to his Jute, in which the lover cimplaineth the untindne} i Of bi love ; and in the little ode, or rather 
epigram on his return from Spain into England, there: i¢ great fimplicity and Propriety, together 
with a flrain of poetic allufion. In the fatiric vein of his epifiles to Poines and Bryan, there isenath 
of the familiar elegance of Horace; a ftyle of writing which Cowper has caughe with Ered fuech, 
in his * Table Talk,” &c. &c. 

Among Wyat's poems, is an unfinithed tranflation, in Alexandrian verle, of the fong of Jopas, in 
the fir book of Virgil’s Aineid. Wyat’s and Surrey’s verfions from: Virgil, are the firk réegilar 
tranflations in Englifh of an ancient claffical poet. A verfion of David's Pfaims, by Wyat, is highty 
extolled by Surrey and Leland. But Wyat’s verfion of the Penitential Pfalmi; feems to he a feparate 
work from his tranflation of the whole pfaltery ; and probably that which is praifed by Surrey, ip 
the ode, intituled, Praifesf certaine Pfatmes of David, tranflated by Sir Tbovieas Wyat the elder. They were: 
printed in 1549. But this verfion, with that of Surrey, mentioned in his. life, is now lot. The: 
chara@ter of Wyat has received every poflible illuftration from Lord Orford aud Mi. Watton; after 
whole difcriminating touches, every ftroke from a cafual hand muf ferve rather to injure thanime 
Prove the likenefs, : % 

“ Itwas from the capricious and over-ftrained invention of the Italian poets,”’ fays Mr. Warton, that: 
‘Wryat was taught co torture the psffion of love, by prolix and incticatg comparifons, and ponatural 


allufions, I am of opinion, cht he miftook his talents, when in compliance with the mode, He be- 
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came a fonnetteer; and, if we may judge from a few inftances, that he was likely to treat any other 
fubject with more fuccefs thau that of love. His abilities were feduced and milapplied, in fabricar- 
ing fine fpeeches to an obdurate miftrefs. He appearsa much more pleafing writer, when he moralifes 
on the felicities of retirement, and attacks the vanities and vices of 2 court, with the honeft indigna- 
tion of an independent philofopher, and the freedom and pleafantry of Horace. Three of his epif- 
tles are profefledly written in this ftrain; and we mutt regret, that he has not left more pieces in 2 
Ly]g/OF compofition for which he feems to have been eminently qualified.” 

'o the poems of Surrey and Wyat, are annexed, in Tottell’s edition, thofe of Uncertain: Audiours. 

Viany of thefe pieces are much in the manner of Surrey and Wyat, which was the fathion of the 
‘times. They are all anonymous; but probably Sir Francis Bryan, Georye Boleyn Eazl of Roch~ 
ford, and Lord Vaux, contemporary rhymers and fonnetteers, were large contributers. ‘wo ef them, 
intituled, The Aged Lever renounceth Love, in which are three flanzas of the grave-digger’s fong in 
Shakefpear’s Hamlet, and The Affaulte of Cupide, &c. are the undoubted produgtion of Lord Vaux; 
© man of marvellous facility in vulgar making.” 

The merit of fome of thofe pieces is fu confidcrable, as to juftify a felection; and the reader 
owes tothe compiler of thefe narratives, whatever pleafure or difgutt he may have in finding a Speci- 
men of the firft printed poetical mifccllany in the Englith language in this collection. 

What has pleafed himfelf, he has undertaken to recommend to others; and as fenfe and genius 
are not wanting in the pieces he has endeavoured to preferve, it will not be fo much the fault of 
the writers, as of the the language, if they are not read with pleafure. 

‘The ftanzas, intituled, A Praifi of bis Ludie, have that elegance which refults from fimplicity. The 
thoughts fupport themfelves, without the affeAations of language ; and the compliments are fuch as 
would not difgrace tfe gallantry or the poetry of a polifhed age. Puttenham fpeaks highly of the 
* counterfait adtion” in Lord Vaux's Affaulte of Cupide; but there is more poctry in fome of the old 
pageants, than in the contrivance of the allegory of this pice. In the little ode intitled of bis mi/- 
tres M. B. much pretty defcription and imagination is built on the circumftance of a lady being 
named Bayes, Harpalus’s complaint of Pbiltidue’s love befiowed on Corin, is perhaps the firft exanrple in 
our language now remaining of the pure unmixed paftoral ; and for eafe of numbers, clegane of ru- 
ral allufien, and fimplicity of imagery, exceils every thing of the kind in Spenfer, who is erroneoully 
ranked ds our earlicit Englith bucolic, In the poem, intituled, Thet all things fometime finde cafe of their 
paine, fave only the lover, fowsc of the fanzas deferve attention for their firople beauty and native force 
of expreffion, In the ode, in which The lover in defpair lamenteth Lis cafe, there is moie pathos and fecl~ 
ing than in any other piece of the whole collection, The epigram, Qf a new married fludent, who 
was purfuing his ftudies fuccefsfully, but in the midft of his literary career, married unfortunately, 
contains a general joke on an untappy match. It is, perhaps, the fSirft pointed epigram in the Ene 
glith language; and may have fallen from the pen of Sir Thomas More, one of the be 
that age. In the elegant little ode, intituled, The Lover that once difdained love, &c. are the two lines aid 
to be written by Mary Queen of Scots, in a window, at Fotheringay caftle. 

From the toppe of all my truft, 
Mifhap hath throwen me in the duit. 

The unfortunate queen only queted a diftich applicable to her fituation, which fhe remembered in 

a fathionable collection of poems, perhaps the amulement of her youth. With che Songes and Sonncetes 








of Uncertain Auéieurs, the original editor has printed Senges woritten by N. G., the initials of Nicholas 
\Grimoald, who is the fecond Engiifh poet after Surrey that wrote in blank veric ; Sto which he added 
new ftrength, elegance, and modulation, As a writer of verfe in rhyme he yields to none of his 
contemperaries, for a matterly choice of chafte cxpreflion, and the coucife elegancies of didadic 
verfification. His peem in Praif of Meafure keeping has all the {martnefs which belongs to the mo- 
+ dern flyle of fententious poctry. The flanzas or the Nine Mufis are more poctical, aud yot fefs corre, 
His poems on the Death of Cicero, and the Deaid of Zoroas, are impregnated almoit throughout by a 

warmth of imagination, and the fpirit of pathetic poetry. 
kt would be unpardenable to difinifs the poetical works of Wyat unaccompanied hy thofe ad- 








1s of ancient genius, for which Englifa literature is highly inécbted to Richard Yot- 
cel period, collected aud preferved them from the geacral depredations of time, 
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And pardoned me, fins that I me repent, 
Of my laft yeres, and of my tyme mifpent. 

For youth led me, and falthod me mifguyded, 
Yet, this truft { have of great appearance, ~ 
Sins that deceyt ia aye retarmpble, 

Of very force it is ayreable, ee stiin, aa 
‘That therewithall be done thé red 

Then gyle hegiled, plain'd thould be newed 
7 And the reward is little'truft for ever... : 


The lover for foamsfflngl bidetb bis defire within bis 
+ fritiful heart, 











Tar long love, that in my thought I harber 
aind in my heart doth kepe his tefidence, 
Into my face preafeth with bold pretence, 
And there campeth, difplaying his banner; 
She that me learnes to love, and to fuffer, 
And willes*that my trait and luftes negligence 
Be reyned by reafon, thame, and reverence 
With his hardineffe takes difpleafure, 
Wherewith love to the hartes foreft he fleeth 
Leaving his cnterprife with paine and crye, 
And there him hideth and not appeareth, 
What may I do 2? when,my maifter feareth, 
But in the field with him to live and dye, 
For good is the lyfe, ending faithfully. 








The lover dferibeth bis being firiten ewith Sight of bi 
fove, 


Tue lively Iparkes, that iffue from thofe exen, 
Againtt the which there vaileth no def ere 
Have perft my hart, and done it BOR 5 
With quaking pleafure, mare than once or tite, 
Was never man could any thing devyfes 7 
Sunne beames to turne with fo great vehémen: 
To dafe mane fight, as by their bright prefence. -* 
Dafed am I, much lyke unto the'gyfe, 2 
Of one @riken with dint of lightening, “ 
Blind with the ftroke, and crying here and there; 
So call f for help, f not when or where, 

The payn of ai} fall paciently bearing ; 

For ihreight aiter the blafe {as is no wonder) 

Of deadly noy‘e heare! the fearfull thunder. 














The lover waxeth wyfer, and will not dye far affeen 
tion, 

Yer was I never of your love agreved, 
Nor never fhail, whyle that my life doth laft; 
But of hating my {elf, that date is paft, 
And tears continual fore hath me weried : 
Iwill not yet in my greave be buried, 
Nor on my tombe your name have fixed fag, 
As cruel caufe, chat did my {prite foon haft, 
From th’ unhappie bones by great fyghes ftyred; 
Then if an heart of amorous faith and-will 
Content your mind withonten doing grief, 
Pieafe it you fo to this to de relief, 
If otherwyfe you feke for to fulfyll 
Your wrath, you erre, and thal not as you wene, 
And you your felf the caufe thereof have bene. 


‘The wavering lover willeth and dreadeth to mvée Bis 
defire, 





Sucw vayn thought, as wonted to miflcad me 

In defert hope by well affured mone, 

Makes me from company to live alone, 

Iu following her, whom reafon biddes me flee, 
And after her my heart would fain be gone, 

But armed fighes my way do flop anone, 

Twixt hope and dreade locking my libertie, 

So fleeth fhe by gentle crueltie, 

Yet az | geaffe under di(dainfull brow, 

One beam of truthe is in her cloudy looke, A 
Which comforts the mind, that earft for fearthouke 
Phat boldeft frayght, the way then feeke 1 how 
Te utter forth the fmart thyde within, 

But fuch it is, E not how to degin, 


—— 


The atufed lower Jecth Bis faly, and intendeth to truft no 


more, 


a never fyle yet Ralf fo well yfyled, 
ea fyie for any dmithes enrent, 

As I was made a tyling inflrument, 

“fo frame other, while that | was beeyled, 

Lut reafon loe, bath at my fely fmyled, 





&s 


The lover having dreamed enjoying of bis love, complain 
eth that the dreame is not cither longer or truer. 


THE WORK 


Unsrastz dreame according to the place, 
Be Redfatt ones, or els at leaft be true, 
By tafted fweetnefle, make me not to rew, 
By good refped in fach a dangerous cafe. 
ee broughteft not her into thefe toffing feas, 
jut madeft my fpirit to live, my care tencreafe, 
‘My body in tempeft her delight tembrace, 
“The body dead, the fpryte had his defire, 
Painleffé was th’ onc, the other in delight; 
Why then, alas! did it not kepe it right, 
Bat thus returne to leape into the fyer. 
dated where it was at with, could not remainc, 
Such mockes of dreames do turn to deadly payne, 


he Lover unhappey, biddeth hopty lovers rejoice in Mays 


while be wayleth that month to bim moj} unluckely, 


Ye that in love find lucke and fwete abundance, 
And five in luft of joyful jolitie, 
“Aryfe for thame, do way your fluggardy, 
Arife, | fay, do May fome obiervance, 
Let me in beds lye dreaming of mifchaunce, 
Let me remember my mifhappes unhappy, 
That me betide in May mot commonty. 
As one whome love lift little to advance. 
Stephan faid true, that my narivitie 
Ailebanhese was with the ruler of May ¢ 

le geft (I prove) of that the veritie 
In May welth, and eke my wittes, I fay, 
Have ftand fo oft in fuch perplexitie, 
Joy, let me dreame of your telicitie. 





The lover confffth bimfelf in love with Phidiis. 


Ie waker care, if fodayne pale colour, 
Vf many fighes with little fpceche tf plaine, 
Now joy, now wo, if they my chere dittaine, 
For hope of fmal, if much to fear therefore, 
‘To haft or flacke, my pace to efile or more 
Be fygne do love, then tol love apaine = 

Hf thou atke'whome, fure fyns | did refraine, 
Brunet that fet my welth in fuch a ore ; 
Th’ unfained chere of Phyllis heth the pace 
"Phat Beunct had. fc hath and ever f.144, 
She from my felf new hath me in her grace, 
Bhe hath in hand my wit, my will 
My heart alone wel woorthy fhe dot 
Without whofe helpe fkant do I live a 

















Of ci 


Cesar when that 
With t honourabl: 
Covering his heart 
Playne with bis 







outward, as it is writ, 





8 OF WYAT. 


Eke Hanniball, when fortume him out thit 
Clene from his reigne, and all his entent, 
Lanught to his folke, whom forow did terment, 
His cruel difpite for to difgorge and quit, _ 

So chaunced me, that every paffion 

The mynd hydeth by colour contrary, 

With fsined vifage, now fad, now wery, 
Whereby if that I laugh at any feafon, 

Ip is becaufe Uhave none other way 

To cléake my care, but under {porte and play. 


Of change in minde. 


Ecre man me tel’th, } change moft my devife; 

Aud on my faith, methinke it good reafon ; 

‘To chaunge parpofe, like after the feafon, 

For in cche cafe to kepe ftitl one guife, 

{s mete for them, thac would be taken wyle, 

And Iam not of juch maner condicion, 

But treated after adivers fathion, 

And thereupon my diverfeneile doth ryfe, 

But you this diverfcneffe that biamen moft, 

Change you no more, but ftill after one rare, 

Treate you me welle, and kepe you in-that ftate, 

And while with nie doth dwell this weried 
ghoft, 

My woord nor f fhall not be variable, 

But always one, your own both firm and ftable. 


How the luver perifecth in bis delight, as the flye in the 


iets 


Some fowles there be that have no perfite fight, 
Aguinit the funne their cyes for to defend, 

And fome becatife the light doth them offend, 
Never appere, but in the darke or night ¢ 
Others rejoyce, to fee the fire fo bright, 

And wene to play init, as they pretend, 

But fend contrary of it, as they entendc, 

Alas of that fort, may I be by righr. 

For to withftand her looke | am not able, 

Yet can I not hyde me in no darke plac 
So followeth me remembrance of that f 
That with my teary eyen, fwolne, and 
My defteny to behold her doth me leade, 
And yct I know I runne into the glead. 





Acgainft bis tong that failed to utter bis fuiter, 


Ercause I ftill kept thee fro lyesand blame, 

And to my power alwayes the honowred, 

Unkind tongue, to ylihaft thou mé rendred, 

For fuch defere to do me wreke and fhame. 

[n nede of fuccour moft when that Tam 

To afk he rewarde, thou ftavdes lyke one afrayde, 
Alway moft cold : ard if one word be fayd, 

As ina dreame, unperfit is the fame: 

And ye falt teares, againft my will exch night, 
That are with me when 1 would be alone, 








SONGES AND SONETTES: 
‘Then are,ye gone, when I fhould make my mone, 


And ye fo ready fighes, to make me thright, 


Then are ye flacke, when that ye fhoulde outftart, 


And only doth my loke declare my hart, 


+ Défcription of the contraricus paffiozs in a lover. 


T Finpe no peace, and all my warre is done, 

I feare and hope, U burne, anid frefe lyke yfe, 

I flye aloft, yet can I not aryie, 

Ad nought I have, and all the world I feafon, 
“That lockes nor lofeth, holdeth me in prifon, 
And holdes me not, yet can I {cape no wyfe, 
Nor lettes me live, nor dye, at my devyie, 
And yet of death it geveth me occafion, - 
Without eye I fee, without tongue'l playne, 

I with to perith, yet atk for health, 

¥ love another, and I hate my felfe, 

I fede me in forow, and Jaugh in all my payne, 
Lo, thus difpleafeth me, both death and life, 
And iny delight is caufer of this ftrife, 


The lower compareth bis flate toa SPrippe in perilous 


forme toffed on phe fea, 
My gally charged with forgetfulnefle, 


‘through tharpe feas, in winter nightes doth paffe, 


Twene rocke, and rocke, and eke my foe (alas) 
That is my lord, ftereth with cruelneffe, 

And every houre, a thought in readineffe, 

As though chat death wer light in fuch a cafe, 
And endlefle wynde doth teare the fayle apace 
OF forced fighes and trufty fearfuineffe : 

a\ rayne of teares, a cloude of dark difdayne, 
Have done the weried coardes great hinderance ; 
‘Wretched with errour, and with ignorance, 

‘The ftarres be hidde, that lead me to this payne. 
Drounde is reafon that fhoulde be my comforte, 
And I remayne, difparing of the porte. 


Of daubtful lowe. 
Avysine the bright beames of thofe fayre eyes, 
Where he abides that mine oft 
wafheth 


“Lhe wearied mynde ftreight from the heart de- 


parteth, 
To reft within his worldly paradyfes 
And bitter tindes the {wete, under his gym, 


What webbes there he hath wrought, weil he 


pereeiveth, 


Wherby then with hymfelfe on love he playneth, 
‘That (urs with fyre, and brydleth eke with yle + 


In duch extremitie qrus is he brought, 
Frozen naw cold, and now he ftandes in flame, 


Twist wo and weaith, betwixt earnett and gaine, 


Wi-h feldome glad, and many a divers thought ; 
In lore repentance of his bardine2e, 
Gi tach # reote loe conmeth frute fruteleffe. 


moyftes and 


ak: 


‘The loser fooweth bow be is forfaben of fucB as be 
fometine enjoyed, co 


i + 
Tuxy fice from me, that fometime did me feke, 
With naked fote flaking within my chamber, 
Once have I fene them gentle, tame, and meke, 
‘Yhat now are wyld,.and do not once remember,» 
That fometime they have put themfelves in d& 


er, Seis i ose 
To take'bread at my hand, and now they range, 
Bufely fcking in continual change. aires 
Thanked be fertunc, it hath.been otherwyfe, . 
Twenty tymes better, but once efpeciall, . 
In thine aray, after a pleafaunt gyte,.. 4 
When her loofe gowne did from her fhoulders. 
‘fall, : 
And the me caught in her armes long and final! s. 
And therwithall, fo fwetely aid me kyfe, 

And foftly fayd, dear hearte, how like you thie? 
It was no.dreame, {for I lay brode awaking, 
But all ists Lae th ugh, my gentleneif, : 
Into a bitter fafbion of forfa¥ing, |. 

And I have leave to goe of hexgeai 
And the alfo to ufe new fangleneife,: 
But, fyns that { unkendly fo am ferved, 

How like yon this, what hath the now deferved'; 















The Lady to aunfwere direélly with Jea or nay, 


Mapame, withouten many woordes, 
Once I am fure, you will, or no: « rn 
And if you will, then leave. your bosrdes,. 
And ufe your wit, and thew it-fo. 

For with a beck you fhall me call, 

And if of one, that burnés‘alwaye, 

Ye have pitie, or ruth atall, 
Aunfwere him faire with ye ornay, 

If ic be nay, frendes as before, : 
You shall an other man obtayne, 

And I myne own, and yours no more. 


To bis love whom be bad kiffed againf Ber will, 


Atas, madame, for ftealing of a kiffe, oe 
Have [fo much your mind therin offended? * 
Or have I done fo gtievoufly amiffe, 

‘That by 10 meenes it may not be atnended ? 
Revenge you then, the readieft way is this, 
Another kifle my life it thal] have ended, * 
For, to my mouth the firit my hart did fucke, 
The next fhalt cleane out of amy breit it plucke. 





Of the jealous man lat loved the fome woman, and 
Spied this other fitting with her. 


Tur wandering gadling in the fommer tyde, 


That findes the adder with his rechles foote, 


Startes not ditmayde fo fodeuiy alyde, 
As jealous defpite did, though ther.wer no baste 


his 
Nhen that he faw me fitting by her fyde, 
"That of my bealth.is ver¢ crop and roote, 
It pleafed me shen te.have fo faire a grace, 
"To fling the.hart, that would have had my place. 


To bis love fromy whom ke had bis gloves. 


{Wuarr nedes thefe threatning wordes; and wafted 
winde : 

Al this cannot make me reftore my pray, 

“To robbe your good, ywis is not my mynde, 

Nor caufeleile your fair hand did L difplay, 

Let love be judge, or cls whom nest we finde, 

That may beth heare what you and I can fay, 

She reft my hart, and [a glove from her, 

Let us feg.then, if one be worth the other, 





Of the fayned frend. 


Rycur true it is, and fayd full yore ago, * 

"Take hede of him that by the back thee claweth : 

For none is worle than is a frendly fo, 

Though thee feme good, all thiag that the de- 
_ Titeth, 

Yee know it well, that in thy bofome crepeth, 

For many 3 man fuch fire oft times he kindleth, 

‘That with the blafe his beard hinvfelé he fngetb. 


Lhe lover taught, mifiruflerb allarcments. 


Ir may be good, lyke it who lift, 
Bat {do doubt who can nie blame ? 
For oft affured, yer have { mift, 
And now again t fear the fane + 
"The woordes, that from your mouth laft came, 
Of fodeyn change make me agaft, 
For dread to fali, 1 fhand not falt. 
Alas! [eread anendlefs male,  ~ 
That felse t? accord two contraries, 
And hope thus till, and nothing hale, 
Lnprifoned in: liberties, 
As one unheard, and fill that cries, 
Always thirtty, and nought doth tafte, 
For dread to fall | Mand not faft, 
Affared | doubt 1 be not fare, 
Should { then treft unto fuch furety, 
"bhat oft hath put the profs in ure 
And never yet have found it trultic. 
Nay, for in faych, it were great folly, 
And yet my je thus do U waft, 
For dread to fall 1 hand not fatt. 


The lover compluineth that his lave deth mot p 
Resouna my voyce ye woods, me heare me plzin, 
Both hiis and vaies cavfing reflection, 

ee ere eee) ences aren s gered ey 












THE WORKS OF WYAT. 


As judges lo to hear my exclamacion, 
Among whom ruth ([ finde) ye doth remayney 
Where 1 it eke, alas! there is difdayne. 

Oit ye rivers, to heare my wofuli found, 
Have ftopt your cours, and playnly to expreffe, 
Many a teare by moyiture of the ground, 

The earth hath wept to hear my heavineile; 

Which canfeleffe 1 endure without redreffes, 

‘The hugy okes have roared in the wynde, 

Eche thing me thought, complayaing .in their 
-kind. 

Why then alas! doth not the on me rue, 
Or is her heart fo hard, that no pittiey 
May in it finke, my joy for to renew ; 

O flosy hart, who hath thas framed thee 

So cruel, that art cloked with beauty, 

‘hat from thee may smo grace to me proceede, 
But as reward; death for to be my mede, 


The Lover rejoyftth againft fortune, that by hindering 
bis fuite bad bappely macde him forfeke bis folly. 


In faith I wote not what to fay, 


-Thy chaunces been fo wonderous, 


Thou fortune with thy divers play, 
That makeit the joyfull dolorous. 
Yet though thy chaine hath me enwrapt, 
Spyte of thy hap, hap hath well hapt, 
Though thou hait fet me for a wonder, 
And fekeft by change to do me payne, 
Mens myndes yet mayft thou not fo order; 
For honeftie if it remayne, 
Shall thine for al thy cloudy rayne; ‘ 
In vayue thou fekeft to have me trapt, 
Spyte of thy hap, hap hach well hape. 
In hindering me, me didft thon furthur, 
And made a gap, where was a ftyle, 
Cruel wiles been oft put under, 
Wening to lower, then didit hou fmyle. 
Lord, how thy felf thou didft begyle, 
Chat in thy cares would have me wrapt, 
But (pyte of hap, hap hath well hapt. 


A rinouncing of bardelie efeaped love. 


Farewe te the hard of cruelty, 
‘Though that with pain my liberty, 
Dear have { bought, and wolully, 
Finitht my fearejull trageay. 

Of force 1 muft forfake fuch pleafure, 
A gocd“caufe juft, fins 1 endure, 
‘herby my wo, which be ye fure, 
Shall therwith go me to recure, 

I fare as one cfcapt that ficeth, 
gone, and yet ftyll feareth, 
caught and fo dredeth 
nought his pain leferh 
In joyfull payn, rejoyce my hart, 
Vhus to futiayn of eche a part. 

Let net thisfong from thee aftart, 





a 


SONGES AND SONETTES. . Gay. 


‘The lover to bis bed, with dhferibing of bis unguiet fate 


Tue reftfull place, renuer of my fmart, 

The labours falve encreafing my forow, 

‘The bodies eafe, and troubler of my hart, 
Quteter of minde, myne unquiet foe, 
Forgeatter of payne, rememberer of my woe, 
"Che place of flepe, wherein I do but weke, 
Befprent with teares, my bed, I the forfake, 


The frofty fnowes may not redrefs my heate, 


Nor, theate of funne abate my fervent cald, 

1 know nothing to cafe my paine fo great 

Eche cure caufeth encreafe by twenty fold, 

Renewing cares upon my forrows old, 

Such overthwart effe@es in me they make, 

Befprent with teares, my bed for to forfake. 
But all for nought, ? find no better eafe, 

Jn bed or out, this moft eaufeth my paine, 

Where do I feck how beft that 1 may pleafe, 

My loft labour (alas) is all in vaya, 

My heart once fet, I cannot it refrayne, 

No place from me my grief away can take, 

Wherefore with teares, my bed I thee forfake, 


-_ 


Comparifon of love, toa flreame falling from the Alps. 
' Fwoms thefe hye hilles as when a fpring doth fall, 


At trilleth downe with ftill and Suttle courfe, 
Of this and that, it gathers aye and fhall, 


Till it have juft downe flowed to ftreame and 


force, . 
Then at the foote it rageth over aj]: 
So fareth leve, when he hath tane a cpurfe, 
Rage is his rayne, refidanee vayleth none, 


The firft efchue is remedy alone, 





Wyates complaint wpon leve te reafon, with loves 


aunfwere, 


Mene old dere enmy, my froward maiftcr, 
A fore that quene, I caufde to be acyted, 
Which holdeth the divine part of our nature, 


That like as golde, in fyre he moughe be tryed. 


Charged with a dolour, there Ime Prefented 
With horrible feare, as one that 
A wrongful death, and jutice alway feketh. 


And thus I fay’d: Once my left foote, madame, 


‘When I was yong, I fet within his raigne ; 
Whercby other then fyrely burning flame, 
i never felt, but many a grievous payne, 
Torment I fuffred anger and difdayne ; 


| That mine oppreffed Pacience was 


q 

And I mine owne life hated at the fat. 

Thus hitherto have I my tyme paffed 
In paine and fmart, what wayes is profitable, 
How many pleafant dayes have me efcaped, 
In ferving this falfe Iyer fo deceivable ? 
What wit have wordes fo preft and forceable, 
‘That may containe my great mifhappineffe, 
And jut complaintes of his ungentlenefic ? 








“Theoug! 











reatly dreadeth 


So {mall hony, much aloes, gad galt, 
In bitterneffe, my blinde life hath ytafted 
His falfe femblance, that turzeth 3s & ball, 
With fair and amorous daunce, made me be traced, 
And where ! had my thought and minde araced, 
From easthly fraylneffe, and from vaine pleafure, 
Me from my reft he togke.and fet in errour. 

God made he me regardleffe, than [ he, 
And to my felfe to sake right little hedes 
And far a womaa have I det at nought, 
Al other thoughtes, in this-énly'to fpede, 
And he was onely counfeler of this dede, 
Whetting alwayes my youthly fraile de: 
On cruel whetitone, tempered with fire: 

But (oh alas!) where had I ever wit ? 
Or other gift geven to me of nature? 
That fooner thal be changed my weried Sprite, 
Then the obitinate will, that is my ruler, 
So robbeth he my fredome with difplenfure, 
This wicked traytour, whom I thus aceufe, 
‘That bitter life hath turired in 

He hath me hafted, through dive 
Through defert weodes, and fix a hy m. ary 
Throvgh mrowsd People, and’ thrangh, Witter 
ions, a 
rocky feaspand over hilles and Plaines 
With wery travel, and with laborous ynes, 
Alwayes in trouble and in tedioufneffe, 

Allin ersour, and daungeroustdiftreffe, 
But nother he, nor fhe, my tother foe, 
For all my flight did ever me forfake ; q 
‘That though my timely death hath been fo flawe | 
That me as yet, it hath not overtake : ages 
The beavenly gods of pitie doe it flaké, 
And note they this his cruel] tyranny, . 
That feedes him, with my care, aud mifery, 
Sins I was his, hower refted pever, 
Nor looke to doe, and eke the waky nightes, | 
The ban:thed flepe may in no wife Tegover, 
By guyle and force, over my thralled {pites 
He is ruler, fins which bell never ftrikes, 
That I hear Rog as founding to renue 
My plaintes, “Himflf he knoweth that 1 fay 
true, : 

For never woormes old rotten ftocke have cate, 
As he my hart, where he is refident, a 
And doth the fame with death daily threaten, 7 
Thence come the teares, and thence the hitter 

torment, __ [oent, 
The fighes, the woordes and cke the languith. 
That ney both me, and Paraventure other, 
Judge thou that knoweft the one and eke the other, 

Mine adverfaric with fuch §revous reproofc, 
Thus he began, Hear lady the other part: 

That the plain trouth, from which he draweth 
aloofe, 

This unkind man may thew, ere that [ part, 

In his yong age, I tooke him from that art, 

‘That felleth woordes, and make clattering knight, 

And of my wealth I gave him the delight. 

Now thames he not on me for to complaine, 
That held him evermore in pleafant payne, 

From his defire thae might have been his Payne, 
Yet therby alone I brought him to fome frame; 
Which now as wretchednes, he doth fo blame, 











ae 
And toward honour quickned 1 his wit, 
Whereas a datiard els he mought have fit. 
He knowed bow great Atride that made Troy 
freat, 
And Hannival to Rome fo troubelous, 
Whom Homer honoured Achilles‘that great, 
And th’ Affricane Scipion the famous, ‘ 
And many other, by much honour glorivus, 
Whotfe fame and acies aid lift them up above, 
J did let fall in hale difhonedt love. ‘ 
And unto hire, though he unworthy were, 
Ichofe the bett of many a miilion, ; 
‘Tha: ander funne yet never was her pere, 
Of wifdom womanhod, ard of difcrecion, 
And of my grace | gave her fuch a facion, 
‘And eke fun way I taught her for to teache 
"That never bafe thought his hart fo hie might 
reache, 
Ever nore thus to content his maiftreffe 
"That was his oniy frame of honettie, 
¥ ftirred him {ull coward gentlenefle, 
‘And caufed him to regard fidelivie 5 
Pacience | taught him in adverfiries 
Such vertues learned he in my great fchoole, 
‘Whereof repenteth now the ignorant foole, 
Thefe were the fame deceites, and bitter gall, 
"That | have ufed, the torment and the anger, 
Sweter than ever did to other fall, 
Of right goud {ved, ill fruite lo thus I gather, 
And fo fhall he that the unkinde doth further ; 
A ferpent nourish 1 under my wing, 
And now of nature ginneth he to fting. 
‘And for to tcl} at Jatt, my great fervice, 
From thoufandes difhonefties have thin: drawen, 
That, by my meanes, him in no manner wyfe, 
Never vyte plealure once hath overthrowen, 
Wherin his dede, fhame hath him alwayes gnawen, 
Doubting report that thould come to her eare, 
Whom now he blames, her wonted he to feare; 
What ever he hath of any honeft cuftome, 
Of her, and me, that holds he every whit, 
But lo, yet never wes ibere neightly fantome, 
Go farre in errour, us he ix from his wit, 
"Y'o plain on us, he ftriveth: with the bits f 
Which may rule hin, and do hin: eafe, and paine, 
And in ony hower, make all his gricfe his gaine, 
But one thing yet chere is above all ether, 
¥ gave hit winges, whore 
"fo honour and fame, atid fie woulde to hygher, 
‘Then mortal things, above the Marry tkye; 
Confidering the pleafure, that an cye : 
Might geue in earth, by realon of the love, ' 
What thould that be, that jatteth fill above ? 
‘And he the fame himlelf hath fad"ere this, 
But now, forgetten is both that avd f, 
"Phat gave him ber, his only wealth and bliffe, 
And at this woord, with deadly fhreke and erye + 
"Thou gave her once ( quod 1) but by and by 
"Thou took her ayen from me. that woworth the 
Not J, but price, more worth than thou (quod he.) 
At laft, eche other for bimf-i!, concleded, 
T trembling fill, but he, with {mall reverence, 
JLo, thas, as we eche dthcr have acented, 
Dere lady now we wayte thene only tentence 5 
She fnuiling, st the whifted audience, *- of 
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I liketh me, quod the, to have heard your quefli 
But longer time doth afke a refolution. * : 








The lovers forrowfull flate maketh bim write forrowfult 
fanges, but foucbe, bis love may change the fame. 


MartLz no more althé, - 
The fongs, I fing do mong 
For other life then woe, 

I never proved none. 

And in my heart alfo, 

Is graven with letters deepe, 
A thoufand fighes and mo 
A flod of teares to weepe, 

How many a man in fmart, 
Find a matter to rejoyce ! 

How many a morning hart, 
Set forth a pleafant voyce + 
Play who fo can that part, 
Nedes muft in me appere, 
How fortune overthwart 
Doth caufe my morning chere, 

Perdy there is no man 
If he faw never fight, 

That perfitly tell can, 
The nature of the light. 

Alas, how fhould { than, 
‘That never taft but fowre, 

But do as I began, 
Continually to lowre, 

But yet perchance fome chance, _ 
May chauce to change my tanec, 
And when (fouch) chance doth chance, 
Then {ball I thanke fortune, 

And if i have (fouch) chance, 
Purchance or it be long, 

For (fouch) a pleafane chance, 
To fing fome pleafant fong. - 


Pan rare 
The kiver complainetb bimfelf forfuken, 


Wuree fhall I have at mine own wil, 
‘Yeares to complaine, where fhall I fet 
Such fighes, that I may figh my fill, 
And then again my plaintes repete?  - 
For though my plaint fhall have none, 
My tares cannot fuffife my woe lend, 
"fo mone harm, have Ino friend, 

For fortunes frend is mifhappes foe. 
Comfort (God wot) cls have I none, 
But in the wind to waft my wonrdes, 
ought moneth you my dedly money: 
But fill you turn it into boordes : 

1 fpeak not now, to move your heart, 
‘That you fhould ruc upon my pain, 
‘The fentence geven may nc revert, 

1 know fuch labour were but vain, 

But fens that I for you (my dere). 
Haye loft that thing, that was my belt, 
Arighs fntail lofs it muft appere, 

} Lo lefe thefe woordes, and all the re. 
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But though they fparkle inthe wind, 

t fhail chey thew yar Euihed fayth, 
chogeturaci eo his kum, 
to Lpke: rroverbe faith, 
d me avance, 
Me: wam, and could not drowne, 
TAY, l, bat my mifchaunce ' 
D4 hie me P tg throw me dewne. 
Acs! you with her, of erurlnefs, 
Did fet your foole upon my necke, 
Me, and my welfare to opprefs, 
Without offence your heart to wreke. 
Where are your pleafant woordes jalas} 
, Where is your faith, your ftedfaftnefs ? 
‘There is no more but all doth pafs, 
And [am left all comfortlefs, i 
Bat fins fo much it doth you greve, 
And alfo me my avretched lyfe, : 
Have here my trouth nought fhall relieve, 
But death alone, my wretched ftrife, 
Wherefore farewell, my lyfe my death, 
My gayne, my loffe, my falve, my fore, 
Farewel alfo, with you my breath, “"" 
hor lam gong for evermore. 






















\ Of bis love that pricked ber, rfinger wit a nedle, 


Sur fate and fowed that hath done me the wrong, 


‘Whereof I plain, and have done many aday, 


And, whilit the heard my plaint, in piteous fong, 


She wifht my heart the fampler, that it lay. 


The blind maifier, whome 1 have ferved fo long, 


Gradging to heare, that he did heare her fay, 
Made her own weapon do her finger blede, 
To fecle, if pricking were fo good indede, 





AU the fam, 


Whar man hath hearde fuch crueltie before, 
‘That, when my plaint remembred her my wo, 
That caufed it, the gruell more and more, 
Withed eche ftich, as the did fit and fow, 

Had prickt my heart, for to encreale my fore; 
And as E thinke, the thought that had been fo, 
For as fhe thought, this is heart in dede, 

She pricke hard, and made herfeif to blede. 





Requef to Cupide for revenge of bis unkind love. 


Beworp love, thy power how the defpyfeth 
My grievous payn, how little the tegardeth 
‘The folemne othe whereof the takes no cure, 
Broken the hath, and yet the bydeth fure. 

Righe at her eafe, ald little thee the dredeth, 
‘Weaponed thou art, and fhe unarmed fitteth ; 
‘Yo the difdainefule, all her lyfe the leadeth 

‘To me fpitefule, without jul caufe or weafuré : 
Behold Love, how proudly the triumpeth, 

i am in hald, bat if the pittie meveth, 





Go, bed thy bow, that ftony hartes breaketh, 

And with fome froke, revenge thé great diiplea- 
fure; ~ 

Of thes, and him that forow doth endure, 

And as his lord the lowly her entreateth, 





Complains for true love unrequited.: 


Wuar vaileth trouth, or by it to take pain, 
To itrive by ftedfatanefs, for to attain ; 

How to be juft, and fice from doubleneffe, 
Since all alike, where ruleth craftineffe, 
Rewarded is both crafty, falfe, and plain? 
Soonett he fp: des, that matt can lye an faines 
“Prue meaning hart is had in hyghe difdaine ; 
Againft deceit and cloked doubleneife, 

What vaileth trouth, or perfe& ftedfattneffe, 
Deceived is he, by falfe.and craftie train, 
That meanes no gile, and faithful! doth remaing, 
Within the trap, without help or redreife, 
Bur for to love, lo, fuch a ftern maiftreffe, 
Where crucltie dwells, alas ic were in vain. 





The lover that fled love, now folowes it with 
bis barme, , 


Sometime I fled the fire, that one fo brent, 
By fea, by land, by water, and by winde, 
And now the coales I folow, that beguent, : 
From Dover to Caies, with willing minde, 
Lo how defire is both {prong, and {pent, 
Aud he may fee, thar whilome was fo blind, 


| And all this labour Jaughes he now to feorne, 


Meuthed in the briers, that ert was onely terne. . 





Thelover bopeth of ‘better chaunce, 


He is not dead, that fometime hada fal, 

‘The fun returnes, your hed was under clowde, 

And when fortune hath fpit out all her gail, 

V truft, good luck to me thal be allowed. 

For 1 have fcen a fhip in haven fal, +. 

After that florme hath broke bothe matte and 
throud, 

The wellow eke, that ftoupeth with the winde, 

Doth rife again, and greater wood doth binde, 





Tbe lover compareth bis bart to the overcharged gone, 


Tue furious gonne, in his moft ragyng yre, 
When that the boule is rammed into fore, 

And that the flame cannot part from the fier, 
Crackes in fender, and in the ayer do rore 

The thevered peces: fo doth my defire, : 
Whofe flame encreafeth ye from more to more, 
Which to let out, I dare not loke, nor fpeke, 

So inwarde force my heart doth alto breake, 


6x6 


The lower fufpe sd of change, praicth that it be not 
beleved againft bint 


cusp thongh I be, without defert, 

Sjth noae can prove, believe it not for trues 
For never yet, fince that you hed my hart, 
Intended I to falfe, or be untrue. 

Sooner I would of death fuftain the fmart, 
Than breake one worde of that I promifed you, 
Accept therefore my fervice in good part, 
Nene is alive, that can il tongue elchew, 
Hold them as fulfe, and let not us depart, 
Our friendfhip old, in hope of any new. 
Put not thy truft in fuch as ufe to faine, 
Exccpt thou minde to put thy frend to pain. 


Ac 


Lhe lover abufed renounceth Loree 


My love ta fcorn, my fervice to retain, 
"Therein me thought you ufed crueltie, 

Since with good will { loft my libertic, 
Might never wo yet caufe me to refraine. 
But only this, which is extremitie, 

To give me nought (alas) not to agrees 
“Phat as U was your man, T might remaine, 
Put fince that thus ye Jit to order mee, 
*ghat would have been your fervant true and faft, 
Difpleafe you not, my doting time is paft; ~ 
‘And with my loffe to leave I muft agree, 
For as there is a certaine time to rage, 

Bo is there time fuch madnes to aflwage. 


—— 


be lever proflfth bieelfe enfant 


Wirt my breft I never thought it gaine, 
Of gentle mindes the fredome for to lofe, 
Not.in my hart fank never fuch diflaine, 
‘To be a forger, faultieffe for to difclofe. 
Nor can not I endure the truth to glofe, 
‘To fer agloffe upon an earneft paine, 

Nor [am not in aumbre one of thofe, 

"That lift to blow, retreate to every traine. 


— 


Lhe lover fendeth bis complaintes and teares #0, a fue for 
, graces 


Passe forth my wounted cryes, 
"Thofe crugl eares to pearce, 
Which in moft hatefull wife, 
Do fill my plaintes reverfe. 
Doe you, my tearcs alfo, 

So wot her barrein heart, 

"That pitie there may growe, - 
And crucltie depart. 

For though hard rocles among 
She femes to have been bred, 
‘And of the tigre long. 
Bene nourithed and fed. 





































THEWORKS OF WYAT. 


Yet fhall not nature change, 

If pitre once win place, 

Whom as unknowne and ftrange, 
She now away doth cafe. 

‘And as the water foft, 
Without forcing or ftrength, 
Where that it falleth oft, 

Hard ftones doth pierce at lengthy 
So in her ftony heart, 

Mv plaintes at lat fhall grave, 
And rigour fet apart, 

‘Winne graunt of that I crave. 

Wherefore my playntes prefent 
Stil fo to her my fuit, 

As ye through her affent, 
May bring to me fome frute. 
And as fhe fhall me prove, 
So bid her me regards, 

And render love for lovey 
Which is a juft reward. 


——e 


Tbe lovers cafe cannot be hidden, barweute be differbley 


Your lokes fo often caft, 
Your eyes fo frendly rolde, 
Your fight fixed fo faft, 
Alwaies one to beholde + 
‘Though hide it faine ye woulde, 
It plainly doth declare, 
Who hath your hart in hold, 
And where good will ye bare. 
Faine would ye find a clake, 
Your brenning fire to hide, 
‘Yet both the flame and fmoke 
Breakes out on every fide. 
Ye cannot love fo guide, 
That it no iffue winne, 
Abrode nedes mutt it glide, 
That brennes fo hotte within: 
For caufe your felf do wink, 


"Ye judge all other blinde, 


And fecret it you think, 

Which every man dothe finde. 

In waft of fpend ye winde, 

Your felf fn love to quit, 

For agues of that kinde, 

Wyll thow, who hath the fit. 

Your fighs you {et from farre, 

And all to wry your wo, 

Yet are ye ner the narre, 

Men are not blinded fo. 

DepePy oft fwere ye no, 

But all chofe othes are vaine, 

So well your eye doth fhew, 

‘Who putts your hart to paine. 
Thinke not therefore to hide, 

That ftill it felf betraies,  « 

Nor feke meanes to provide, 

To dark the funny dayes. 

Forget thal wonted wayes, 

Leave of fuch froowning cheres 

There will be found no fraies, 

To ftop a thing fo clere, 
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i not to b. difisined, ior refifed, 


mifirufied, nor forfalens 


Disparne me not withour defert, 
Aor leave me not fo fodeynly, . 
SiXce well ye wot, that in my hert, 
Tnthane ye not but honeftly. 

Refufe me not without caufe why, 
Nor think me not to be anjuft, 


This lover fr 


“Since that by lott of fantafie, 


This careful knot nedes knit I muft. é 
Miftrut me not, though fome there be, 
‘That fain would fpot my ftedfaftnetle ; 
Beleve them hot, fins that ye fe, 
Therprofe is not, ay they expreffe. 


” . -Forfake me not, till { deferve, 


Nor hate me nbdi, till | ofende, 

Deftro} me not, till that I fverve, 

But fins ye know what Tentende. 
Difdaine me not, that am your owne; 
efufe me not, that am fo true, 

Mittvuft me not till all be knowen,. 

Forfake gue not; now for no new. 

a 


i The lover lamentesh Lis oflate, with fute fot graits 


-For want of will in waTplaine, 


Under colour of fobcrnefs, 

Renewing gwith my fute my paine, 
My wan hope with your fledtuitneffe, 
Awake thercfore of'gentlenefle, 
Regard at length, 1 you reqaire, 

My fwelting paines of my defire. 
Betimes who geveth willingly, | 
Redoubled thankes aye doth deferve, 

And I that fue unfainedly, 
In fruitlefle hope alas do {terve, 
How great my caufe is for to fwerve, 
And yet how ftedfuft is my fute, 
Lo! here ye fee, where is the frure. 

As hounde that hath his keper loft, 
Seke I your prefénce to obtaine, 
3n which my hart deliteth moft, 
And thall delight thongh I be flain, 
You may releafe my hand of paine, 
Lofe then the care that makes me crie, 
For want of help or els | dye. 

I dye though not incontinent. 
By proceffe yet confumingly, 
¥s walt ef fire which doth relent 
If you as wilfull will deny, 
Wherefore ceafe of fuch cruelty, 
And take me wholy iz your grace, 
Which lacketh will to change his place, 


The lover waileth bis changed jayer, 
Ir every man might him avaunt, 


Of fortunes Triendly chere, 
Vox, 1. 


675 


Je was my felf ¥ muft it graunt, 
For i have bought it dere, 
And derely have 1 held alfo 
‘The glory of her name, 
In yielding her fuch tribute lo, 
As did fet forth her fame. ‘ 
Sometime | ftood fo in her grace, 
"That as { would require, 
Ech joy I theught did me embrace 
That furdered my defire, 
And all thefe pleafureslo! had 1, 
‘That fancy might fupport, . 
And nothing the did me deny, , 
That was unto my comfort. 
Thad (what would you nrore perdi-) 
Ech grace’that I did crave, 
‘Thus fortunes will was unto me, 
All thing that 1 would have, 
But all to rathe, alas! the while, 
She built on fach a ground, 
In little fpace, to greate a guile, 
j.In her now have | found. 
For fhe hath turned fo her whele, 
That I, unhappy man, 
May waite the time that I did fele, 
Wherewith the fed me then, 
For-broken now are her beheftea, 
And pleafant lookes the gave, 
And therefore now all my requeftes, 
From perill cannot fave. 
Yet would { well it might appere 
To her my cheife regard, 
Though my cdefertes have been to dere 
To merit fuch reward. : 
Sins fortunes will is now fo bent, 
‘Yo plague me thus pore man, 
1 mutt iny felf therewith content, 
And bear it as E can. 





‘Lo bis love that bas given anfivere of rifsfM. 


Tue aunfwere that ye made to me my deare, 
When I did tue for my pore hartes redrefle, 
Hath fo appalde my countenance, and my cheré, 
That in tiis cafe, 1 am all comfortleffe, ~ 

Sins { of blame no caufe can well exprefs, 

I have no wrong, where I can claim no right 
Nought tane me fro, where I have nothing had, 
Yet of my wo, I cannot fo be quite, 

Namcly fins that another may be glad 
With that, that thus in forrow makes me fad. 

Yet none can claime (I fay) by former graunt 
That knoweth not of any graunt at all. * 

And by defert, I dare well make a vaunt, 
Of faithfull will, there is no where that fhall, 
Beare you more trueth, more ready at your call. 
Now good then, cali againe that bitter word, 
That toucht your frend fo nere with plagnes of 
paine, Sy 
And fay my dere that it was faid in bord, 
Late or to fone, let ir net rule the gaine, 
“Wherewith free will doth true defert rets: 
ORE Sie it 
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Lo his lasdie, cruel aver her yelden lover. 


Sucu is the courfe that natures kind hath wrought, 
‘hat fnakes have time to ca away their tings, 
Againtt chain’d prifoners what nede deferce 
fonght, A 
The fierce lyon will hurt no yicldiag things; 
‘Why fhould fuch {pig ht be nurfed then by theughts, 
Sith ail thele powers ate pret under thy wings, 
Andeke thou feeft,and reafon thee hath taught, 
What mifchiefe malice many wayes it brings, 
Conidcr eke, that {pite avayleth nought, 7 
‘Therefore this fong thy fault to chee it fings + 
Difpleafe thee not, for faying thus (me thought) 
_ Nur hate thou him from whom no hate forch 
fprings, 
For furies that in hell be execrable, 
For that they hate, are nade moft miferable. 








The lover complaineth that deadly ficknefs cannot help his 
: affettion. ; 


‘Tue enemy of lyfe, decayer of al! kinde, 

“hat with his cold withers away the grene 

‘This other night me in my bed did fynde, 

And offer'd me to ryde me fever clene, 

And f did graunt fo did dilpair me blinde, 

He drew his bowe with arrowes fharp and kene, 
And flroke the place where love had hyt betore, 
And drave the fyrit dart deper more and more. 


” Lhe lower rejoyceth the enjoying of bis love, 


Once as methought fortune me kift, 
And bade me atk what I thought beft, 
And I fhould have it as me ly(t, 
‘Therewith to fet my hart at ref. 
Tafcgd but my ladyes hart, ° 
"To have forevermore myne owne, 
"Then at an end were al! my fmarr, 
"Chen thould Lnede no more to mons 
‘Yet for all that a flormy blaft, 
Vail overturn’d this goodly nay + 
And fortune femmed at the laft, 
"phat to her promife the faid nay, 
. But like as one out of dilpaire, 
"Yo fodeyne hoape revived 1; 
Now fortune fheweth her feife fo fayre, 
‘That J content me wonderily, 
My moft defyre my hand my reaeh, 
‘My willis alway at my hande, 
Me nede not long for to befech, 
Her that hath power me tv comande. 
What earthly thing more can I crave, 
What would Lwith more at my will; 
Nothing cn earth more would f have, 
Save.thar [ have, to have it sHL 
For fortune now hath kent her premefle, 
Ja graunting me my mof dulyre, 
Of my foveruigne {have redreG, 
And! content me with my hyre. 
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The lover cumplainsth the unkindaeft of bts lots 


My lute awake perform the laft 
Labour that chou and I hall waft: 
And ende that t have now begunne, 
And when this fong is fong and patt, 
My lute be fiyil for I have done. 

Asto be heard where eare is none, - 

As leade to grave in marble ftone, 
My fong may pearoe her hart as feon, 
Should we then figh, or fing, or mone, 
No, lo, my late, for } have done,” 

The rocks do not fo cruelly, 
Repulfe the waves continually, 

As fhe my fuite and affection + 
So that Lam paft remedy, 
Whereby my lute and I have done. 

Proude of the fpoyle that thou hat gottey 
Of fimple hearts through loves thot, 

By whome unkind thou haft them wonne, 
‘Think not he hath his bow forgott, 
Although my lute and Ihave done. 

Vengeance fhall fail on thy difdaine 
That makett hut game on earneft payne, * 
Think not alone under the fean, 

Unquit to caufe thy lovers playne, 
Although my lute and { have done. «+ 

May chanced thee lye withred and old, 

In winter nights chat are fo cold, 
Playing in vaine unto the moon, 
Thy wifhes then dare not be told, 

Care then who liit for thave done, 

And then may chaunce thee to repent, 
The time that thou haft loft and fpent, 
To caufe thy lovers fighe and fwone, 
Then fhale thou know beanty bat lent, 
And with and want as | have done. 

Now ceafe my lute this is the laft, 
Labour that thou and [ fhail wait, 

And ended is that we begonne, 
Now is this fong both foug and paft. 
My lute be ftiii for 1 have done, 





How By ap Afi be found bat bis lifeand deatbe 


Nature wat gave the bee fo feate a grace, 
‘Yo findethoney of fo. wondrous fathian, 

Hath sGught the {pyder out of the f2me place, 
To fetch poyfon by ftraunge alteration. 
‘Though this be ftrange, it is a ftranger cafe, 
With one kifs by fecre: operation ; 

Both thefé at once in thofe your lips to finde, 
{n changé whereof, | leave. my hart behinde., 





The lover deferibeth his being take with fight of bis 
love. he 


Unwarety fo was never no man taught, 
With ftediaft looke apon a goolly face, 
As | of late, for fodaynly me thought, -__ 
My hart was corns out of his piace. 
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, Thoréw mine eye the firoke from hers dyd flide; 
And down diredlly to my heart it ranne, 
In help whereof the blood theretu did glide, 
{And lefe my face beth pale and wanne. ? 
Then was! lke a man far wo amazed, 
ike the fowle that flyeth into the fyre, 

jee that l upon her beauty gafed, 
The\more I burned in my defire, 
. Anon the dlood ftart in my face agayne; 
Inflam’d with heat, that it had at my hart, 
And brought therewith throughout in every veine, 
A quakeing heat with pleafant fmare. 

Then was like the flraw, when that the fame 
4s driven therein, by force and rage of wynde. 
I can not teil, alafs! what thall 1 blame, 
Nor what to feke, nor what to finde. 

But welt f wot the grief doth hold me fore, 
tn heat and cold, betwixt both hope and dreade; 
‘That, but her help to health doc me reftore, 
This reftleffe lyfe. { may not teade. 








4 To bis lover to looke upon hints 


Axt in thy looke my life doth whole depend, 
‘Thou hydett thy felf, and | mutt dye therefore, 
But fince thou may’ft fa eafely help thy frende, 
“Why docft thou ftick to falve that thou madeft 
fore: . 

‘Why do I dye. fince thou mayit me defend; 

And if I dye thy life may laft noe more, i 

For each by other doth live and have reliefe, 

1 in thy look, and thou mo in my gticke. 


ee 


~ Lhe lover excufeth bim of woordes, wherewith be was 
unjufily charged, 


Perpr I fayde it not, 

" Nor never thought to dog, . 
As well as I ye wot, 

. Thave no power thereto, 
And if 1 dyd. the fot 
‘That firft dyd me exchange, 
May never flake the knot, 
Bat ftrayt it to my payne. 

“And if f did eche thing, 

"That may do harme or wo, 
Continually may wring, 

+ My heart where fo I goe.. 
Report may always ring 
Of fhame on me for aye, 
If in my heart did fpryng, 
‘The words that you doe fay. 

And if I did, each ftarr, 

‘That is in heaven above, 
May frame on me to marte, 
The hope I have in love. 
wand if I did fuch warr 
As they praughe unto Troy, 
Bring all my Jife as farre 
From altérrebct and joye, 


And if I did fo faye,’ 
The beauty that me bounde, 
Encreafe from day to day, 
More crust to my-wounde- 
With all the mone that may, 
To plaint my turne my fong, 
My lyfe may foon decaye, 
Without redreffe by wrong. 
__If Ibe eleare from thought, 
Why do you then complayne, 
‘Then is this thing but fought, 
‘Yo turne my hart to pa 
.. Then this that you have wrought, 
You mutt it now redreife, 

Of right therefore you ought, 
Such rigour to repreffe. 

And asI have deferved, 
So grant me tow my hyre, 
You know [ never fwerved, 
You never found me lyer, 

For Rachel have I ferved, 
For Lea carde f never, 

‘And her U have referved 
Within my hart fur ever. 






Of fuch as bad forfaken bint, 


Lune my fair faulcon, and thy fellowes all, 
How well pleafanc it were your libertie, 

Ye not forfake me, that fayre mought you fall, _ 
But they thaz fometime liked my company. 

Like lyce away from dead bodyes they crail, 
Lo what a proof in light adverfitie, . 

But ye my byrds f fwear by all your belles, 
Ye-be my friends and very fewe elles. 





A dsfeciption of fuch a one as be would loves - 


A race that flioald content me wonderous well, -- 
Should not be fate, but lovely to behold, 

OF lively look all griefe for to repel 

Withgight good grace fo would [ that-it should. 
Speak without word. fuch words as none can tell, 
Her trefg aifo thould be of crifped gold, : 
With wit and thefe, perchaunce I might be trpde 
And knit sgaine with knot chat fhould ot fide. 





How impoffible it is to fynde quistneffe ia lovee 


Ever my hap is flack and flow in comeing | 

Defire encreafing aye my hope Uncertayne, 

With doubtful love that but encreafeth paine, 

For tigre like fo fwift it is in parting. 

Alas! the fnow black, shall it bee and fealding, 

‘The fea waterles, and Sh upon the mountaine, 

The Temmies fhall backs returne in her fountaine, 

And where he rofe, the funn fhall take hey 
lodging, few, 

i Rr re Paes 


éxt ; BME WORKS oF War. 
Ere { in this finde peace or quietnefs, 









Or that love, or my. lady right wifly, Charging of bis love a. supitesus and le 
Jueave to confpire againit me wrougtully, 

And if f have after fuch bitternefs, fr amorous faith, or if an hart unfeined, 
One drop-of fwete, my mouth is out of tafic, I fwete lan a great lovely defice, 


I kindjed in gentle fire, 
vrrour in a blind mafe chained, 
ge eche thought diftained, 
ff wiice, lower ot hier, , 
fhame fa wofuliy doth tire; 
Af pale colour which love alas hath flained. 
Love, fortune, and my minde which doe remember | If to have another, then my felf 





‘What all my cruf and travell is but wafte. 






Of love, fortune, and the lavers minde, 










Eke that is now, and that once hath bene, if waleing or 

Torment my hart fo fore that very often With forrow!u 

T hate and envy them beyond all meafure, if burned farr iW trifing nere. 

Love fleeth my hart, while fortune is depriver, Are caufe thar F by love my felf de 

Of all my comfort, the foolith minde than, Yours is the fault, and min 

eth and plaineth, as one that very feldome, 

Liveth in reft fo fill in difpleafure ; —_ 

My pleafant dayes they flete and paffe ae 

And dayly doth myne yll change to the worfe, A rencuncing of love, 

When more than halfe is runne now of my courfe. 

Alas: not of ftele, but of brittle glafs, *} Farewent love, and all thy lawes for ever, 
1 fee that from my hand falleth my truft, Thy bated hookes thalj tangle me no more, 
“And all my thoughts are dathed into duit, Seneca, and Plato call me frum thy lore,” 

: To parfit welth my witt for to endever. 


<.-= In blind error when I did perfever, 

Thy tharp repuife, that Pricketh aye fo fore 
Taught mie in trifles that I fet noe fore, 
Bat feape forth thence fince libertie is lieffer, 


Vheretore farewell 9 trouble younger harts, 
Haw oft have I, my dere and cruel foe, . And in time claime noe more audoritie, 
With my great paine to get fome peace or truce, With idle youth Soe ule thy propertie, 


The lover praifth bis offved hart tobe received, 


Given you my hart but you do not ufe, And thereon {pend thy many brittle dartes, 
An foe high things, to caft your mind fo low. For hitherto though f have loft my time, 
Tf any otbcr looke for it as you trow, Me litt no longer rotten bowes to clime. 


‘Their vaine, weake hope doth greatly them abute, 
And that thus I difdaine, that you refafe, 

_1t was once mine, it can ne more be fo. 

Wyow it chafe that it in yeu can find 

Ta this exile no manner of conlort, 

Nor live alone nor where he is call refort, My hart I ark ae 
He'may wander from his natural kinGe. Barges eecinn oahe doe it paine, 
And youre he ioe game we ewaine, | ~ | Butta preteve lo not tat 1 foul be forfanes 
And yours the lofs, and mine the deadly paine, But that I fhoutd receive reward againe, 

poe Sag 8 Twas conteus, thy fervant to remaine, 

And rot toAe repayed on this fathion, 

dingé in thee there is no other reafun, 

A: thee not if that Ide refraine, 

at of my wo and thy defire, 

Affured by craft for to excufe thy fault, 

But fince it pleafeth thee to fain default, 
Farewell 1 fay, departing from the fire. 


Lhe lover farfaketh Lis unking 









‘The lovers life compared to ihe Alser, 






Lixe unto thefe unmeafurable mountuines, 
Soin my painfell life the burden of yre, j 
For hic be they, and hie is my defire, 
And J of teares, and they be fll of founta: . 4 ane 
Under craggy rocks they have barren pl or he tat doth believe bearing in hand, 
Hard thoughts in x my wofull rinde doth re, | Floweth in the water and foweth in the fand, 
Small fruite and many leaves theire teps do attire, 
With fmall effea great truft in me remaines, 

~ The boifterous winds oft theire high bewes do 

blaft, 

Hott fighes in me 














The lover difribeth Bis # fleffe fate. 





ontinually be thed, 


Wilde beats in them, firce Jove in me is fed, Tue flameing fighes that boyle within my breaft, 
Unmoveuble any 1, and they ftedfait, Sometime break forth and they can well declare, * 
of finging-birds, they have the tune and note, The hartes unreit, and how that he. doth fear, 


And [ alwayes plaintes refiirg through my throte. | The paine thereof, the gricfe, and all the ret. 
aoe 








C2 THE WORK 


Twene me and thofe fhene lights that wonted for 
to clere, 

My darked pangs of clondy thoughts as bright as 
Phebus fphere ; 

It teacheth me alfo, what w#& my pleafant ftate, 

Vhe more to {cele by fuch record how that my 
welth doth hate. 

¥f fach record (alas) provoke the inflamed mynde, 

“Which fpruny that day that-L dyd leave che belt of 
me behynde., 

¥f love forgeat himfelfe by length of abfence let, 

Who doth me guid (O wofull wretch) unto this 
baited net: [for me, 

Where doth encreafe my care,. much_better were 

{As.dumm as fone all things forgott,” Rill abfene 


< for to be, 
Alas the clear chriftall, the bright tranfplendant 
giafe, {it hafe. 


Both not bewray the colours hid which underneath 
BAe doth the accumbred {prite the thoughtful 
throwes difcover, [we cover, 
HOF teares delyte of fervent love that in our hartes 
Wnt by thefe ayes, it theweth that evermore delight; 
sa plaint and tearea to feck redrels, and cke both 
. day and night. , 
‘Thott kindcs of pleafures mof wherein men foe 
: rejoice, Z [voice. 
“ToFme they do redouble fiill of ftormy ,fighes the 
lor, am one of them, whom plaint doth well 
a . content, [lament. 
¥¢ fits me well my abfent wealth me femes for to 
And with my teares t’ afly to charge myne cycs 
twayne, 
Like as my hart above the briak is fraughted fyil 
of payne. 
And for becaufe thereto, that thefe fair eyes do 
: treate, [repeate. 
Do me provoke, F will returne, my plaint thus to 
'For there is nothing els, fo roucheth ine within, 
“Where they rule ail, and L alone, nought buc the 
cate or fkin. 
“Wherefore } tha.l yeturne to them as we'l or fpring, 
rom whom defends my mortali we, above ail 
thing. 
“So fhall myc cyerin paine accompany my hart, 
{hat were the guides, that ard it lead 
feel the {mart. 
gold tht deth furmount Appoil 
treames of pleadant ftarrs that ui 




























“the: hyeoy 
we 
) Wherein the deames of love doe fill increafe 
heate, 
‘Which yet fo fa 
The wife and pl 
“What gave to me 
mever none. 
Be far from me alas, and every ethec 
Y might forbear with better will, the 
did me bring. 
“With pleafand woord and chees, reére feof 
payne, 
Ard wonted oft in kincled will, to vertue 
‘Thus am Ufore'd to hear and hearken afier new! 
‘My comfort feant, my Eege deiire uw doubttel 
qruft renews, 


















S OF WYAT. : 

And yet with more delight to move’ my wofull cafes” 

I muft complaine thele hands, thele armes, that 
firmly do embrac 

Me from my feli, and rule the fterne of my poor 
lyfe, 

The fweee difgaynes, the pleafant wrathes, ane 
eke the holy Alrite 3 

That wonted well torkne in temper juft and 9 ete, 

‘Che rage, that oft did make me err by furov ane 

difcrete. [hu 

All this is hid from me with fharp andr 

Ac others will my long abode, my depe dylpayr 

@ fulfills. 

And of my hope fometime ryfe up by fome redrefl, 

it ftunbleth firaite for feabie faint aay fear hath 
fuch exceffe, 

Sach. is the fort of hoape, the kf for more defyre, 

And yet l traf c're that Lye, to fee that 1 require. 

The refling place of love, where virnie dwells and 
and y [repole, 

There } defire my weary life fometime may take 

My fong thoa fhalt attuine, to find the pleataus- 

lace, 

Where fhe doth Jive by whom I live, may chance 
to have this grace. 

When fhe hath read and feen, the griele wherein 
J ferve, 

Between her brefts the fhall the put, there fhall 
the thee referve. 

Then tell her, that I come, fhe fhall me fhortly fee, 

And if for waight the body fy], the foul fall to 
her flee. 























o 





t 
The lover blameth his tove for renting of the letter by 
font bare 


Serrisep not (madame) that you did teare, 
My wofuil hart, but this alf co rent, 
The weeping paper that to you T fent, 
Whereof ech ietrer was written with a tear, 
Could not my prefent paynes (alas) fuflite, 
Your greedy heart, and that my heart coth feel, 
‘Tormenis that prick more fharper than the feed, 
But new and new mufi to niy dott aryfe, 
Uie then my death, foc fhall your crucirye, 
te of your’ fpyte, rid me from sil my imart, 
itn yore luch torments of the hart, 

is fhall you gayne thereby. 












The lover eurfeth tle tyme when fyrft be fell in loves 
Waren fyrft myne eyes 
‘Yhy tayr beaury to R 
And when my ears fyfned to hark, 

The pleafant woords that thou me tolde. 

1 would as then [had been treg, 

From cars to hear, and cyes to tee, 

Aud when my lipps gan fyrft'to mone, 
Whereby my hair to thee was knowne, 
Aad when my tongs dyd taike of love, 
"To thee thor hat wuz lovg dewne thrfiing, 


did view and mark, 
1 


a 











SONGES AND SONETTES. 3t 


“I would my lipps and tongue alfoe, 

Had then been dumme, no dea! to goe. 
And when my hands have handled ought, 
‘That thee hath kept in memory, 

And when my feet have gone and fought, 
\¥o find and get the company. 

Jhwould each hand a foot had beene, 

fed Leach foot a hand had fen, 

{Ang when in mind 1 dyd confent, 

Yo follow shis my fancies will, 

And when my hart did fir relent, 

To taft fuch bait my life to fpill. 
F would my hart had been as thine, 
Or els thy hart had been as myne. 





The lover determineth to ferve faithfully.’ 


Since love will needs, that 1 fhall love, 
Of very furce L mutt agree,, 
. And fince no chaunce may it remove, 
* Jn wealth and in adverfitie, 
1 hall alway my felfe apply, 
No ferve aud fuffer patiently. 

Though for good will 1 finde but hate, 
And cruelly my Jife to waft, 

And though that Qill a wretched ftate, 
Should pyne my days unto the laft : 
Yet I pruffsit willingly, 

Yo ferve and fuffer patiently. 

For fince my hart is bound to ferve, 

And not ruler of myne owne, 

What foc befall, tyll that 1 fterve, 

By proofe {ull well it fhall be knowne, 
That I hall itili my felf apply, 

Yo ferve and fuffer patiently. 

Yct though my griefe finde noe redrefe, 
But {till encreafe before myne eyes, 
Though my reward be cruelnefie, 

With all the harme, happs can dgvyfe, 
Yet | profefs it willingly, 
'To ferve and fuffer patiently. 

Yea though fortune her pleafant face, 
Should thew, to fet me up aloft, 

And ftraight my wealth for to deface, 
Should wrythe away, as the doth oft. 
Yet would 4 {till my felf applye, 

To ferve and fuller patiently, 

There is no griefe, no fmert, no wo, 
‘That yet I feel, or after fhall, aN 
'Yhat from this minde may make me goe, 
And whatfoever me befall, 

1 do profels it willingly, 
"So ferve and fuller patiensly. 





Lhe lover fufpetted, blameth ill tonguess 


MrstrusteuLtminds be moved, 
‘bo have me in fulpect, 

The truth it fhall be proved, 
Which time’ fhall once detect. 
hed goe about, 
me accufe, 





At tangth I donot doubt, 

But eruth fhall me excufe. 

Such fauce, as they have ferved, 
To me without defert, 

Even as they have deferved, 
‘Thereof Gad fend thm part, 





The lover complaineth, and bis ladie comfurteth. 


Lover. Ur burneth yet, alas, my heartes defire, 
Ledy, What is the thing, that hath infiam'd thy 
heart? 
Zo, A certaine point as fervent as the fyre. 
La. The heat fhall ceate if chat chou wilt convert, 
Lo. 1 cannot ttop the fervent rageing’yre, 
La, What may | do, if thy felf cauie thy {mart ? 
Lo, Heare my requelt, aud rew my weeping 
chere . 
La. With right geod wiil fay on, lo, 1 thee here, 
hat thing would I, that maketh two content, 
hou fcekelt, perchaunce of me, that l may 
not. : 
Le, Would God, thou wouldeit, as thou mayft, 
weil affent. 
fa. That 1 may not the griefe is myne, God wor, 
Zo. But if I técle, whatfo thy woordes have 
ment, 
La. Sufpect me not, my woordes be not forgett. 
Zo, Then fay, alas! fhall { have help or no, 
La, I fee no time to anfwer, yea, but no. 
Zo, Say yea, dere hart, and ftand no more in 
doubt. 
Za, I may not grant a thing that is fo dere, 
Lo. Lo with delayes, thou dryves me {till aboot. 
La. hou wouldeft my death, it plainly doth ap- 
peare. {out 
Le, Firit may my heart his blond, and life blede 
fa, Then for my fake, alas! chy will forbeare. 
Lo. m day to day, thus waitcs my lyte away, 
La, Yet for the bet, fuflre fome finale delay. 
‘Lo, Now good, fay yea, do once fo goad a dede, 
La. Vf \ fayd yea, what fhould thereof enue? > 
Lo An heart in payne of fucconr to thould tpede, 
Twixt yea, and nay, my dout fhall fill renew, 
My iwete, fay yea, and do away this drede, 
La. Thou wilt uedes fo, be it fo, but then be wew. 
Lo. Nought weuld [ tife, nor other treafure nene, 
Thus hearts be wonne by love, requeit, and 
mone, 






























Why love is Uindes 


Or purpofe, love chofe firft for to be blinde, 

For he with fight of thac, that t beholde, 

Vanquith't had been, againtt all godly kynde, 

His bow your hand, and truffe fhould have un- 
fold. 

And he with me to ferve had been affinde, 

But, for be blind, and reckleis would him hold 

‘And fill, by chance, his diedly ftrekes beftow 

With fuch, as kee, 1 firve, gud Leifer wo. 


Rr ij 





638 
To Bis uabiude bove 


Wart tage is this, what furor of what kyn: 
What power, what plage, doth wery thus 
minde ? i 
Within ny boncs to rankle is affynde, 
_ What poifon pleafant fwere. 
~ Lo fee myne eyes flow with continual teares, 
"Vhe body fill away flceplesle it weares, 
My foode nothing my. fainting ttrength repayres 
Nor doth my lim mee fuflayne. {turne, 
In depe wyde wound, the deadly flroke doth 
To curcleffe tkarre that never fhall returne, 
Go to, toumph, rejoyee thy goodly turac, 
"Thy frend thou dock oppreffe. 
Oppreffe thou doef, and haft of him no cure, 
Nor yer my plaint no pitie can procore, 
Pierce tygre, fell, bard vocke without recure 
Cruell rebell to love, . 
Once may thou love, never'be loved again, 
So love thou ftill, and not thy love obtayne, 
So wrathfull fove with {pitcs of juft difdaine, 
. May thret thy crueli hart.” 











The lover blameth bis infant difyre. 


Desvar, (alas!) my maifter,and my foe, 

So iore altercd thy felfe, how maift thou fee, 
Some time thou feekeft, and dryves me to and fro, 
Some time thou lvadelt, chat leadeth thee and me, 
‘What reafon is to rule thy fubjedts fo, 

By forced law and mutabilitie? 

for where by thee I doubted fo have blame, 

Even now by hate agayne ft doubt che fame. 





The lover complainsth bis oftatey -. 


ae 

J see that chance hath chofen me, 
‘Thus fecretly to live in payne, 
Aud to another geven the free, 
Of all my lofle to have the gayne, 
By chance affinde thus do I ferve, 
wind other have thar ¥deferve. 

Unto my tif fome time alone, 
Ido lament my wofull cafe, 
But whar availeth me to mone, 
Since truth and pitie hath no place, 
Yn them, to whom I fie and ferve, 
«And other have that I deferve. 3 

To feke by meane to change this mind, 
Alas, I prove it will not be, 
dor in my heart 1 cannot finde, 
Once to refrayne, but fill agree 
4s bound by force alway to ferte, 
And other have that I deferve, 

Such is the fortune that I have, 
‘To love them moft, that love me left, 
find to my payne to feck and crave 
‘The thing, that other have poffeft, 
So thus in vaine alway | ferye, 
aad other have that Edeferve, 
geile a a te 


THE WORKS OF WYAT. 


And tll T may appeafe the heare, 
If that my happe will happe fo well 
“Yo wayle my wo my heart thall freate 
Whote penfif payne my rong can tell, 
Yet thus unhappy mutt Iferve, 
And other have that I deferve, 





Of bis love called Anna. 


Wuar woord is that, that changeth not, 
Though it be turnde and made in twayne, 
It is mynne, Anna, Gud it wote : 
‘The only caufer of my payne, * 

My. love that medeth with difdaine, 

Yet is it loved, what will you more, 

Ic is my falve, and eke my fore. 





That pleafure is ‘mixed with every paine. 


Vewnemous thornes that are fo fharpe and kenge, 
Beare flowers we fee, full freth and fayre of hue, 
Poyfen is alfo put in medicine, * 

And unto man his health doth oft renue, 

The fyre that all things eke confumeth clene, 
May hurt and heale: then if that this be true, 

T truft fome time my harm niay pe my health,’ 
Sins eyery woe is joyned with fome wealth. 


A ciddle of a gyft geven by a ledie. 


A tapy gave mea gift the had not, 

And I received her gift which 1 took not, 

She gave it me willingly, and yee the would not, 
And I received it albeit 1 could not. 

If the give it med force not, 

And if fhe take it again fhe cares not, 

Confter what this is and tell not, , 

For 1 am fait {worne, I may not. 





That Jpeaki’g or profering bringes alwoay [peding, 


Sreaxe Ysou and fpede, where will or power’ 
‘ught helpeth, [by welth: 
Wheré power doth want, will muft be wonne 
For nede will Spede, where will workes not his 
kynde, peer [fynd. 
And gayne, thy foes thy frendes fhall caufe thee 
For fute and goide, what do not they obtayne, 
Of good and bad the tryers are thefe wayne, 





He ruleth net, though be reigne over vealnes, that ie 
Sithjelt to bis owne tuples, 


Tr thou wilt mighty be, flee from the rage, 
OF crucll wilt, and {ee chou kepe the fee 


SGNGES AND SONETTES. 


From the foul yoke of fenfual bondage, 
For though thine cmpire ftretchte to Indiaa fee, 
And for thy fear trembleth the fardeth ‘Thules, 
Ai thy,ccfyre have over thee the power, 
dhubject then art chou, and no governour- 
“(If to be noble and high thy mind be moved, 
Cypfider well thy grounde and thy beginning, 
FéShe ehat hath eche ftarre in heaven fixed, 
Ano*gives the moone her hornes and her eclipiing. 
A lyWe hath made the noble in his working, 
So that Wretched no way may thou be, 
Except foule Iuft and vyce doe conquer thee, 
All wer that fo thou had a flood of golde, 
Unto thy thirft yet fhould it not fuffice. 


And though with Indian flones a thovfand fulde, : 


More precious then can thy felf devife. 
Ycharged were thy backe, thy covetife, 

And buly byting yet fhould never let, 

‘Thy wretched lyfe, uede do thy death profet. 


Whether libertic by liffe af life, or life in prifon and 
thraldanie, be to be proferred. 


Lye as the byrde within the cage inclofed, 
"Lhe dore wuparred, her,foe the hawke withoue 
“Cwixt death and prifon pitioufly oppreffed, 
Whether for to choofe flandeth in dout, 
Lo fo do I, which feke to bring about, 
Which fhoukbe beft by determination 
By lofle o lihertic, or Syfe by prifon. 
O wifchief by nrifchief to be redreffed, 
Where payne is beft there lyeth but little plea- 
fure,s 
By fhort death better to be delivered, 
‘Then byde in painfull lyfe, thraldome and dolour. 
Small is the pieafure where much payne we ful- 
fer, 
> Rather cherefore to chufe me thinketh wifdome, 
By icf of lyfe libertie, then lyfe by prifon. 
And yett me thinkes although f live and fuffer, 
J do but wayte a time and fortunes chance, 
Oft many thinges do happen in one hower, 
‘Chat which oppreft me now may mic advance, 
4n time is trust which by deathes grevaunce 
ts wholy loft, Then were it not reafon 
By death co chufe libertie, and not lif\by prifon, 
But death wer deliverance where lit {engthens 
Paine, 4 
+ OF thete two illes let fee now chufe the bel\, 
“this bird to deliver that here doth plaine ; 
What fay ye lovers, which fhal be the belt ? 
In cage thraldome, or by the hawke oppreft ; 
And which to chufe, make plain conclafian 
Ay lols of lyfe libertie, or lyfe by prifon, 














Again bourders of money. 


For fhamefaft harmie of great and hatefull nede, 
In depe difpayre, as did a wretch go, 

With ready corde out of his life to fpede, 

Bis Quip*oing foot did fynde an hoorde, lo, 


Of gold, I fay, where he preparde this dede 
Aad in exchange, he left the corde tho” 
He that hid the golde, and found it not, 
Of that he found be fhapt his kneck a knot. 


% 


Defiription of 2 gonns 


Vexcane begat me, Minerva me taught, 
Nature my mother, crafe nourifht me yere by 
yere [naught, 


! Three bodies are my foode; my ftrength is in 


Anger, wrath, waite, and noyfe, are my children 
dere. 

Geffe frende, what Tam, and how I am wraught, 

Montter of fea or of Jande, or of els where 

Know me, and ufe me, and t may thee defend, 

And if I be thine enemic I may thy life cndc, 


Wyat being in prifin to Bryans 
Stores are my foode, my drink are my teares, 
Clinking of fetters would fuch mutike crave, 
Stink, and clofe ayre, away my life it weares, 
Poor innocence is all the hope | have, 
Rayne, wynde, or weather, judge I by myne ears, 
Malice affautes that righteoufnefle fhould have. 
dure am I, Bryan, this wound fhali heale agaiue, 
But yet, alas! the fkarre fhall Milk remaine, 





Of diffembling woordss 


Turovcuovr the world if it were fought, 
Fayre words ynoughe a man fhall fynde ; 
They be good chepe, they coft right nought, 
Their fubfance is but only wynde : 

But well to fay, and fo to meane, 

That twete accorde is feldome fene, 


Of the mean and fure cflate. 


Stanp whofo lis upon the flipper wheele, 

Of high eflate, and ict me here rejoyce, 

And ufe my life in quietneffe eche dele, 
Unknowne in court that hath the wanton joyes, 
In hidden place my time fhall flowly paffe, 

And when my yeres be paft without annoyfe, 
Let me dye old after the common trace, 

For grypes of death do he too hardly pals; 
‘That knowne is to all, but to himfelf, alas! 

He dyeth unknown dafed with dreadfull face. 





‘The courtiers life. 


In court to ferve decked with frefhe araye, 
Of fugared meates {eling the {were repaft, 


sand fandry kyndes of playe. 
prefie the worldly Iookes to wafte. 
ath with it joined of times fuch bitter tate, 
"That who fo joyes fuch kinde of tile to hole, 
In prifun joyes fitered with chasnes of golde, 








Of difappointed purpofe by negligence 


Or Carthage he that worthy warriour, 

Cond v ome, but could not ate bis chance 
‘And [ likewyfe of all my long endeavour, 
‘Phe Marp conquelt though fertune did evance, 
Ne could | ule, the hold that is given over. 

1 unpodteffe, fo hangeth now in balance. 

Of warre, my peace, rewarde of all my payne, 
At Mountzou thus i reflec relt.in spains. 








Of his returne from Spayne. 


Tavs farewell that weftward with thy flremesy 

"Turney up the graines of golde already tryde, 

For | with fpuste and faile go feke the Temmes, 

Gayneward the funne that fheweth her welthy 
pride; $ 

And te the towne that Brutus fought by dreames, 

Like bended moon that leaves her luity fyde, 

‘My kire, my country, I feke for whom | live, 

ty Jove the wyndes for this me geve. 





Of fudaine trufiing. 


Driven by defyre 1 did this ded, 
“Lo dager my ff without cs 
"To trutt th’ untrue not lyke to 
"Yo ipeake and promife faithfully, 
Put vow the prosie doth verity, 
{hat who fo trufteth ere he know, 
uth hurt himtelf and pleafe his foe.* 








Of the motber that eat ber child at the fiege of Fe- 
rafusen. 


Yn doubtfull brett whyles motherly pitty, 

With furious famine flandeth at debate 

"Yhe mocher faith, O child unhappy, 

Return thy blood where thou had{t milke of late, 
Yeld me thofe lymnies that 1 made unto thee, 
And enter there where thau wer gencrate, 

For of one body again all nature, 
“Po anuther muft { make fepulture, 











Of the meane and fure of'ate, writien to Fokn Poynes. 


‘My mothers maides wher they do few and fpinne, 
hey ding a fong made of a ficidifh mule, | 
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‘That for becaufe her livelod was bat thinne, 

Would needs go fce her townith fifters houfe. 

She tought her felf endurde to grievous payne, 

‘The flormy blaftce her cave fo fore did foule; — ~ 

That when the furrous fwimmed with the rayneé- 

She mutt lye cold and wet in fory plight, ad 

And wertfe then that bare meate ther did remay'ie, 

To comfort her, when fhe her houfe had dig}. 

Some tyme a barley corne, [ome time a beay ey 

For which the laboured hard both dey and ‘night. 

In harvet tyme, whyle fhe might go and gleane, 

And when her ftore was ftroyed with the flaode, 

"Phen welaway for fhe undone was clene, 

Then was the faine to take inftede of foode, 

Slepe if the might, her hunger to begyle, 

My filer, quoca the, hath a Living good, 

And hence from: me the dwelleth not a myles 

In colde and forme he lyeth warm and drye 

In bed of downe, the durt doch not defyle 

Her tender foot, fee labours not as 1. 

Richely ihe fedes and at the riche mannes coft; 

Ard for her meate fhe nedes net crave nor cry, 

By fea, by land, af delicates the moft : 

Her cater {ckes, and fparcth for no perell, 

she fedes on boyld meute, bake meate and on roft, 

And hath thercivre no whit of charge Jor travell 

And when fhe litt, the heour of the grape 

Doth glad her heart, till that her belly fwell; 

And at this journey makes the but a jape, 

So forzh fhe goes, trufting of all tig, wealthy 

With her fifter ker part fo for to ey 

"Phat if the might there kepe hericlt in health, 

To live a lady while her life doth laft, 

And to the core now is fhe come by ftealth, 

And with ber foote anone fhe ferape full fat, 

Th’ other for feare durft noc wel fearce appearg 

Of every noile fo was the wretch agaft 

At laf, the afked fottly who was there, 

And in her language as well as fhe couid, 

Pepe (quod the other) fifter 1 am here. 

Peace (quod the towne moule) why fpeakeft 
thou fo Joude, 

And by the hand fhe took her fayre and well, 

Welcome, quod fhe, my fifler by the roade, 

She feaited her, that joy it was to tell, 

The fayre they had, they drank the wyne fo clere, 

And as to purpofe now and then it fell 

She cheredArer, with how fitter what chere? 

Amid thj/joy befell a fory chance, 

‘That wélaway, the ftranger bought full dere, 

‘The f/re fhe had, for as fhe lookte a fkunce, 

Under a ftole the {pied two Reming eyes 

In a rounde heade with fharp eares: In France 





















} Was never moufe fo ferde, tor the unwyfe 


Had not yfene fach a healt before, 
Yet had nature taught her after guyfe 

To know her foe, and dread him evermore 3 

The towne moufe fied, fhe knew whither to go, 
Yhe other had no fhift, but wonders fore, 

Ferde of her life, at home fhe gwitht her tho’, 
And to do, alas! as ihe did ékappe, [was fo, 
The heaven it would, lo! and cke her chaunes 
At the threfholde her fely foote did trippe, 

And ere fhe might recover it again, 
The traytenr cat had caught her by 








‘== SONGES ‘AND SONETTES, 


“And made her there againft her will remayne,.- 
‘That had forgot her poore fuertie, and reft, ~ 
,Forfcking welth, wherein fhe thought to raygne, 
Alas * (my Poynes) how men do feke the bei, 

nd finde the worfe, by error as they ftaye; 
‘Ks no marvell, when fight is fo oppreft, x 
d blindes the guyde, anone out of the way 
Golth guyde, and all in feking quiet life. 
© whetched myndes’ there is no golde that may, 
Graunt. that you feek, no warre, no peace, no 
ftrife, a 
No, no, although thy head were hoopte with gold, 
_ Serjeant with mace, with hawbert, {word, nor 
knife, 4 P7y 
€an not repulfe the care that folow thould, *> = 
Eche kynde of lyfe hath with him his difeafe, 
Live in delites, even as thy luft woulde, : 
And thou fhalt finde when luft doth méft thee 
&'  pleafe, .-~ ; 
It yrketh ftraight, and by itfelf doth fade. z : 
Av fmall thing is that, that may thy minde appeafe: 

*None of you all there is, that is fo madde 
‘To fcke for grapes on brambles, or on briers, 
For none I trow, that hath a witte fo badde™ 

‘0 fet his hay for conies over rivers, : 
Nor ye fét not a dragge net for an hare y= 
And yct the thing that moft is your defire, 

You do miflike, with more travell and care 
Make plaine thine heart that it be not knotted * > 

. With hope or dreade, and fee thy will be bare 
From all affe&es, whom vyce hath never {potted; 
‘Thyfelf content with that is thee affynde, 

And ufe it well that isto thee allotted : “ 
‘Then feke no more out of thy felf to fynde 
The thing that thou halt fought fo long before ; 
For thou fhalt feele it fticking in thy mynde 
Made, if ye lift to continue your fore,’ * 2 
Let prefent paffe, and gape on time to come, 
And depe thy felf in travell more and more, 
Henceforth (my Poynés) this fhall be-all and fome, 
‘Yhofe wretched fooles fhall have nought els of 
me: - 
But, to the great God, and to his dome, 
None other payne pray I for them to be, 
But when the rage doth leadc them from the right 
‘That looking backward vertue they may fee 
Even.as the is fo goodly, fayre and bright; © 
And whylft they clafpe theyr is in “armes 
acrofie; y: 
Graunt them, 
. might, ; 
To treat inward, for lofing fuch’a lofi,” 





good Lord, as thou wig of thy 
= & 








>. nag ; 
Ofthe couetiors life, xariten to Foba Poynés, 





Myne own, John Poynes, fins ye delight to know 
‘The caufes why that homeward I me draw, 

And flee the preage of courtes, wherefo they goe, 
Rather then to live thrall underthe awe © * 

'Of lordly lookes, wrapped within my cloke, =~ 
‘Yo will and luft learning to fet alaw - ‘s 

‘It is not, that becaufe } ftorme or mocke “~~ 
‘Phe porer of them whom fortusie here hath lent 
ane Pree ot 














“Aflirme that favill hath a goodly grace, » 
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Charge over us, of right tofirike the ftroke; 
But true it is, that I have always ment 

Lefs to efteeme them, then the common fort, * 
Of outward thinges that judge in their entent; 
Without regarde, what inward doth refort, 

I graunt, fome time of glory that the fyre, 
Doth touch my heart, me lift not to report. 
Blame by honour and honour to defyre. 

But how may I this honour now attaine> 

That cannot dye the colour blacke @ lyer ? 

My Poynes, T cannot frame my tune to'fayns 
To cloke the truth, for praife without defert, 
Of them that lift all vice for to retayne, 

I cannot bonour them that fet theyr part “> . 
With Venus and Bacchus all their life long. 
Nor hold my peace of them, although T {mart, 
I cannot crouche nor knele to fuch a wronge, & 
To worfhip them like God on earth alone, 
That are as wolves thefe fely lambes among, 

} cannot with my woordes complayne and mone. 


And fuffer nought nor {mart without complaint, © 
Nor turne the word that from my mouth is gorley 


I cannot fpeak and looke dike a faint. 


| Ufe-wyles for wit, and make defceit-a pleafure,: 


Call craft counfaile, for Jucre ftill to paynt, 

1 can not wreft the law to fyll the coffer é 
With inthocent blood to feed my felf fate, 

And do moft hurt where that moft helpe 1 offer 
Tam not he that can allow the ftate, ’ 
Of hye Czfer, and damne Cato to dye, 


{ That with his death could {cape out of the gate,” 


From Czfer's hands, if Livy doth not lye. Ps 
And would not live where liberty was loft, . 
So did his heart the common wealth apply, 
1 am not he, fuck eloquence to boft, “ss 
‘To make the crow in finging, as'the fwannie; 
Nor call the lyon of coward beattes the mioft, 
That cannot take a moufe, a3 the cat canoe 
And he that dyeth for honger of the golde,” 
‘Call him Alexander, and fay that Fan 
Paffeth Apollo in’ mufike many folde,” 
Praife Syr Copas for a noble tale, . 
And fcorne the ftory that the knight tolde, 
Praife him Tor counfell that is dronke of ale. wily. 
Grinne when he laughes, that beareth all the fway, 
Frowne when he frownes, and grone when he ig 
Si pale; 
On others luft, to hang both night and day, 
None of thefe pointes would ever frame in me, 
My wit is nought, I can not Jearn the way, 
And mach the lefaof things that greater be. © 
That afken helpe of colours to devife, ie: 
To joyne the meane with eche extremitie, | 
With nereft vertue ay to cloke the vyce, 
And as to purpofe likewife it fhall fall,” = 
To preffe the vertue that it may not ryfe. 
As dronkennefs good felowfhip to call, 
The frendly foe with his faire double face, |... se 
Say he is gentle, and curtis therewithall, “~.-"* 


















An eloquence, and cruelty to name, - 


Zeale of juftice, and change in time and place, © & 


And he that faffereth offence without blame, 
Call him pitiefull, andhim true and playne, 
‘That rayleth rechlefs unto eche mans fhame, © 
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Say he is rude, that cannct lye and fayne. 
"Whe lecher a lover and tyranny 

"To be right of a princes raigne, 
Tcannot, !, no, no, it will not be. 
"This is the caule that I could never 
Mang on their fleves the weigh (as thow maift fee) 
A chippe of chaunce, more the a pound of wits 
This makes me at home to hunt and hewke, 
Andin foul weather at my book to fit; 

In froft ani {now, then with my howe ftalke; 

No man doth marke wherefo 1 ryde or goes 

In lofty teas at lubertie T waike. 

wand of thefe newes I fle no w: no woe, 

Save that a clogge doth hang yett at niy hele; 
No force for chat, for that is ordred fo, 

"Vhat [may leape both hedge and dyke full wele. 
Tam not now io France to judge the wyne, 
With favery fauce thofe celicates to feel, 

Nor yet in Spayne, where one muft him incline, 
Rather then to be, outwardly to feinc, 

{meddle not with wittes that be fo fyne, 

Nor Fianders chere lettes not my fight to deme, 
Of black and white nor taket my wittes away, 
With beatklinets, fuch doe thoie beaftes 
Nor lam not, where truth is geven in 
For muney, pryfon, and trealon, of iome 

«\ common practice ufed night and daye ; 
Butlam herein Kent and Chriitendome, 

a\mony the mulcs, where I reade and ryme, 
‘Where if thou lift, mine own John Poynes to come, 
Thou halt be judge, howl de fpende my tyme, 




































wy to uft the court and binfelf therin, written to Syr 
; Fraunces Bryan, 





A sPENDING hend that alway powreth out, 

Had nede to have a bringer in as faft, 

And ou the {tone that fill doth turne about, 

There groweth no mofle: Thefe proverbes yet 
doe fait. 

Reafon hath fet them in fo fure a place, 

‘That Iength of ycres their force can n-ver wafte : 

When I remember this, and cke the cafe 

‘Wherein thou Randit, 1 thought forthwith to write 

(Bryan) to thee, who knowes how great a grace, 

In writing is to counfayle man the right ; 

To thee, therefore, thet trottes fty!l up aud downe, 

Aim never refls but ranning day and night, 

From realme to scalme, from citie, fireie, and 
towne; 

Why doef thou weare thy body to the bones, 

And miphteft at home flepe in thy bedde of downe, 

‘And dritke rood ale fo nappy for the nones, 

Fede thyfelf fatte und heape up pounde by pound, 

Lykef thou not this? ao, why? for fwine fo 
groines 

In ftye, and chaw dung moulded on the ground, 

«ind drivel on peailes, with head fil in the man- 

ety 

3o of the harpe the affe doth heare the found, 

So fackes of durt be filde. ‘The-neat courtier 

So ferves for lee, then do thefe fatted (wine, 

‘Though I {ome leans and drye without a moiftcr, 





THE WOPRES OF WYAT. 


Vet will I ferve my prince, my Rg, d thyne, *« 

And let them live to fede the paunch that lif, 

So may I live to fede both me and m;ne, 

By God well fayd. But what and if thou wift 

How to bring iu, as fat as thon doeft {pende 

That would i learne, and it fhall not be mift 

To tell the how. Now harke what Lintende 4 

Thou knowett well firft, who fo can fcke to ple, 

Shal purchafe frendes, where trouth fhall by‘ of 
fende, ‘ 

Flee therefore truth, it is hoth welth and eafe, 

For though that trouth ef every man hath praife, 

Fullneare that wynde goth trouth in great mifeatc, 

Ufe vertue, as it goeth now a dayes, 

in woord alone to make thy language fwete, 

And of the dede, yet doe not as thou fayes, 

Els be thou fure, thou halt he farre unmete, 

To geat thy bread, eche thing is now fo fkant, 

Seke {till thy profit upon thy ‘bare fete, 

Lend in no wife for fear that thet do want; 

Unilefs it be, as to a calfe a chefe, 

But if thou can be fure to win a cant 

Of haif at leaf, it is not good to lecfe. 

Learne at the ladde, that in a long white cote, 

From under the ftall withouten landes or fee, 

Hath Jept into the fhoppe, who knowesby rote, 

‘This rniv that [have tolde thee here before, 

Sometime alfo riche age begynnes to cote, 

Se thou when there thy gayne may he the more, 

Stay him by the arme where fo he walk or goe, 

Be nere alway, and if he cough to fore, 

What he hath ipyt treadé out, and pleafe him fo 

A diligent knave that pykes his maiiters purfe 

May pleafe him fo, that he withouten mo, | 

Execstour is, and whut is he the worfy, 

But if fo chance, thou get nought of the man, 

The widow may for ail thy payne difburfe 

A riveled fkimne, a ftinking breath, what than ? 

A toothelefle mouth hail doe thy lippes no harmes 

The gold is good, aud though fhe curfe or banne, 

Yet where thee lit, chou maytt lye good ang 
warme ; . 

Let the old mule byte upon the brydle, 

Whilft there do lye a fweter in thine arme, 

In this ulfo fee that thou be not ydle, 

‘Thy nece, thy cofin, fitter, or thy daughter, 

if fhe be fayre, if hanfome be her middle, 

If thy better rach her love betought her, 

Avaunce hyécaufe and he fhall helpe thy nede 

Ic is but Yove, turne thou it to a laughter. 

But wae | fay, fo gold the helpe and fpede, 

That4n this cafe thou be not fo unwyle, 

As pander was in fuch a lyke dede, 

For he the foole of confcicnce was fo nyce, 

‘That he no gayne would have for all his payne ; 

Be next (hy felle, for friendthip bears no pryce. 

Laugheft thou at me? why, do I fpeak in vayne? 

No, not at thee, but at thy thryfty jet; 

Wouldeft thou, I fhoulde for any lofte or gayne 

Change that for golde that Ihave tane for beft ?° 

Next godly thinges, to have an Toneft name, 

Should I leave that then take me fer a bealt, 

Nay then farewel, ane if thou care for fhame 

Content the with honeft pevertie, 

With irce tong, what thee miflykes, tehlame 











SONGES AND $ONETTES. 


And for thy trouth fome time adverfitie, 
And therewithall this gyft I fhall thee give, 
~Ain this world now little profperitie, 
sAnd quoyne to kepe, as water in a five. 





The fong of Fopas unfinifoed, 


Warn Dido feafted furft. the wandriog Trojan 
knight, 
Whom Janes wrath with ftormes did force in Li- 
. ik fands to light 


* ‘That mighty Atlas taught the fupper Jafting long, } 


“With crifped lockes, in golden harpe Jopas fang 
in fong: {and name. 
That fame (quod he) that we the world do call 
Of heaven and earth with all contentes, it is the 
very frame : 
OF thus, of heavenly powers by. more powre 
. kept in one, 
“Repugnant kindes, in middes of whom the earth 
hath place alone, fand nourfe, 
Firme, rounde, of living things the mother place 
‘Without the which in egall weight this heaven 
doth hold his courte. {ven}; 
And it is calde by name, the firt and moving hea- 
‘Phe firmament is placed next, containg other feyen, 
Of heavenly powers that fame is planted full and 
thicke, 
As hhining lights,,which we call Rares, that there- 
in cleave and flicke, 
With great fwilt {way the fyrft, and with his reft- 
=" lefs fours, {nual cours. 
Carieth itfdlf, and. all thofe eyght in even conti- 
And of this world fo round within that rolling cafe, 
Two points there be that never move, but firmly 
kepe their place, : 
4 The tone we fee alway, the tother lands objed, 
» Againtt the fame divyding juft, the ground by line 
direct, Eth’ other, 
Which by ymagination, drawne fiom the one to 
‘Toucheth the ceutre of the earth, for way there is 
‘ none other, + [not bright, 
And thefe becalde the poles, deleride by flares 
Artike the onc northward we fee, Actartuke tho 
ther hight x 
The lyne, that we deyfe from thone to thother fo, 
Asaxell is, upon which the heaves about do 20, 
Which of water nor earth, of ayre wor fyre have 
Kinde; : 
Therefore the fubttance of thofe fame were hard 
for man to find; 
But they been uncorupt, fimple and pure unmixt; 
And fo we fay been all thole Rarres, th3t in the 
fame be fixt ; 
And eke thofe erring feven, in cyrcle as they ftray, 
So calde, becaufe againft that fyrit they have re- 
pugnant way, 
» And fmaller by ways too, fcant fenfible to man, 
To bufy woorke for my poor harpe, let fing then 
he that can, 
‘The wydett fave the fyrft of all thefe nyne ahove, 
One hundred yere doth atke of Space_for one de- 
sfee to move; me 
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Of which decrees we make in the fyrft moving 
heaven, - 
Three hendred and threefcore in partes, juftly 
divided even ; 
And yet there is another between thofe heavens 
two, (for now. 
Whofe moving is fo flye fo flacke, T name it not 
The feventh heaven, or the theli next to the fiarry 
ye, ‘ [fo flie, 
All thofe degrees that gathered up with aged pace, 
And: doth perfourme the fame, as elders count 
hath bene, 
In nine and twenty yeres’ complete, 
mot fixtcen, 
Do carye in his bought the ftarre of Saturne olde, 
A threatner of all living things with drought, aud 
with his cold, ipate, 
The fixe whom this conteins,doth ftalke with yonger 
sind in twelve yere doth tome what more then 
thothers vyaye was, {nigne, 
And thys in it doth beare the flarre of Jove be 
Twene Saturnes malice, and us men, friendlysd 
's fending figne; (dayes, 
The fifth bearcs bloudy Mars, that in three hurdred 
And twife eleven with onc full yere hath finith'e 
Py all thote wayes. [fixe, 
Ayere doth atke ‘the fourth, and howers therto 
And in the fame the day es eye, the fune therein 
Z he ftickes : {me, 
‘The thyrd that governde is by that, that governs 
And love for Jove, and for ne love provokes, as 
oft we fee. ; [the tother, 
In like fpace doth perfourme that courfe, that dyd 
So doth the next, the next unto the dame, that 
fecond is in order, 


and days al- 








j Bue it doth beare the ftarre, that calde is Mercury, 


That many a crafty fecret fteppe doth tread, as 
Calcars trye, [gone 
That tkye is laft, and fixt next us thofe wayes hath, 
dn feven and gwenty comimon days, and eke the 
third one [abour. 
And bearcth with his fway the dyvers_ moone 
Now bright, now brown, now bent, now full, and 
now her light is out : ; 
Thus have they of their owne two movinges all 
thefe feven, ss 
n they be carzicd flill, eche in his 
feveral heay {layde 
8, where theyr bodies be 
In by waies, and in lefler roundes, as I afore have 
fayde, (the ftreight, 
Save of them all the funne doth ftray Jeaft from 
The larry fkye hath but one courte, that we have 
calde the eight. . 
And ali thefe moviuges eyght are ment from weft 
tocat, feaft to weft; 
Although they feeme to clyme aloft, I fay from 
But that is but by force of theyr firft moving fkye, 
In twife twelve howres from eait to eait that care 
rieth them by and by. 
But marke me well alfo, the Moving of thefe 
feven, {heaven ; 
Be not about the axlgtree of the fyr moving 
For they have theyr two poles dire&ly tone to 
the tother. 
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SONGES AND SONETTES. 


A praife of bis ladie. 


Greve place you ladies and be gone, 
Baaft not your felves atall, 
For here at hande approcheth one, 
‘Whole face will ftayne you all. 

"The vertue of her lively lookes 
Excels the precious ftone, 
withe to have none other bookes 
"Yo reade or look upon. : 

In eche of her two chriftal eyes, 
Smyleth a naked boy 5 
Zt would you all in heart fuffite 
"To fee that lampe of joye. 

think nature hath loft the moulde, 
Where fhe her fhape did take ; 
Or elfe I doubte if nature coulde 
So fayre a creature make. 

She may be well comparde 
Unto the Phenix kinde, 
‘Whole iiké was never feene nor heards 
"That any man can fynde. 

In lyfe the is Diana chaft 
Jn trouth Penclopey, . 
jn woord and eke in dede ftedfatts 
‘What will you more we fay: 

Uf ali the world were fought fo farre, 
Who could finde fuch a wight, 
Her beauty twinkleth lyke a flarre 
‘Within the frofty night. 

Her rofeall coulour comes and goes, 
‘With fuch a comely grace, 
More ruddier too, then doth the rofe, 
‘Within her lively face. 

‘At Bacchus feat none fhall her mete, 
Ne at no wanton playe, 
Nor galing in an open firete, 
Nor gadding as aftray. 

The modef myrth that the doth ufe, 
Js mixt with shamefaftneffe, 
All vyce fhe doth wholy refufe, 
And hatcth ydleneffe. 

© lord it isa world to fee, 
How vertue cam repayre, 

- & i 





And decke in her fuch modeftie, 
Whome nature made fo fayre. 
Truely the doth as farre excede, 
Our women now adayes, 
As doth the jelifloure, a wede, 
And more a thoufand wayes 
How might I doe to get a graffa 
Of this un{potted tree: 
For all the reft are playne bat chaffe 
Which feme good cornc to bec. 
This gyft alone I fhall her gewey 
When death doth what he can, 
Her honeft fame fhall ever live, 
Within the mouth of man. 


—_— 


They of the meane cflate are bappich, 


tr right be ract and overronne, 
And power take part with open wronge, 
If feare by {grae.do yeld to fone, 
The lacke is ike to laft to long. 
If God for goodes thal be unplaced, 
If right for rpches lofes hys thape, 
If world for wifedome be embraced, 
The geffe is great much hurt may hap. 
Among: good things J prove and finde, 
The quiet lyfe doth mof abound, 
And fure to the contented mynde 
"There is no tiches may be founde. 
For riches hates to be content, 
Rule is ehemy to quictneffe, 
Power is moft part impacient, 
And feldome Iykes to live in peace. 
{ heard a heardman once compare, 
‘That quiet nights he had mo flept 


| And had mo merydayes to fpart, 


Then he which ought the beatt he kept. 
1 would not have it thought hereby, 

The dolphin fwimme 1 mean to teach, 

Nor yet to learne the fawlcon flye  ~ 

1 suwe not fo farre pat my reache, 


SONGES AND SONETTES. 


But 23 my part above the ref, 
is well to wifh and well to will, 
~Go tyltmy breath fhall fayle my brett, 
“will not ceaix to wilh you fill. 





Upon nfideration of the fate of thie life bs wifsed 
: death, 


Tue longer life the more offence 
> The more offence the greater paine, 

The greater paine the leffe defence, 

The leffe defence the leffer gaine : 

The lofs of gaine long yli doth trye, 

Wherefore come death and let me dye. 
‘The shorter life, leffe count I finde, 

The lefs account the fooner made, 

‘The account foon made, the merier mind, 

"The merier mynd doth thought evade ; 

Short life in truth this thing doth trye, 

Wherefore come death and let me dye. 
Com gentle death, the ebbe of care, 

‘The ebbe af care, the flood of life, 

The floed of life, the joyful fare, 

‘The joytul fare, the end of ftrife, 

The end of firife, that thing wifh I. 

Wherefore come death and let me dye, 


_ The laver that once difdained love, is now become fub= 
+ jebisbeing caught in bis fuare. 


To this my fong give eare who lift 
And mine entent judge as ye will, 
"Phe time is come chat | have mift 
‘The thing whereon | hoped ftyll, 
And from the toppe of all my trutt 
Myfhap hath throwen me in the duft. 
‘The time hath been and that of late, 
My hart and J might leap at large; 
And ‘was not fhut within the gate 
Of love's defire, nor took no charge 
Of any thing that did pertaine, 
As touching love in any paine. ay 
_ My thought was free my hart was lyghe 
¥ marked not who loft, who fauglt, 
I plaide by day, I flept by night, 
T forced not, who wept, who laught, 
My thought from all fuch things was free, 
And I my felf at libertie. 
Itoke no hede to tauntes nor toys 
* As leef to fee them frowne as frvyle, 
Where fortune laughe [ fcornde their joyes 
J found their fraudes and every wyle, 
And to my felf oft tymes E (myled. 
‘Yo fee how love hadthem begiled. 
Thus in the net of my conceit, 
I mafked fill among the fort 
Of fuch as fed upon the bayte 
‘That Cupide laide for his difport, 
And ever -s Ifaw them caughe ° 
A them Séheld and thereat Taughe. 
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Till at the length when Cupide fpied. 

My fcorneful wyii and fpiteful ufe, 

And how I paft not who was tyed 

So that my fclf myght till live lofe, 

He fet himfelf to lye in waite 

And in my way he threw a baite. 
Such one as nature never made 

I dare well fay fave fhe alone, 

Such one fhe was as would invade 

A hart. more hard then marble ftone, 

Such one fhe is, [ know ir right, 

Her nature made to fhew her might. 
Then as a man in a mafe 

When ufe of reafon is away, 

So 1 began to flare and gale 

And fodeinly, without delay 

Or ever I had the wit to loke 

I fwallowed up both bait and hooke. 
Which daily grieves me more and more 

By fundry fortes of cereful wo, 

And none alive may falve the fore 

But only fhe that hurt me fo, 

In whom my lyfe dothe now confit 

To fave or flay me as the lyft. 
But feeyng now that Ean: caught 


|] Aad bounde fo faftsl cannot flee. 


Be ye by myne enfample taught 
‘That in your fanties fele you free 
Defpyfe not them that lovers are 
Left you be caught within his fare. 





Harpalus complaint of Philliades lovt beflowed on Coe 
rin, who loved ber not, and denied bie that loved 
ber. 


Putirina was a fayre mayde 
As freth as any flowre 
Whom Harpaius the heardman prayde 
‘To be his paramour. 
EHarpalus and eke Corin 





la could twift and fpinne, 
And thereto fing full clere 

But Phillida was all to coy 
For Harpalus to winne, 

For Corin was her only joy 
Who forft her not a pinne. 

How often would the flowers twine, 
How often garlandes make — 
Of couflips and of columbine, 

And all for Corins fake.” 

But Corin he had hawkes to lure 

And forced more the ficld, 


|} Of lovers law he took no cure | 


For once he was begyide. 

if Harpalus prevayled moughe, 
His labour all was loit, 

Hor he was factheft trom her thought, 
And yet he loved her moft. 

Therefore waxt he both pale and Jeane 
And drye as clod of clay? : 
His fleth it was confumed cleane, 

Hus colour gone away. 


das “ UNCERTAINE AUCTORS. 


__ His beard it had not Jong be fhave, 

His heare hong all unkempt, 

A man molt fir even for the gfave 
Whom fpitefall love bad fpent. 


His eyes were read, and all forewatched, 


-His face befprent with tearce, 
Jt femde unhap had him long hatched, 
In middes of hys difpayres. 
His cloaths were black and alfo bare, 
- &s one forlorne was he, 
Upon his head he alwaies ware 
A wreathe of willowe tree, 

His beaftes he kept upon a hill, 
And he fate in the dale, 

And thus with fighs and forrows fhriit 
Me gan to tel his tale. . 
» Oh Harpalus (thus would he fey) 
“aJahappiekt under fonn, 

“The caufe of thine unhappy day 
By love was fyrit begunne. 

For thou wentft firft by fute to feeke 
A Cygre to make tame. 

’ That fettes oot by thy love a lecke 
But makes thy griefe her game. 

As.cafy it were for to convert 
“The froft into the flame, 

Ap for to turne a froward hart, 

‘Mhom thou fo feign wouldeft frame. 
+ €orin he liveth careleffe, 

“He leapes among the leaves, 

He eates the fruites of thy redreffe. 
"Fhou reapes, he takes the theaves. 

My beaftes awhile your foode refraine, 
Aad harke your heardfman’s founde ; 
Whome fpightful love alas! hath flayue, 
‘Through gyrt with many a wounde. 

O happly be ye bealtes wild, 

‘That here your paftures takes; 
¥ fee that ye be not begylde, 
Of thefe your faithful mates. 

The hart he feedeth by the hinde, 
The buck hard by the do; 

‘The turtle dove is not unkinde. 
To him that loves her fo. 

The ewe fhe hath by her the ramme, 
The young cow hath the bull; 

"Vhe calfe with many a lufty Jambe, 
Doe feed their hunger full. 

But well away that nature wrought 
Thee Phillida foe faire; 

For I may fay that I have bought 
‘Thy beauty all to deare. 

What reafon is that cruelrie, 
‘With beauty fhould have part : 
Or elfe that fuch great tyranny, 
Should dwell in woman's hart. 

1 fee therefore to fhappe my death 
She cruelly is preft. 

‘To th’ ende that 1 may want my breat!., 
My days been at the bef. 

© Copide, graunt this my requeft, 

And do not ftoppe thine eares; 

‘That fhe may feel within*her bref, 

The paynes of my defpayres. 

Of Corin that is care! 

‘That the may crave her 











‘ 
i 
t 
t 


As have done in great diftref 
‘That loved her faithfully. 

But fince that I fhali dye her flave. 
Her flave and eke her thrall ; 

Write you my friendes upon my grave, 
This chaunce that is befail. 

Here lycth unhappy Ha 
By cruci! love now laine; 
Whom Phillida unjuftly thus, 
Hath murdred with dildaine. 


ale, 





Of the death of Philips. 


Esewarce with me all ye that have profeft 


Of muficke th’ arte, by touch of coarde or wind, 
Lay down your lures and let yous gytterns reft 


Philips is dead whofe like you cannot fynde, 
Of muficke much exceeding all the rett ; 
Moles therefore of force now muft ye wreft 
Your pleafant notes into another founde, 
The firing is brake, the Jute is difpoffett, 
‘The hande is colde, the body in the ground, 


~The lowring tute lamenteth now therfore, 
Dhilips her trende, that can’ her toucht’ no more. 





That all things femstine finds enfe of thyr payne, fave 


4 only the lover. 

I sre there is no fort 

Of things that live in griefe, 
Which at fometime may not refort 
Whereas they have relieie, 

The ftricken dere by kinde 
Of death that ftands in awe, 

For his recure at herb can fynde, 
The arrowe to withdrawe, 

The chafed dere hath foyle, 
To coote him in his heate ; 

The affe after his wery toylc, 
In flable is up fet. 

The cony hath his caves 
The little Vyrd his neft, 

From heate and colde themfelves to fave, 
At all times as they lift 

‘The owle with feble fight, 

Lyes lurking in the leaves, 

‘The fparrow in the frofty night 
May fhroude her in the eaves. 
But wqto me, alas, 

In fanne nor yet in fhade, 

1 cannot find a refiing place, 
My burden to unlade. 

But day by day itili beares 

The burden on my backe, > 
With weeping eyen and watry teares, 
"To holde my hope aback. 

All things I fee have place, 
Wh 2 they bowe or bende, 
Save this,elas, my woful cafe, 
Which no where fyndeth ende. 





SONGES AND SONETTES. 


Th afaute of Cupide upon the fort where the levers hart 


lay wounded, and how be was taken, 


‘ Wuen Cupide fcaled fyrft the furt, 

hérein my heart lay wounded fore, 
"Rhe batry was of fuch a fort 
That I muit yelde or dye therefore, 

‘Upere faw I Love upon the wail, 

Hovt he hig banner dyd dysplay, 
Alarme, alarme, he ’gan to call, 
Aud bade his fouldiours kepe aray. 

The armes the which that Cupide bare, 
‘Were pearced heartes with tears befprent, 
Tn filver and fable co declare 
The fledfaQt love he always ment. 

Yhere myght you fee his hand all dreft, 
In colours like to whyte and blacke, 
With powder and with pellets preft, 

To bring the forte, to fpoyle and facke. 

Good while the maifter of the thot, 

« Stoode in the rampyre brave and proude, 
For {pence of powder he fpared not, 
Affanlee, affaulte, to cry atoude. 

There nuyght you heare the cannons rore, 
Eche piete dyfcharged a lover’s louke, 
Which had the power to rent, and tore 
In any place whereas they tooke. 

And even with the trumpets fowne, 
The fcaling ladders were up fet, 

And beauty walked up and downe, 
With bow in hand and arrowes whets 

‘Then fyrit defyre began to fcale 
Aad throwed him under his targe, 

As one théworthieft of them all, 
Aud apteft for to give the charge. 

Then pufhed fouldiours with theyr pykes, 
And holbarders with handy itrokes, 

The hargabathe in ficthe it lightes, 

‘ And dims the ayre with mifty finokes. 

_ And agit is now fouldiers ufe, 

When thot and powder gins to want, 
Thanged up my flag of truce, 
And pleaded for my lyves graunt. 

When faticy thus had inade her breache, 
And beauty entred with her bande, 

With bag and baggage fely wretch, 
T yelded into beauties hand. i 

Then beauty bad to blow retrete, 
And every fouldiour to retyre, 

And mercy mylde with {pede to fet 
Me captive bound as prifoner. 

Madame (quoth () fith that this day 
Hath ferved you at all affayes, 

1 yelde to you without delay, 
Here of the fortreffe ail the kayes. 

And firh that I have been the marke, 
At whom you fhet at with your eye, 
Nedes mutt you with your handy warke, 
Or falve iny fore,gor let me dye. 


The aged lover renaunceth loves 


TLoTHE that 1 dyd love, 
In youth that I thought fwete, 
ond, * 
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As time requires for my helove, 
Methinks they are not mete. 
My luftes they do me leave, 
My fancies all are fled, 
And trac of time begynnes to weave 
Gray heares upon my hed. 
For age with ftealing fteppes 
Hath clawde me with his crouche, 
And laity lyfe away the leapes 
As there had been none fuch, ~ 
My nile deth not delight 
Me as the dyd before, 
My hand and pen are not in plight, 
As they have been of yore. 
for reafon me deny2s 
This youthly ydle ryme. 
And day by day :o me cryes, 
Leave of thefe toyes in tyme. 
Vhe wrinkles in my browe, 
The furrows in my face, 
Say lymping age will lodge hym now, 
Where youth muft geve him place. 
The harbinger of death, 
‘To me I fee him ride, 
The congh, the cold, the gafping breath 
Doth byd nie to provyde. 
* A pickax and a fpade, 
And cke a throwding fhete, 
A houfe of clay for tu be made, 
For fuch a geaft moft mete. 
Methinkes I hear the clarke 
That knoles the carefull knell, 
And byddes me leave my woful warke, 
Ere nature me compell.- 
My kepers knit the knot, 
That youth did laugh to fkorne, 
Of me that cleane hall be forgut, 
As [ had not been borne, 
‘Thus maft { youth geve up, 
Whofe badge I long dyd weare, 
‘Fothem I yelde the wanton cup, 
“hat better may it beare. 
Lo, herg the bare hed full, 











F By whofe balde figne I know, 


Vhat ftonping age away fhall pull, 
Which youthtul yeres did fowe. 
For beauty with her baud 
Thefe croked cares hath wrought, 
And fhipped me into the land, 
from whence I fyrft was brought 
And ye that byde behinde, 
Have ye none other truft 
Asye of clay were cat by kynd, 
So fhall ye waite to duit. 





Of the death of Sir Thomas Wyat the Elder. 


Lo, dead! he lives, that whilome lived here, 
Among the dead, that quick goes on the ground, 
‘Though be be dead, yet quick he doth appeare 
By lively name, that death cannot confound, 
His lyfe for ay of fame the tramp hail fund, 
hough he be dead, ytt lives he here alive, 
Thes can no death from Wat life deprive. 

a ae 








bas 
Of a new, married fiidicat ibat plated faft or lofe. 


A sTupiENT, at his boke fo plaft, 
‘That, welth he might have wonne, 
From boke to wile did flete in hat, 
pm yeelth to wo tu runne, 
low’, who hath plaid a feater caft, 
Ainge jugling frit begonne ? 
“Ea britting of himfelf fo fa/, 
+ Himéelf he hath undonne. 





eo 


‘The lover in defpare, lamenteth bis cafe. 


Apieu, defert, how art thou fpent ? 
sft! dropping tears, how do yo wath? 
wach I fcalding fighes, how be yee fpent. * 
‘Rapricke them forth that will not hafte? 
AhT pained hart, thou gapft for grace, 
Keen then where pitie hzth no place, 
Ag eafy it is the ftony rocke 
From place to place for to remove, 
As by thy plaint for to provoke 
A frozen hart from hate to love : 
What thould I fay? Such is thy lott, 
‘Yo fawhe on them that force thee not. 
‘Thus mayf thou fafely fay and fweare, 
t rigour raigneth.and ruth doth fuile, 
Jn thanklefle thoughts my thoughts do weare ; 
“Lhy truth, thy faith may nought availe; 
For thy good will, why fhould thou fo; 
Still geatt where grace it will not gecw. 
Alas: poor hart, thus haft thou fpeat 
Thy flowring time, thy pleafant yeres, 
‘With fighing voice wepe and lament ; 
For of thy hope no fruite apperes : 
"Thy true meaning is paid with {corne, 
"That ever foweth and reapeth no corne, 
And where thou feckeft a quict port, 
‘Thou doft but weigh againft the winde ; 
For where thou giaddeit wouluft refort, 
‘Vhere is no place for thee aflinde ; © 
Phy deftiny hath fete it fo, 
‘That thy crue hart fhould cafe thy wo. 


— 


Of hie maiftreffz, M. B. 
3y bayes I boaft, whefe branche 1 beare, 
Such joy therein I finde, 
‘That to the death I fhall ic weare, 
To eale my careteffe mine. 
In heat, in cold, both nigh 
Her virtue may be fene, 
When other fruits end flowers decay, 
The bay yett grows full green; 
Her beries fede the birdes full oft ; 
Her leves fwete water make, 
Her bowes be fet in every loft 
For their fwete favours fake : 
The birdes do throud them from the cold, 
Yo her we daily {ce ; 2 
And men made arbers as they won'd_ 








and dey, 


UBNCERTAINE AUCTORS, 


It doth me good when I repaire 
There, as thefe bayes do grow; 

Where oft I walk to take the air, 
it doth delight me fo. 

But lol ftand, as | were dumme, 
Her beauty for to blafe, 

Wherewith my fprites be evercome, 
So tong thereon I gafe. 

At lait | turne unto my walke, 
In paffing to and fro, 

And to my falfe | {mile and talk, 
And then away I go, 

Why fmileft thou? fay lookers or, 
What pleafure haft thou found? 

With that I am as cold as ftone, 
And ready for to founde, 

Fie, fie for fhame, fayth fanfie than, 
Pluck up thy fainted hart, 

And fpeak thou boldly like a man. 
Shrink nor for little {mart, 

Whcreat I blufh and change my cheare 
My fenfes wax fo weak, 

O God, think I, what make I here, 
‘That never a word may fpeake + 

I dare not figh, left | be heard, 

~ My lokes I flyty caft, 

And fill I Rand, a3 out were {card, 
Untill ary ftormes be paft. 

Then happy hap doth me revive, 
‘The blood comes to my face ; 

A merrier man is not alive, 
Then Iam in that cafe 

Thus after forow feke 1 refk; 
When fled is fancies fitt : 

And though J be a homely gett, 
Before the bays ! fic; 

Where f dp watch till leaves do fall: 
When winde the tree doth fhake, 

Then, though my branche be very fmuil, 
My leafe away I take, 

And then Igo and clap my handes, 
My heart doth leap for joy. 

Thefe bayes.do cafe me from my bands, 
‘That long did me annoy ; 

For when I do behold the fame, 
Which makes fo fair a fhow, 

1 find therein my maiftrefs name, 
And fve her virtues grow. 


A praife of Maifireffe BR. 


I nearp when fame with thundring voice did 
furhmon to appear 
Vhe chief cf nature’s children all, that kind hath 
placed here. 
To view what brute by virtue got their lives could 
“juftly crave ; 
And bad them fhew what praife by truth they 
worthy were to have: 
Wherewith I faw how Venus came and put her (elf 
in place, 


Pa: Teak ereacey, ee: Lae eRe ee 
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SONGES AND SONETTES, 


Sach one was called by name ¢ row, in that aflem- 
bly there, 

‘That hence are gone or here reniains, in court of 
other where ; 


-& folemn filence was proclaim'd, the judges fat 


and heard 

What trutli could tell, or craft could fain, and who 
fhould be prefer’d : 

Thch beauty Nept before the bar, whofe breit and 
neck was bare, 

With hair truft up, and on her head a caul of gold 
fhe ware. 

‘Thus Cupids thralles began the flock, whofe hun- 
gry eyes did fay, 

That fhe had fhained afl the dames, that prefent 
were chat day. 

For cre the fpake with whifpering ‘words, 
praife was fild throughout, 

And fancy forced commen wice, thereat to give a 
fhout, 

Which cried ts fame take forth thy trump, ‘and 
found her praife on hy, 

That glads the heart of every wight, that her bes 
holds with eye. 

What ftit and rule (quod order than) do thefe 
rude peopie make ? 

We hold her bef that thall deferve a -praife for 
virtues fake, 

This fentence was no fooner faid, bat beauty 
therewith blufht, 

The noife did ceafe, the hal was flill and every 
thing was hufht, 

Ten fincnefs thought by training talk to win 
that beauty loft, 

And whet her tongue with jolly words, and {par- 
red for no cof; 

Yet wantoneffe couid not abide, buts broke her 
tale in haft, 

And peevith pride for peacocks plumes would 
needs be hieft plat, 

And therewithal came curioufneffe and carped ont 
of frame, 

The audience laught to hear the ftrife, as they 
beheld the fame. 

Yet reafon foon appeas’d the brute, her reverence 
made and done, 

She purchafed favour for to fpeak,-and thus her 
tale begun. 

Since bounty {hall the garland wear, and crowned 
be by fame, 

© happy judges calt for her, for fhe deferves the 
fame. 

‘Where temperance governs beauties fowers, and 
glory is not fuught, 

And fhamefaced meeknefie maftreth Pride, and 
virtue dwells in thought: 

Bid her come forth, and fhew her face, or elfe af- 
fent each one, 

‘That true report, fhall grave her name in gold or 
marble-ftone. 

For all the world to read at will what worthy- 
neffe doth reft,~ 

tn perfe& pure unfpotted life, which fhe hath 
here poffeft, . 


the 





Then {kill rofe_wp and fought the praife, to find” 
that if he might, 

Aperfon of fuch honeft name, that men Should 
praife of right : 

This one I faw full fadly fit, and fhrink her felfe 
a fide, 

Whofe fober looks did thew Eiftsher wively gracé 
did hide. 

Lo here (quoth ‘kill, good people” ‘all) is ine’ 
left alive, 

And fhe hail moft, accepted be, that’ leaf ‘tor 
praife did ftrive, 

No longer fame could hold her peace; but blew 
a blafte fo highe, 

That made an ccho in the air; and founding 
throrgh the thie, 

The voice was loud, and thus it faid, come Re: 
with happy days, 

Thy honef life hath won the fame, and crowed 
thee with praife. 

And when I heard my maiftres named, F thet 
amids the throng, 

s4nd clapt my hands and witht of God# that Ric 
might profper long. 








Songes written by N. G. of the Nine Mufese 


Imes of kyng Jove, and queen: remembraunce lo 

The fifters nine, the poets pleafant feres, 

Caliope doth ftately ftyle beftowe, 

and worthy praifes payntes of princely:: 

Clion in foleinn fonges reneweth all day,” 

With prefent yeres conjoyning age by patt, 

Delightful talke loves comical Thaley,. 

In frefh grene youth, who doth lyke lawrel tals 

With voices tragicall, foundes Melpomen 

And as with cheynes thallured care fhe byndes, 

Her ftringes, when Terpefcof doth touch, even 
then 

She toucheth hates, and raigneth in mens myndes: 

Fyne Erats, whofe looke a lyvely chere 

Prefents in dancing, kepes a comely grace, 

With femely gefture doth Polomyne ficre, 

Whofe woordcs whole routes of rankes do rule in 
place. 

Urany her globes to view all bent,- 

‘The nincfold heaven obferves with fixed face; $ 

The blaftes Eutrepe tunes of J inftrument, 2 

With folace fweet, hence my heavy. dumpes to 
chafe. 

Lord Phzbus, in the myddes, (whofe heavenly 
fprite 

Thefe lalyes doth infpize) embraceth all 

The graces in the mules weed delyte, : 

To lead them fourth, that men in maze they fall. 





Pa 


Mufenius the philofopbers faying. 


In woorking well, if yravel you fuftaine, 
Tato the winde fhall lightly paffe the payne; 
8 fij 
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But of the dede the glory fhall remayne, 

And caufe your name with worthy wights to 
raigne. 

In working wrong, if pleafure you attainc, 

‘The pleafure foon fhail vade, and yoid as vaine. 

But of the dede throughout the lyfe the fhame 

Endures, defacing you with foul defame, 

And (till torments the minde beth night and day; 

Scant length of time the {pot can waihe away. 

Fice then ill fuading pleafures, baiies untrue, 

And noble vertues fayre renowne purfue. 


Defeription of virtue. 


‘Waar one art thou, thus in torn wedey clad? 
Vertue in price, whom auncient fages had. 
Why poorely rayde? for fading goodes peaft care. 
Why double faced? ¥ marke eche fortunes fare. 
This bridle whar? Myndes rages to reftraine. 
Pooles why beare yeu? I love to take great 
payne. 1 
Why winges? I teach above the ftarres to flye. 
‘Why treade you death? lonely cannot dye. 


Praife of meafure-kesping. 


‘Tre ancient time commended not for nought ; 
‘The meane what betier thinge there be foaght, 
Ip meane ts virtue placed on eyther fide, 

Both right and left amiife a man fhall flyde. 
car, with fire hadft thou the midway Sowne, 
“Yearian beck by nume had no man knowne. 

It myddle path kept had proud Phaeton 

No burning brand this earth had faine uport : 
Ne cruel power, ne none fo foft can raigne, 
‘That kepcs a meane, the fame fhall flill remayne, 
‘The Juliv once dyed, to much mercy fpill 5 

‘The Nero flern, rigor extreme dyd kill. 

How covld Auguit fo many yeres well Gaffe, 
Nor ovr meke nor over fierce he was : 

Worhiip net Juve with curious fancies vaine, 
Nor him defpife; hold right atwene thefe twainc : 
No wafifull wight, no gredy gutt is prazed, 
Stand Jargedfe juft in egall ballance payde : 

So Catoes meal furmountes Antonius chere, 
And bettcr fame his fober fare hath here 

To flender building bad as bad to grofle? 

One an eye fore, the tother fallcs to loffe. 

As medicines helpe in meafure, fo (God wot) 
By overmuch the ficke their bane have got. 
Unmete me femes to uttexsbis mo waics; 
Meafure forbiddes unmeafurable praife, 


Man's life, after Poffidenius or Crates. 


Wuat pathe lift you to treade? what trade will 
youafiay? 

‘The courts of plea by braule and bate drive gecie 
peace away. 


UNCERTAINE AUCTORS. 


In houfe fer wife and childe there is bur curke 
and care, 

With travel and with toyle 
ufe to fare. 

Upon the feas lyeth dread ; 
lande, 

Do feare the lofle, and there 
fers poorely stand. 

Stryfe with a wife, without your thr‘ftfull harde 
to fee: 

Yong brats a trobiv, none at al] a mayme it femes 
to be. 

Youth fonde, age hath no hart, and pincheth all 
to nye; 

Choofe then the leifer of thefe two, ay life, oz 
foon. to dye. 


enough in fields we 
the riche in foreign 


the poore Ike my- 





Metridaris's mynsie to the contrary. 


Waar race cf lyfe ronne you? what trade will 
you affay ? 

In courts is glory got, and witt increafed day 
by day. 

At home wee take our eafe, and beake our felves 
in reft: 

The ficldes ovr nature do refrefhe with pleafures 
of the bef. 

On feas is gan to geat; the ftranger he fhall be 

Efeem’d, having much, if not, none knoweth his 
Jack bu 

A wyfe will 
thou fri 

Brood is a lovely thing, without thy lyfe is icofe 
to thee. 

Yong blacécs be ftronge, olde fyres in double Lo- 
nour cwell, 

Doway that choyfe, no lyfe or foon to dyc, for all 











nme thy houfe, no wyle then~<rt 


is well, 
Of friendpeip. 
Or all the heavenly gifts that mortal men com- 
mend, 


What trufiy treafure in the world can counter- 
vaile a friende. 

Our health is foon decaied; goodes cafual, light, 
and vaines 

Broke have we feen the force of power and ho- 
nour fuffer ftaine. 

In bodies ?u& mau doth refemble but bafe brute, 

True vertue geates and keeps a frende: good 
guyde of our purfute, {cafe : 

Whofe hearty zeale with ours accordes in every 

No terme of time, no {pace of place, no ftorme can 
it deface. 

When fickle fortune failes, this knot endureth fill. 

The kin out of their kind may fwerve, when 
frendes owe thee good will: 

When fweter folace fhall befall, then one to finde, 

Upon whofe’breft thu mayft repofe the fe: rete af 
thy minds? 


SONGES AND SONETTES., 


He waileth at thy wo; his tears with thine be thed; 

With thee doth he joys, fo lefe a lyfe is led. 

Behold thy frende, and of thy felf the paterne fee, 

One foul a wonder fhall it {ceme in bedies twaine 
to be; 

.rabfence prefent rych in want, in ficknefle found, 

Ye after death alive, maift thou by thy lure frende 
be founde. 

Echg hole, eche towne, cach reelme by ftedfu 
“love doth ftande ; 

Where foule debate bredes bitter bale in eche di- 
vided lande, 

O friendthip, flower of flowers! O lively fprite 
of lyfe! 

O facred bond of blififul peace, the Ralworth 
ftanche of ftrife: 

Scipio with Lelins didit thou conjoyte in care 5 

At home in warres for wealc and wo, with equal 
faith torfare 

Gilippes eke with Tyte, Damon with Pythias; 

And with Menethus’ funne Achill by the combyn- 

. ed wis: 

Eurialus and Nifus gave Virgil caufe to fing 

Of Pylades do many rymes and of Oreftes ring = 

Downe ‘[heteus went to hell, Pirith his frcude ta 
finde ; : 

© that tie wyves in thefe our daies wer to their 
mates fo kynd! 

Cicero the frendly man, to Atticus, his frende, 

Of friendthip wrote, fuch couples, le! doth lot, but 
feldom lend, 

Recount thy race now ronne, how few fhalt thou 
there fee, [mee: 

OPWhom to fay this fame is be that never failed 

So rare a jewell then muft nedes be holden dere, 

And as thou wilt efteem thy felfe, fo take ty 
chofen fere 

‘The tyrant in difpaire no lacke of gold bewayles, 

But out, ]am undone (faith he) for ail my friend- 
fhips failes : 

Wherefore fince nothing is more kyndly for our 
kynde, 

Next wifdome thus that teachcth us, love wee the 
frendly minds. 











The death of Zorcac, an Egyptian aftronomer, in the 
Sith fight that Alexander bad with the Perfians 


Now clattring armes, now raging broyles of warre, 

Gan pafle the noys of dredfull trumpetts clang, 

Shrowded with fhafts, the heaven with cloude of 
dartes, 

Covered the ayre againft full fatted bulla. 

As forceth kyndled yre the lyons keene, 

Whofe greedy gutts the gnawing hunger prickes : 

So Macedons again& the Perfians fair, 

Now corpfes hyde the purpnrde foyle with plood; 

Large flaughter om eche fide, but Perfes more, 

Moyft ficldes he bled, theyr heartes and numbers 
bate, 

Fainted while they gave backe, and fall to flighte : 

‘Phe litening Macedon by fwordes, by gleaves, 





Py bandes and troupes oi feotemen, with his garde, j T 
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Speedes to dary, but hym his mereft kyn, 

Oxate preferves with horfemen on a plumpe 

Before his carr, that none his charge fhould give + 

Here grunts, here groans, eche where ftrong youth 
is {pent : 

Shaking her bloudy hands, Beflone among 

The Peifes foweth all kind of cruel death : 

With throte ycut he roares, he lyeth along, 

His entrailes with a launce through gyrded quyte, . 

Hym fmytes the club, hym woundes farre itryk<* 
ing bowe, a 4 

And him the fling, and him the fhining fword; 

He dyeth, he is all dead, he pantes, he reftes. 

Right over ftoode in frow ‘white armor brave, 

The Memphite Zoroas, a cunnyng clarke, 

To whom the heaven Jay open a his booke ; 

And in celeftiall bodies he cou!d tell 

Yhe moving meeting light afpest eclips, 

And ivflucnce, and conftcllations all ; fieae, 

What carthly chaunces would betyde, what yére = 

Of plenty Morde, what figne forewarned deathy"% 

How winter gendreth fnow, what températt 

In the primetyde doth feafon well the foyle,* ~_ 

*Why fammcr burnes, why autumme hath ripe. 
grapes, wey oe 

Whither the circle.quadeate may become, 

Whether our tunes heaven’s harmony can yelde, 

Of four begyns among themfelves howe great 

Proportion is; what fway the erryng lightes 

Doth fend in courfe gayne that fyrit movyng heae 
ven; : 

What grees one from another diftant be, 

What ftarr doth let the hurtful fyre to rage, 

Gr him more mylde whaz oppofition makes, 

What fyre doth qualifye Mavorfe’s fyre, 

What houfe eche one doth feeke, what planett 
raignes : 

Within this heaven fphere, or that fmall thynges, 

I {pcake, whole heaven he clofeth in his breft. 

"This fage then in the ftarres hath fpyed the fates 

‘Threatned him death without delay, and fith =~ 

He faw he could not fatall order chaunge, 

Foreward.he preft in battayle, that he might 

Mete with the rulers of the Macedons, 

Of his right hand defirous to be flain, 

‘The bouldeft bourne, and worthicit in the feilde; 

And as awight, wow wery of his lyfe, 

And feking death in fyrft tront of his rages 

Comes defperately to Alexander’s face, 

At him with dartes one after other throwes, 

With reckleflz words-and clamour him provoked, 

And fayth, Nedtanak’s haftard fhamefull ftayne 

Of mothers bed, why Jofeft thou thy ftrokes, 

Cowardes among, turne th¢e to me, in cafe 

Manhood ¢ be fo much left in thy heare: 

Come fight with me, that on my helmet weare 

Apollo’s laurel} both for learninges laude, 

And cke for martial praife, that in my fhielde 

The fevet-fold Sophie of Minerve contein, 

A match more mete fyr king then any here, 

‘Lhe noble prince amoved takes ruth upon 

‘The wilfull wight, and with loft words ayem, 

© monftrous man (quoth he) what fo thou art, 

1 pray thee live, ne de not with «hy déath 

lodge of lore, the mufe’s mantion.ma 
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‘That treaftire howfe thic hand -thall deer fpoyle, 


UNCERTAINE AUCTORS. 
} And at the laft fate anered in the rode, 


My fword fall never bruife that kilfull brayne, | Came heavy Cicero a land, with payne, 


Long gather’d heapes of fcience forse to fpill ; 

© how fayre fruites may you to mortall men 

From wifdom’s garden, give; how many may 

By you the wifer and the better prove : 

‘What error, what mad moode, what frenzy thee, 

Perfwadcs to be downe, fent to kepe Averve, 

‘Where no artes flourifh, nor no knowledge vailes 

For all thefe fawes. When thus the fovereign 
faid, 

Alighted Zoroas with fword unfheathed, 

The carelefs king there fmoate above the greve, 

At th’ opening of his quithes wounded him, 

So that the blood dcwn trailed on the grouy 

“the Macedon perceiving hurt, gan gnuthe, 

But yet his mynde he bent in any wie, 

Hym to forbeare, fett (purrs unto his ftede, 

And turnde away, left anger of his fmarte 

Should cavfe revertger hand deale balefull blowes. 

But of the Macedonians chicftaines knights, 

One Meleager could not bear this fight, 

Butran upon the faid Egyptian reuk, 

And cutt him in both knees: He fell to ground, « 

‘Whcrewith a whole rout came of fouldiours 
fterne. 

And all in pieces hewed the fely feg, 

But happely the foule fied to the ilarres, 

‘Where, under him, he hath full fight of all, 

Whereat he gazed here with reaching looke + 

The Perfians waild fuch fapience to lorgoe, 

‘The very fone the Macedonians witht 

He would have lived, King Alexander felfe 

Demde him a mun unmete to dye at all; 

‘Who wonne like praife for conqueft of his yre, 

As for Qoute men in fielde that day fubdued, 

Who princes taught how to difcerne a man, 

That in his head fo rare a jewel beares, 

But over all thofe fume Camenes, thofe fame, 

Divine Camenes, whofe honour be pracurde, 

Astender parent doth hys daughters weale, 

Lamented, and for thankes all that they can, 

Do cherith hym deceaft, and fete bim free, 

From dark oblivion of devouring death” 





Marcus Tullius Cicero's dath, 


Tuerrrore when reftlefs rage of wynde and 
wave, 

Ho fuw by fates, alas, calde for, (quoth he) 

ts haplets Cicero, fayle on, thape courte 

To the uext fhore, and bring me to my 

Perdy thete than kes refcued from evill fword, 

Wilt thou my country pay? J fee myne end: 

So powers divine fo bid the gods above, 

Th citie faved that conful Marcus fhend, 

$ycaking no more, but drawing from dicp hart 

Great grones, even at the name of Reme rehearft, 

His cyesand ckeekes with fhowersof tearshe wafht ; 

And (though a route in daily dangers worne) 

With furced face the fhipmen held their tcures, 

And Srivyng long, the feas rough flood to pale, 

in vindes avd itormy fhowers made way. 
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His faynted lymmes the aged fyre doth crave, 
And round about their mafter ftoad his band : 

Nor greatly with their own hard hap difmavde, 
Nor plighted faith prove in fharpe tyme to break , 
Some fwordes, prepare fome theyr dere Lord al 


fit: 
Im littour laid, they Iead him unkouth wayes. 
If fo deceave Antonius cruell gleavesy =? 


"They might,and threats of following routs efeape : 

‘Thus lo, that Tul went that Tullius, 

Of royal robe and (ucred fenate p 

When he a farre the men approache efpyeth ; 

And of his fone the enfign doth acknow, 

‘And with drawn {word, Popilius threat'uing 
death, 

Whole life and whole eftate, in hazard once 

He had preferved, when Rome, as yett to free, 

Heard him, and at his thundring voice amazed + 

Herennins cke nwre tyyer than the reit, 

Prefent enflam'd with fury, him purfues. 

What might he do, thould he ufz in defence 

Dyfarmed handes, or pardon atk for Mede ? 

Should he with wordes to turne the wrath 

OF ch’ armed knight, whofe fafeguard he had 
wrought : 

No age forbids, and fixt within diepe breft 

His countrys love, and falling Romes ymage ; 

The charret turn, fayth he, let lofe the raines, 

Runne to the undeferved death mee, lo, 

Hath Phebus foule, as meffenger forewarnde, 

And Jove defires a new heavens man to make. 

Brutus and Caffius fouls, live you in blifs? = 

Tu cafe, yet all the fates gain frive us rot, 

Neither fhall wee, perchaunce, dye unrevenged. 

Now have | lived, O Rome! ynough for me; 

My paffed life nought fuffreth me to doubt + 

Noylome oblivion of the loatbfoine death. 

Slea me: Yett all the offspring to come fla! 
know, 

And this deceafe fhall bring eternal life 5 

Yea, and (unlefle I fall, and all in vaine + 

Rome, | fometime thy augur chofen was) 

Not evermore fhali Iricndly fortune thee 

Favour, Antonius, once the day fhall come, 

When her dear wights, by cruell Jpight thus 
flaines, 

Vidorious Rome fall at chy bands require + 

Me likes ther while, go fee the hoaped heaven, 

Speche had he left, and therewith, he, good man, 

His throat prepard, and held his head unmov'd. 

His hafting to thofe fates the very kuighces 

Be loth to fee, and rage rebated when 

‘They his bare necke beheld, aud his huare heares; 

Scant cotild they bolt the teares that fourth gan 
burt, 

And almoft fell from “ploudy hands the fwordes ; 

Only the fterne Herennius, with grim looke, 

Dattards, why ftand you ftillz he fayeth, and 
ftraight 

Swaps of the head with his prefumptious yron. 

Ne with that flaughter yet he is not filde : 

Foul thame on fhame to heape, is his delight, 

Wherefore the handes alfo doth he of fmz 

















SONGES AND SONETTES. aya? 


” Which durft Antonius life fo lyfely paint. The fenfelefs ftock, a griezely fight doth bear,’ 
Him yelding, ftrained ghoft, from welkin hye, Unto Antonius boord with mifchief fed, 
With lothy chere lord Phebus gan bebold, 


Awd in black cloud, they fay, long hid hishead. © : canoes 
‘The Latine mufes and the graces they wept, 
And for his fall eternally thal! pepe: Of M.T. Cicero. 


And lo, here piezcing Pitho, (ftrange to tell) . ‘ 
‘Who had to him fuffifde both fenfe and wordes. For Tullie late a tombe ¥ gan prepare, 


‘When fo he fpake, and dreft with neétar foode When Cynthie, thus, bad me my labour fpare:' 

That. flowing tong, when his wind pipe dif- | Such manner thinges become the dead, qaoth. 
elofd, he, 

Fled with her fleeing frend, and (out alas) But Tully tives, and fill alyve shall be. : 

Hath left ther earth, ne will no more returne : a 

Popilions flieth ther while, and leaving there N. G. 
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~ In vain J think, right honourable lord, 
By this rude rime to memorize thy name, 
Whofe learned mufe hath writ her owne record 
In golden verfe, worthy immorssl fame. 
‘Thou much more fit, were leifure for the fame, 
Thy gracious foveraigne’s prayers to compile, 
And her imperiall majeftie to frame 
Jn Joftie numbers, and heroick ftile. 
SPENSER’S SONNET TO LORD BUCKHURST. 
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\. “PHE LIFE OF SACKVILLE. © 














Tw the rerbulent ani fanguinary reign of Queen Mary, when the fires of perfecution were kindled. 
1d, and every part of England was polluted with murders, more atrocious than 
Coughters of the moft bloody civil war; the cultivation of polite literature was negledtod 
1id!t the calamities of the ftate, and only one poetical production, of prominent excellence, intitar : 
A Mirror for Magiftrates, Muminates that interval of darknefs between Surreyiand S 
\re writers than one were concerned in the compofition of that popular poetn, “which originate 
ed in the reign of Mary, and was not finally completed till the beginning of the feverteenth cen~ 
tury; but its inventor, and moft diftinguifhed contributor was Tramas Sackvitte, the firk Lord 
Backhurft, and Earl of Dorfet, Lord High Treafurer of England, Chancellor of the Univerfity of - 
Oxford, author of che firft genuine Englifh tragedy, and “ che Patriarch of arace of genius and wit.*~ 
This diftinguithed flatefman and poet, was the-fon of Richard Sackville, Efq. of Buckhurft, 
in the parifh of Withiam, in Suffex, where he was born inthe year 1527. His mother was 2 
= daughter of Sir John Pruges, Lord Mayor of Longon, and afterwards wife of John Powlet, Mar+ 
quis of Winchefter. z . 
He difcovered, from his childhood, a lively wit and vigorous underflanding, and was removed . 
from a domettic tuitian, to Hart-hall in Oxford, where he refided fome time; but took no degree. 
I erwards re moved to Cambridge, where he did not refide long; but had the degree of Matter 
, of its conferred on him. : 
noth univerfities he became celebrated as a Latin and Englith poet. Woed mentions him as 
ng been in his younger years poctically inclined; and wrote, while he continued in Oxon, feve- 
vitin and Englifh poems: though publifhed, cither byabemfelves, or mixed among other men’s 
pocus, yet § prefume they are loft or forgotten, as having no name to them, or that the copies 
are worn or ae ¥ 
Ele afterwards entered himfelf a ftudent in the Inner Temple, and at an early period of Jife was 
caied to the bar. a 




























He carried his love of poctry, which he feems to have almott folcly cultivated, to the Ioner ‘Tem- 
ple, where, in conjunétion with Thomas Norton, a fellow-labourer of Hopkins and Sternhold, he 
tragedy, intituled, Ferres and Purrex, which was aéted before Queen Blizabeth, at Whitehall,” 
ftudents of the Inner Temple, ins 56x. It was printed incorre@tly and furreptitioufly in 15655 
accurately in 1570; in 1590, by the title of Gorboduc; and reprinted by Dodfley in 1736, with 
preface by Mr. Spence, by the *procuration of Pope, “ who wondered that the propriety 
and natural cafe of it bad not been better imitated by the dramatic authors of the fucceeding 






About the year 1357, he formed the plan of the Mirrer for Magifirates, in which all the ilu 
trious but uafortunate charagters of the Englith hiftory, from the Conqueft to the end of the four- 
teenth century, were to pafs in review hefore the poet, who defcends, like Dante, into hell, and ix 
conducted by Ssrrew. Every perfonage was to recite his own misfortunes ina foliloquy. But he had 
Jeifure only to finith a poctical preface, called an Znduction, and one legetd, which isthe Life of Haw 
ry Stafford Dike of Buckingham. é 


52 THE LIFE OF SACKVILLE. 

Relinguithing, therefore, the defign abruptly, and haftily adapting the clofe of his ZnduSion to the 
appearance of Buckingham, whofe ftory was to have been the laff in his feries, he recommended the 
completion of the whole to Richard Baldwyne and George Ferrers, men of the greateft wit in that 
age. 

_ Deterred, perhaps, by the greatnefs of the attempt, they invited to their affitance Churchyard, 

Phayer, and other men of wit and genius, “who chofe fuch lives from the chronicles of Fabian and 
Hall, as feemed to difplay the moft affecting cataftrophes, and which were probably pointed out by 
Sackville. 

’ ‘This colleétion was printed in 4to,3559, with the following title, 4 Myrroure for Magiffrates, where- 
in may be feen, by example of olbers, with bows grevous plages vices are punifbed, and how frait and unflable 
worldly profperitie is founde, even of thofe whom fortune feemeth moft bighly to favour, “ Felix quem faciunt 
aliena pericula cautum.” Anno £559, HEdibus Thome Marfee. 

Ashe early quitted thé ftady of the law for the flowery paths of poetry; fo the poet was foon 
oft in the flatefman ; and negodations and erhbaffies extinguifhed the milder ambitions of the inge- 
nious mufe. - 

"Inthe fourth and fifth years of Queen Mary, his name appears in the parliamentary lifts; and in 
the fifth of Queen Elizabeth, 1564, when his father was elected knight of the fhire for Suffex, he 
wasreturned one of the members for Buckinghamfhire. 

Not long after this, he travelled into France and Italy, and was detained fome time a prifoner at 
Rome, in confequence of fome pecuniary inconvenience. 

On his father’s death in £566, his liberty was ‘procured, and he returned to England, to take pof- 
{effion of an ample,patrimony. - 

His eminent accomplifhments and abilities having acquired the confidence and efteem of Queen 
Elizabeth, he was knighted in 1567, in her prefence, by the Duke of Norfolk, and at the fame tims 
promoted to the peerage, by the title of Baron Buckburf, 

In confequence of the Queen's frequent admonitions, he is faid to have corrected his tafte for 
magnificence and expence, which had fome times fubjeéted him to confiderable inconveniencies... 

‘In 1573, he went ambaffador to France. In 1574, he fat on the trial of the Duke of, Nosfoll; 
at which time he was alfo in the Privy Council. ; 

He was nominated one of the commiffioners for the trial of Mary Queen of Scots; but it docs 
fg appear that he was prefent at her condemnation at Fotheringay Caftle ; yet after the confirma- 
tion of the fentence, he wasappointed to bear the unhappy tidings to her, and to {ee the fentence put 
in execution, 

In 1587, he went ambaffador to the States-General; but, having incurred the difplesfure of the 
Earl of Leicefter and Lord Barleigh, he*was recalled, and confined to his houfe nine months, 

On the death of Leicefter, he recovered the Queen's favour, and was made Knight of the Garter, 
ene of the peers who. fat on the trial of Lord Arundel, apd joined with Burleigh, in negociating a 
peace with Spain and Holland. 

In 1591, he was, by the Queon's recommendation, elected Chancellor of the Univerfity of Oxford, 
in oppofition to Effex, the object of her capricious paffion, and incorporated Mailer of Arts. 

On Burleigh’s death, he was appointed Lord High Treafurer, and {eon after joined in commiffion 
with Effex and Sir Thomas Egerton for negociating an alliance with Denmark; and when that un- 


fortunate nobleman was brought to his trial, with his {friend Southampton, he was conftituted Lord 


High Steward on the occafion, 
‘At the acceffion of King James, his patent of Lord High Treafurer was renewed for life ; and in 


4603, he was created Earl of Dorfet, and appointed one of the commiffioncrs for executing the office 


of Lord Marfhal. 
He died faddenly at the conncil-table, Whitehall, April 19th 1608, in the 81f year of his age, 


and was buried in Wefiminfter Abbey. 
His funeral fermon was preached by Dr. Abbot, his chaplain, afterwards Archbifhop of Canterbury 


in which he is very lovith in his praife. 
The charaGer of Sackville, as a flatefman, is to be fought elfewhere. It is fufficient to fay, that 


fow firft minifters have }eft fo fir a chareter. Amici the intrigugs of an artful court, he, preferv- 
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ed the integrity of a private man. His family difdained the offer of an apolégy for him, againw& 
fome little cavils of a rival party. In the exercife of his political fanctions, the brilliancy of his 
imagination grew more correé, not “lefs abundant. Nacnton relates, that his “ fecretaries had 
difficulty to pteafe him, he was fo facete and choice in his ftyle.” Even in the decifions of that rigid trie 
bunal, the Star Chamber, which was never eftcemed the {chool ‘of eloquence, * fo trong,” fays 
Lloyd, “ was his inveation, that he was calied the Star Chamber Beil? Amidt the bufinefs of as 
envoy at Paris, he found time to prefix a Latin Epifile to Clerke’s Latin tranflation of Caftighio’s 
by CoNstien," 1 which is nor uu unworthy recommendation of a treatife remarkable for its polite Latifii-. 
ty. Himfelf a poet. he encouraged the art which he improved, by his liberality ; and left his wit, 
aud patronage of pwiite literature to his defcendants, of whom was Charles Sackville, Earl of Dor 
fet, the well known patron of Dryden and Prior ; 








——— Whofe great forefathers every grace, 
Reflecting and reflected in his race 5 
Where other Buskburfls, other Dorfete thine, 
_ And poets ftill, or patriots deck the linc. 


” He was more courted and complimented by poets than any nobleman -of his’ tight, exept: BARR, 
whofe love of literature, heroifm, integrity, and gererofity, made him the favourite GS tp ATOR. 
and the fybjeé of ionumerable fonnets and ballads, from Spenfer to the Towett Y Ad IE sf 
panegyric were any where juftifiable, i¢ muft bo when paid to the man, who endeavonred: to fa ve 
Spenfer from flarving in the ftreets of Dublin, and Who buried him” in Weltminiber Abbey, with: 
becoming folemnity. 

As a poet, Sackville has pretenfions to the gratitude of pofterity, “which have not hitherto been, 
fully confidered or aliowed. He is entitled to rank with Spenfer, Shakfpeare, and Mazlowe, the 
moft eminent poets of his age; by the firt of whom he is only furpaffed in’ the perfestion’of 

“slewtry, by having had the difadvantage of writing before him; and, by the fecond, "in his ma 
gic power of moving the paflions, and the unrivalled excellence of his dramatic dialogue. 

His tragedy of Gorboduc has the merit of being the firft fpecimen.in our language of heraig. tale 
written in blank verfe, divided into a@s and fcenes, and clothed in all the formalities of a ‘siettine 
drama. It is praifed by Sidney for its notable moralisie; but it was ) never popular; owing to thease 
 interefting nature of the plot, the tedious length of the {peeches, the want of a difcrimination of che» 
rater, and almoft a total abfence of pathetic incidents. ‘The dialogue, however, contains much 
dignity, ftrength of refledtion, and good fenfe; and the langage has great purity and perfpicuity, 
and is entirely free from that tumid phrafeology, and thofe Braggerated imageries and pedantic me- 
taphors, which are the chief blemithes of the {cenes of Shakfpeare. 

‘The afliftance of Norton, to whom the three firft aéts are given by Wood, may be juftly doubted, 
Every fcene of Gorboduc is marked by Sackville’s charadteriftic manner, which sont Porfpicuity 
of ftyle, and a command of numbers, fuperior to the tone of his age. 

In she Mirror for Magi/irates he bas two poems of confiderable length, the Jadudtion, and Legend ¥ 
Buckingham, which are the chief foundation of his fame. 

The colieGtion, of which they make a confpicuous part, was reprinted in 1563, 13978; 1574, and 
in 4587, with an Indudtion, and the additions of many new lives, by John Higgins, At length 
the whole was digefted anew, with adgitions by Richard Niccols, an ingenious poet, and printed im 
1610, under the following title: 4 Mirrour for Magiftrates, being a trae chronicle biflerie of the un- 
timely falles of fuch unfortunate princes, and men of note, as bave buppened fince the Fifi entrance of Brute inte 
this ifland, until this our age, newly enlarged, with a laf part, called, A Winter's Night Vifion, being am ad 
dition of fucb tragedies, efpecially famous, as are exempted in the former bi iflorie, with a poem annexed, cal, 

land's Eliza, At London, imprinted by Felix Kyngfton, 1610, 

Sackville’s fhare in it is illuftrated in the preface. “ I purpofe only to follow the intended fcope 

of that moft honorable patronage, who, by how much he did furpaife the reft in the eminence gf 

Bis noble condition, by fo much heyhath exceeded them all in the excellence of his heroical ftike, 
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which, with golden pén, he hath limmed out to pofteritie in that worthy obje@ of his minde, rue 
‘ERAGEDIE or THE Duxe oF BuckinGuam, and in his preface, then intiruled Master Sacxuii’s 
Innvetion.” This edition, which contains 86 lives and 875 pages, has never been reprinted, and is 
extremely fearce. That it was in high efteem throughout the reign of Queen Elizabeth, appears not 
only from its numerous editions, but from the teftimonies of Sidney, Heywod, Webbe, Bolton, andother 
contemporary writers. It is reafonable to fuppofe, that it enriched the ftores, and extended the limits 
of our dranra. Shak{peare is indebted to it for many {cenes in his plays. Much of it might bear 
republication, and make good its claim to public notice ; particularly the legends written by Charch- 
yard and Niccols, which have confiderable merit, and often thew a command of language and verfi- 
fication. But the Znduétion and Legend of Sackville, afford the moft favourable fpecimen of thofe po- 
polar legends, and deferve being revived equally as compofitions of real and intrinfic merit, and as 
objects of curiofity. They are now reccived, for the firft time, into a collection of claffical Englith 
poetry. 

The Earl of Orford and Mr. Warton have characterifed the poetry of Sackville with fuch clegance 
and minutenefs, that it will be fufficient to add their teftimonies as a juftification of the revival of 

” his writings, and as unqueftionable authorities in his favour. 

** Our hiftoric plays,” fays Lord Orford, “ are allowed to have been founded on the heroic narra- -. 
tires in the Mirror for Magiftrates; to that plan, and to the boldnefs of Lord Buckhurft’s new 
fences, perhaps we owe Shakfpeare.” ‘ 

* Sackville’s Induction, “ fays Mr. Warton,” fofes much of its dignity and propriety, by being 

prefixed to a fingte life, and that of no great hiftotical importance; the plan is confeffediy copied 
froma Boccaces’ De Ca/ibit virorum illuftrium, tranflated by Lydgate ; the defcent into hell, from Dante’s 
Commedia,” and the fizth book of Virgil. The fhadowy inhabitants of hell-gate are his own, 
and conceived, with the igour of a creative imagination, and defcribed with great force of expref- 
fion ; they’are delineated with that fullnefs of proportion, that invention of picturefque attributes, dif 
tin&nefs, animation, and ‘amplitude, of which Spenfer is commonly fuppofed to have given the firft _ 
{pecimens in our language, and which are characteriftical of his poetry. The readers of the # ny 
Queene” will eafily point out many particular paffages, which Sackville’s Znduétion fuggefted to 
Spenfer.”” 

“The Complaynt of Henrye Duke of Buckingham, is written with a force and even ele~ 
gance of expreffion, a copioufnefs of phrafeology, aud an exactnels of. verfification, not to be found 
in any other parts of the collection, On the whole, it may be thought tedious and languid; but 
that objedtion unavoidably refults from the general plan of thefe pieces. It is impoffible that foli- 
Joquies of fuch prolixity, and defigned, to include much hiftorical, and even biographical matter, 
thould every where fnitain a proper degree of fpirit, pathos, and intereh.” 








THE INDUCTION 


TOA 


MIRROUR FOR MAGISTRATES. 











T we wrathfull winter prochinge on a pace, 
With bluftring blaftes had al ybared the treen, 
And olde Saturnus with his frofty face 

With chilling colde nad pearft the tender green : 
‘The mantels rent, wherein enwrapped been 

The gladfom groves that nowe laye overthrowen, 
‘She tapets torne, and every blome downe blowen. 


The foyle that erft fo feemly was to feen, 
Vealldefpoyled of her beautics hewe + 

~ And foot frethe flowers (where with the fommers 

queen ~ [blewe 

}Jad clad the earth) now Boreas blaftes downe 
And fmall fowles flocking, in their fong did rewe 
‘The winters wrath, wher with eche thing defatte 
An woful wife bewayled the fommer paft. 


Hawthorne had loft his motley lyverye, 

The naked twigges were fhivering all for colde : 

And dropping downe the teares abundantly, 

Eche thing (me thought) with weping eye me 
tolde 

The cructl feafon, bidding me withholde 

My felfe within, for I was gotten out. 

Into the feldes whereas I walkce about. 


When loe the night with miftie mantels fpred, 
Can darke the daye, and dim the azure tkyes, 
And Venus in her meffuge Hermes {ped 

To bluddy Mars, to wyl him not to ryfe, 
While fhe her felle approche in fpeedy wife : 
And Virgo hiding her difdainful breft > 
With Thetis now had layd her downe to reft. 


Whiles Scorpio dreading Sagittarius dart, 

Whole bowe preft bent in fight, the fring had 
flypt, ia 

Downe fe into the ocean flud aparte, 

‘Fhe Beare that in the Irythe feas bad dipt 

Tis griely fecte, with fpcede from thence he 

whypt: ; 

For Thetis hafting from the Virgines bed 

Yurfued the Bear, that ear fhe came was fed. 








And Phaeton nowe ncare reachitig to his race 

With gliftering beames, gold ftreamynge: where, 
«they bent 

Was preft to enter ifi his refting place. 

Crythius that in the carte fyrfte went 

Had even now attaynde his journeys ftent 

And faft declining hid away his head, 

While Titan couched him in his purple bed. 


And pale Cinthea with her borowed light 

Beginning to fupply her brothers place, 

Was paft the noonftcede fyre degrees in fight, 

When fparkling ftarres amyd the heavens 

With twinkling light fheen on the earth apace, 

That whyle they brought about the nightes 
chare 

The darke had dimmed the day car 1 was ware. 


And forowing I to fce-the fommer flowers 

‘The livly gfeene, the lufty leas forlorne, 

The fturdy trees fo thattered with the fhowers, 
The fields fo fade that floorifht fo beforne 

{t taught me wel all earthly thinges be borne 

To dye the death, for nought long time may laft ; 
The fommers beauty yeeldes to winters blaft, 


Then looking upward to the heavens leames 

With nightes ftarres thicke powdred every where, 

Which erit fo gliftened with the golden ftreames 

‘Vhat chearefull Phebus fpred downe from his 
fphere, 

Beholding darke opprefling day fo neare : 

The fodayne fight reduced to my minde 

The fundry chaunges that in earth we fynde, 


That mufing on this worldly wealth in thought, 

Which comes and goes more fafter than we fee 

‘The flyckering fl.me that with the fyer is wrought, 

My bufie minde prefented unto me 

Such fall of pieres as in this realme had be: 

That ofte I withtefomé would their woes defs 
eryve, 

To warne the reft whom fortune left alive 
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And ftrayt forth ftalking with redoubled pace 

For that I fawe the night drewe on fo fatt, 

An blacke all clad there fell before my face 

A piteous wight, whom woe had al forwafte, 

Furth from her iyen the criftail teares outbralt, 

And fyghing fore her handes the wrong and + 
folde, 

‘Tare al her heare, that ruth was to beholde. 


Her body {mall forwithered and forefpent, 
<Asisthe ftalk that fommers drought oppreft ; 
Her wealked face with woful teares belprent, 
Her colour pale, and (as it feemd her beft} 

In woe and playnt repofed was her reft. 

And as the ftone that droppes of water weares; 
So dented wer cher cheekes with fall of teares. 


Her iyes-fwallen with flowing ftreames aflote, 
‘Wherewith her lookes throwen up full pitcouflie, 
Her forceles handcs together ofte the fmote, 
With doleful fhrikes, that echoed in the fkye : 
"Whofe playnt fuch fighes dyd ftrayt accompany, 
That in my doome was never man did fee 


A wight but halfe fo woe begon as fhe. 


I ftoode agaft beholding all her plight, “ 

Tweene dread and dolour fo ciftreynd in hart, 
“That while my heares upftarted with the fight, 

"The teares'out {teeamde for forowe of her {mart : 

But when I fawe no ende that could aparte 

The deadly dewle, which the fo fore dyd make, 

‘With dolefull voice then thus to her { {pake, 


Unwrap thy woes what ever wight thou be, 
And ftint betime to {pill thy felfe wyth playnt; 
"Tell what thou art, and whence, for well I fee 
Thou canft not dure with forowe thus atraynt. 
And with that worde of forrowe ail forfayat 
She looked up, and proftrate as the laye 

With piteous found loe thus fhe gan to faye. 


Alas! I wretche whom thus thou feeft diftreyned 
With wafting wees rhat never hall afrke, 
Serrowe tam, in endcles tormentes payned, 
Among the furies in the infernall lake 

‘Where Pluto god of hel {0 gricfly blacke 

Doth hold his throne, and Letheus deadly tafte 
Doth rieve remembraunce of eche thyng forepait. 


‘Whence come I am, the drery deftinie 

And luckeles lot for to bemone of thofe, 

Whom fortune in this maze of miferie 

Of wretched chaunce moit wofull myrrours chofe 

"That when thou fee how lightly they did lofe 

Theyr pope, theyr power, and that they thought 
mott fure 

Thou mayeft foone deeme 110 carthly joy may dure 


-ofe rufull voyce no fooner had out brayed 

fe woful woordes, wherewith fhe forrowed fo, 
Pout alas: the dhryght and newer Mayed, 

aif COWRE, and ali to datht her feife for woe. 
nk cold pale dread my lymes gan overgo’ 
Ang Lio torrowed at her forowes eft," [reft. 
That what with griefe and feare my wittes were 
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Ittrecht my felfc, and fraye my heart revives, 
‘rhat dread and dolour erlt did fo appale; 

Lyke him chat with the fervent fever ttryves 
When ficknes feckes his caftell health to fkale + 
With gathered fpirites fo forit | feare to availe : 
ag ker with anguife aii fordone, 

My fpirics recurn’d, and wea £ thus begonne. 








O Sorrowe alas! fith forrow 
alnd chat to thee this dr 
Jn vayne it 








thy name, 
well pérrayne, 


io con p payne, 
That here in forr.we art forfonke to depe 
That at thy fight I can but figh and wepe. 





Thad no faoner fpoken of a ftike, 

But that the ftorm fo rumbled io her breft, 
As Eolus could never roare the ! 
And thowers downe rayned from her iyen fo fat, 
That all bedre the place, till at the lak 

Well cafed they the dolour of her minde, 

As rage of rayne doth fwage the ftormy wynde. 








For furth fhe placed in her fearful talg + 

Cum, cum, (quod ihe) and fee what [ fhall thewe, 
Cum heare the playning, and the bytter bale 

Of worthy men, by fortune overthrowe. 

Cum thou and fee them rewing all in rawe. 
They were but fhades that erft in mindc thou rolde. 
Cum, cum with me, thine eyes ihall them beholde. 


What could thefe wordes but make me more agaf 1 
To heare her tell reon UE mufde while Cxie + 
So was! mazed therewyth, tyll at the laf, 
Mufing upon her wurdes, and what they were, 
All fodaynly well leffoned was my feare 
For to my minde returned howe the telde 
Both what the was, and where her wun the helde. 












Whereby I knewe that the a goddeffe 1 
And therewithall reforted to my minde 
My thought that late prefented me the glas 

Of brittle ftate, of care. that here we finde, 

Of thouland woes to filly men affynde + 

Aud howe fhe nowe byd me come and behold. 
To fee with iye that erft in thought I rolde, 


as, 


That downe 1 fell, and with al reverence 

Adored her, perceyving nowe that fhe 

A goddeffe fent by godly providence, 

In earthly fhape thus dhowed herfelf to me, 

To wayle and ruc this worides uncertayntye + 

And waile I honoured thus her godheds might, 

With ptayning voyce thefe wurdes to me the 
dhryghe: 


I thall the guyde firft to the griefly lake, 

And thence unto the bliisful place ot reft, 

Where thou ihalt fee and hefve the playnt they 
make, 

That whilom here bare fwinge among the bef. 

Uhis fhale thou fee, but great is the unreft 

thou muft byde before choa canf attayne 

ifull place where thefe remayne. 
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And with thefe wurdes as I uprayfed ftood, 

And gan to folowe her that flrayght furth paced, 

Eare J was ware, into a defert wood 

‘We nowe were cum: where hand in hand im- 
braced, 


She led the way, and through the thicke fo traced | 


As but I had beene guided by her might, 
Jt was no way for any mortall wight. 


But lob, while thus amid the defert darke, 

‘We paffed on with fteppes atid pace unmette = 
A rumbling roar confufde with howle and bark 
Of dogs, fhoke all the ground under our feete, 
And ffroke the din within our eares fo deepe 
‘As halfe diftraught unto the ground I fell, 
Eefought retourne, and not to vifite hell. 


But the forthwith uplifting me apace 

Removed my dread, and with a ftedfaft minde 
Bad me come on, for here was now the place, 
'Yhe place where we our travayle ende fhould finde. 
Wherewith Uarofe, and to the place affynde 
Aftoynde | ftalke, when ftrayt we approched nere 
‘The dredfull place, that you wil dread to here, 


An hydeous hole al valtc, withouten fhape, 

Oi endicls depth, orewhelinde with ragged ftone, 
Wyth ougly mouth, and grifly jawes doth gape, 
And to our fight confounds it felfe in one. 

Here entred we, and yeding forth, anone 

An horrible lothly lake we might difcerne 

As blacke as pitche, that cleped is Averne, 


——— 
4 deadly gulfe where nought but rubbithe grows, 
With fowle blacke fwelth in thickned lumpes 
lyes, 
‘Which up in the ayer fuch ftinking vapors throwes, 
‘That over there, may flye no fowle but dyes, 
Chock with the peflilent favours that aryfe. 
flither we cum, whence forth we Rill dyd pace, 
Jn dreadful feare amid the dreadfull place, 


And firt within the portche and jawes of hell 
Sate diepe Remorfe of Confcience, al befprent 
With teares: and to her fclfe uft would the tell 
Her wretchednes, and carfing never ftent 

‘To fob and figh : but ever chus lament, 

With thoughtful care, as fhe that all in vayne 
Would weare and wafte continually in payne. 





Her ives unftedfaft rolling here and there, 

Whuild on eche place, as place that vengeauns 
brought, 

So was her minde continually in feare, 

‘Vaffed and tormented with the tedious thought 

Of thofe detefed crymes which fhe had wrought: 

With dreadful cheare and lockes thrown to the 
fkye, 

*Wrfhyng for death, and yet fhe could not dye. 


Next fawe we Dread al tremblyng how he fhooke, 

With foot uncertayne proferd here and there + 

Hinumde of fpeache, and with a gaftly looke 

Searcht evry place al pale and dead for feare, 

zis cap borne up with fterting of his‘heare, 
Vou dL 


. 
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Stoynde anti amazde at his owne fhade for decd, 
And fearing greatcr daungers than was nede. 


And next within the entry of this lake 

Sate fell Revenge gnafhing her teeth for yre, 
Devifing means howe fhe may vengeaunce take, 
Never to reft tyll fhe have her defire ; » 

But frets within fo far forth with the fyer 

Of wreaking flames, that now determines fhe, 
To dye by death, or vengde by death to be. 


When fell Revenge with bloudy foule pretence 

Had showed her felfe as next in order fet, 

With trembling limmes we foftly parted thence, 

‘Pyll in our iyes another fight we mer: 

When fro my hart a figh forthwith I fer, 

Rewing alas upen the wofull plight 

Of Miferie, that next appeared in fight, 

His face was leane, and fumdeale pyned away, ° 

And eke his handes confumed to the bone, 

But what his body was] can not fay, 

For on his carkas rayment had he er 

Save cloutes and patches pieced. oné ite 

With flaffe in bande, and tkrip on thotlders caft, 

His chiefe defence agaynft the winters blaft, 

His foode for moft, was wylde fruytes of the tree,- 

Unies fumtimes fum crummes fell to his fhare :- 

Which in, his wallet long, Ged wote, kept he, 

As on the which full dayntlye would he faree 

His drinke the running ftreame : his cup the bare 

Of his palme clofed: his bed the hard colde. 
grounde. s 

To this poore life was Miferie yoound. 


Whofe wretched flate when we had well behelde 
With tender roth on him and.on his feres, ‘ 
In thoughtful cares, furth then our pace we helde 
And by and by, an other fhape apperes, * 
Of greedy Care, ftil brothing up the breres, 

His knuckles knob’d, his fiefhe depe dented in, 
With taWed handes, and hard ytanned fkyn, 


Hy 


The morrowe graye nc fooner had begunne 
To fpreade his light ev n peping in our iyes, 
When he is up and to his worke yrunne : 

But let the nightes blacke miftye mantels rife, 
And with fowle darke never fo much difguyfe 
The fayre bright day, yet ceaffeth he no whyle, 
But hath his candels to prolong his toyle, 

By him lay heavy Slepe the cofin of death 

Flat on the ground, and fill as any ftonc, 

A very corps, fave yelding forth a breath. 
Smail kepe took he whom Fortune frowned on, 


_ Or whom fhe lifted up into the trone 


Of high renowne, but as a living death, 
So dead alyve, of lyef he drewe the breath. 


The bodyes reft, the quyete of the hart, 

The travayles eafe, the ftill nightes feer was hes 
And of our life in earth the better parte, 
Reuen of fight, and yet in whom we fee 


Thinges of that tide, and ofte that never. bee, 
i 
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Without refpecd efteeming equally 
Kyng Crefus pompe, and Irus povertie, 


And next in order fad Old Age we found 

His beard all hoare, his iyes hollow and blynde, 
‘With drouping chere ftill poring on the ground, 
Ason the place where nature him affinde 

"lo reft, when that the fifters had untwynde 

Tis vitall threde, and ended with theyr knyfe 
‘The flecting courfe of faft declining life, 


There heard we him with broken and hollow 
playu, 
Rewe with him felfe his ende approaching fatt, 
And all for nought his wretched minde turment 
‘With {were remembraunce of his pleafures pait, 
And frefhe delites of lutty youth forwafte, 
Recounting which, how would he fob and fhrike : 
And to be yong againe of Jove befcke, 


hut and the cruell fates fo fixed be 
‘Thag-time forpaft can not retourne agayne, 


"Shis one request of Jove yet prayed he + . 


‘{hat in duch withered plight, and wretched paine, 
Aselde (accompanied with his lothfom trayne) 
Had brought on him, all were it, woe and griefe. « 
He might a while yet linger forth his lief ; 


And not fo foone defeend into the pit, 

Where death, when he the mortail corps hath 
layne, 

‘With retchles hande in grave doth cover it, 

‘Thereafter never to enjoye agayne 

"The gladfome light, but in the ground ylayne 

In depth of darknes wafte and weare to nought, 

Ashe had never into the world been brought. 


Bot who had feene him fobbing, howe he ftoode 

into himfelfe, and howe he would bemone 

His youth forepaft, as though it wrought hym good 

‘Yo talke of youth, al wer his youth foregone, 

Me would have mufed, and mervayleg muche 
whereon 

This wretched age hould Ife defyre fo fayne, 

And knows ful wel life doch but length his payng. 


Crookebackt he was, tooth fhaken, and blere iyed, 
Went on three feete, and fometime crept on fower, 
‘With olde Jame bones, that ratied by his fyde, 

His fkalpe all pide, and he with elde forlore: 
His withered fift {til knocking at deathes dore, 
"yumbling and driveling as he drawes his breth; 
Yor briefe, the thape and meflenger of death, 


And fait by him pale Maladie was plafte, 

Hore ficke in bed, her colour all forgone, 

Bercft of omake, favor, and of tate, 

Ne could fhe brooke no meat but brothes alone. 
Vier breath corrupt, her keepers every one 
Abhorring her, her ficknes paft recure, 
Detecting phificke, and all phifickes cure. 


But oh the doleful fight thay then we fee. 
We turnde our Inoke, and on the other fide 
A gricily fhape of Famine moughe we fcc, 
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With greedy lookes, and gaping mouth that 
cryed, 

And roard for meat as the fhould there have dyed, 

Her body thin and bare as any bone, 

‘Wharto was left nought bu: the cafe alone; ~ 


And that alas was knawen on every where 

Ali full of holes, that f ne mought refrayne 
From teares, to fee how fhe her armescould feare, 
And with her teeth gnafh on the bones in yayne 
‘When all for nought fhe fayne would fo fultayne 
Her itarven corps, that rather feemdéa fhade, 
‘Then any fubftaunce of a creature made. 


Great was her force whom ftonewall could not 
fay, 

Her tearyrg nayles feratching at all he fawe 

With gaping jawes that by no means ymay 

Be fatisfyed from hunger of her mawe, 

But cates her felfe as the that hath no lawe : 

Gnawing alas her carkasall in vayne, (vayne. “* 

Where you muay- count ‘eche finow, bone, and 


On her while we thus firmly firt our iyes, 

‘That bled for ruth of fach a drery fight,” 

Doe fodaynelye fhe thryght in fo huge wyfe, 

As made hell gi gates to thy ver with the myghe. 
Wherewith a dart we fawe howe it did lyght 
Ryght on her breaft, and therewithal pale death, 
Enthryiling it to rave her of her breath. 


And by and by a dum dead corps we fawe, 
Heavy and colde, the fhape of death aryght,'- 
That dauntes all earthly creatures to hfs lawe : 
Agaynft whofe force in vayne it is to fyght 

Ne pieres, ne princes, nor no mortall wyght, 

No townes, ne realmeg, cities, ne ftrongeft tower, 
But al perforce mutt yeeld unto his power, 


His dart anon out of the corps he tooke, 

And in his hand (a dreadful fight to fee) - 

With great triumphe eftfones the fame he fhocke, 
That mott of alt my feares affrayed me + 

His bedie dight with nought but bones perdye, 
‘The naked thape of man there fawe I playne, 
All fave the flethe, the fynowe, and the vayne. 


Laftly ftoode Warre in glitteryng armes yclad. 

With vifage grym, fterne lookes, and blackely 
hewed: 

Tn his right hand a naked fworde he had, 

That to the hiltes was al with bloud embrewed : 

And in his left (that kinges and kingdomes rewed) 

Famine and fyer he held, and therewythall i 

He razed Townes, and threwe downe towcrs and 
all,” 


Cities he fakt, and realmes that whilom flowered, 

In honour, glory, and rule above the belt, 

He overwhelmde, and all theyr fame devowred, 

Confumed, deftroycd, wafted, and never ceaft, 

‘Tyll he theyr wealth, their name, and ail oppreft. 

His ae forchewed with woundes, and by his 
ide ¢ 

‘There hunge his terge with gafhes depe and wyde, 


INDUCTION TO A MIRROUR FOR MAGISTRATES, “6. 


In mids of which, depaynted there we founde 
Deadly Debate, al ful of fruky heare, 

That with a bloudy fillet was ybound, 

Out breathing nought but difcord every where. 
And round about were portrayed here and there 
The hugie hoftes, Darius and his power, 

His kyages, prynces, his piercs, and all his flower; 


Whom.great Macedo vanquitht there in fight, 

‘With diepe faughter, difpoyling all his pryde, - 

Pearft through his realmes, and daunted all his 
might. é 

Duke Hannibal beheld 1 there befide, - 

In Cannas field, victor howe he did ride, 

And woful Romaynes that in vayne withftoode, 

And Conful Paulus covered all in bloode. 


Yet fawe I more, the fight at Trafimene, 

And Trebery fyeld, and cke when Hannibal 

And worthy Scipio laft in armes were feene 

Before Carthago gate, to trye for all 

The worldes empyre, to whom it fhould befal. 

"There fawe | Pompeye, and Cefar clad in armes, 

‘Theyr hoftes alyed, and al theyr civil harmes. _, 
. 


With conquerours hands forbathde in their owhe 
: bleod, 

And Cefar weeping over Pompeyes head. 

Yet fawe 1 Scilla and Darius where they ftoode, 
“Theyr great crueltic, and the diepe bludthed 

Of frendes : Cyrus 1 fawe and his hoft dead, 

And howe ‘the queene with great defpyte hath 


m4 flonge 
lis head m bloud of them fhe overcome. . 


Xerxes the Percian kyng yct fawe I there, 

‘With his huge hoft that dranke the rivers drye, 
Dilmounted hilles, and made the vales uprere, 
His hofte and all yet fawe I flayne perdye, 
Thebes 1 fawe all razde howe it dyd lye 

In heapes of ftoncs, and Tyrus put to {payle, [foyle. 
With walles and towers Bat evened with the 


But Troy, alas! (me thought) above them all, 
It made mine iyes in very tearcs confumc, 
When I beheld the wofull werd befall, 

That by the wrathful wy] of Gods was come: 
And Jove's unmooved fentence and foredome 
On Priam kyng, and on his towne fo bent. 

Y could not lyn, but I muf there lament. 


And that the more fith Deftinie was fo Rerne - 
As force perforce, there might no force avayle, 
But fhe muft fall: and by her fall we learne, 
‘Phat cities, towres, wealth, world, &nd al fhall 
quayle. {vayle, 
No manhoode, might, nor nothing mought pre- 
Al wer there preft, ful many a prynce and piere, 
And many a knjght that fold his death full deere. 


Not wurthy Hector wurthyeft of them all, 
Her hope, her joyc ; his force is now for nought, 
O Troy, Troy, there is-no boote but hale; 

he hugie horfe within thy wallcs js brought : 


aby turscts fall, thy knightes that whilom fought 
’ ' 


tay 
yo 


in armes amyd the fyeld, are flayne in bed, 
Thy Gods defylde, and ailthy honour dead. 


The flames upfpring, and cruelly they crepe 


| From wall to roofe, til ali to cindres waite ; 


Some fyer the houfes where the wretches flepe, 

Sum rufhe in here, fome run in there as fatt. 

In every where or {word or fyer they tafte. 

The wailes are torne, the towers whurid to the 
ound $ 

‘There is no mifchiefe but may there be found. 


Caffandra yet there fawe I howe they haled 

From Pallas’ houfe, with fpercled treffe undone, 

Her wriftes faft bound, and with Greeks rout em 
paled 

And Priam eke in vayne howe he did runne 

To armes, when Pyrrhus with defpite hath done 

To crucl death, and bathed him in the bayne 

Of his fonnes blud before the altare flayne. 


But howe can I deferyve the doleful fight, 

‘Vhat in the fhylde fo livlike layer did fhyne® 

Sith in this world I think was never wyght 

Could have fet furth the halfe, nor halfe fo fyne. 

al can no more but tell howe there is feene 

Fayer Uium fall in burning red gledes downe, 

And from the foyle great Troy Neptunus towne. 
7 [drawe, 

Herefrom when fearce 1 could mine iyes with- 

‘That fylde with teares as doth the fpryngyng well, 

We palied on fo far furth tyl we fawe : 

Rude Acheron, a Jothfome lake to tell, 

‘That boyles and bubs up fwelth as blacke as hell, 

Where grifly Charon at theyr fixed tide 

Still ferries ghoftes unto the farder fide. 


The aged god no fooner Sorowe fpyed, 

But halting ftrayt unto the bavke apace 

With hollow cali unto the rout he cryed, 

‘fo fwarve apart, and geve the godefle place. 
Strayt it was donc, when to the fhoar we pace, 
Where hand in hand as we then linked faite, 
Within the boate we are together plate. 


And furth we launch full fraughted to the brink:, 
Whan with the unwo:ted weght, the rultye keele 
Began to cracke as if the fame fhould finke. 

We hoyfe up mait and fayle, that in a whyle 

We fet the thore, where fearcely we had while 
For to arryve, but that we heard anone 

Athre found barke confounded al in one. 


We had not long furth paft, but that we fawe, 
Blacke Cerberus the hydeous hound of hell, 
With brittles reard, and with a thre mouthed jawe, 
Foredinning the ayr with his horrible ycl. 

Out af the diepe dark cave where he did ewcll, 
The goddeffe flrayt he knewe, and by and by 

He peafte and couched, while that we pafled by. 


Thence cum we to the horrour and the hel, 

The large great kyngdomes, and the dreadful 
Taygne 

Of Pluto in his trone where he dyd dwell, 

: “Et 


pha 
‘The wyde wafte places, and the hugye playne : 
The waylinges, ibrykes, and fundry fortes of 
‘ payne, . 
The fyghes, the fobbes, the diep and deadly groane, 
Earth, ayer, and all refounding playnt and moane. 


Here pewled the babes, and here the maydes un- 
wed 
‘With folded handes theyr fory chaunce bewayled; 
Here wept the gyltles flayne, and lovers dead, 
‘That flewe them felves when nothing elfe avayleds 
A thoufand fortes of forrowes here that wayled 
With fighes and teares, fobs, fhrykes, and all yfere, 
‘That (oh, alas!) it was a hel to heare. ae 


‘We flayed us ftrayt, and wyth a refull feare, 
Beheld this heavy fight, while from mine eyes 
‘The vapored teares downftillcd here and there, 
And Soruwe eke in far more woful wyfe, 
Locke on with playnt, up heaving to the fkyes 
Her wretched handes, that with her erye the rout 
Gan all in heapes to f{warme us round about, 

* 


Loe here (faid Sorrowe) prynces of renowne, 
That whilom fat on top of Fortune’s whecle 
Now layed fu} lowe, like wrotches whurled downe, 
Even with one frowne, that flayed but with a 
" fniyle, a 
And now beholde the thing that thou erewhile, 
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Saw only in thought, and what thou now fhaig 
heare 


Recompt the fame to Kefar, King, and Pier. 


Then firft came Henry Duke of Buckingham, 

His cloke of blacke al pilde and quite forworne, 

Wringing his handes, and Fortune ofte doth 
blame, . . 

Which of a duke hath made him now her fcgrney 

With ghaftly lookes as one in manner Jorne, ~ 

Oft {pred his armes, ftretcht handes he joynes aq 
faft, : 

With rufal chere, and vapored eyes upcaft. 


His cloke he rent, his manly breaft he beat, 
His heare al torne about the place it Jaye, 

My hart fo molte to fee his griefe fo great, 

As felingly me thought it dropt awaye : 

His iyes they whurled ahout withouten ftaye,, 
With flormy fyghes the place dyd fo complayne, 
As if his hart at eche had burft in twayne, 


Thryfe he began to tell his doleful tale, 

And thryfe the fighes did fwallowe up his voyce, 
At eche of which he fhryked fo wythal . |‘ 
As though the heavens vied with the noyfe: 
‘Tyllat the Jaft recovering his voyce, 

Supping the tearesthat all his breft beraynde, 

On crucl Fortune weeping thus he playnde. *: 
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‘Wu truttes to much in honour's higheft trone 
And warcly watche not fly dame Fortune’s {nare : 
Or who in courte will beare the fwaye alone, 
And wyfely weygh not how to wyeld the care, 
Behold¢ he me, and by my death beware : 
wom flattering Fortune falfely fo begylde, 
That loe Yhe flewe, where erft ful fmooth 
fmylde. 


And Sackevylle fith in purpofe nowe thou haft 
The woful fal of prynces to difcryve, 

»-~Whom Fortune both uplyfr, and gayn downe caft, 
‘To fhewe thereby the unfurety in this life, 
‘Mark wel my fal, which I fhatl fhewe belyve, 
And paynt it furth that all eftates may knowe : 
Have they the warning, and be mine the woe. 


For noble bloud made me both prince and pict, 

‘Yea pierles too, had reafon purchaft place, 

And God with giltes endowed me ‘argely here. 

But what avayles his giftes, where fayles his 
grace 

My mothers fyer fprong of a kyngly race 

And calde was Edmund Duke of Somerfet, 

Bereft of lyfe ere tyme by nature fet, 


‘Whofe faythful hart to Henry fyrt fo wrought, 
That never he hym in weale or woe forfooke, 
‘Tyl laftly he at Tewxbury fyeld was cought 
‘Wherewith an axe his violent death he toke + 
He never could Kyng Edwardes party brooke, 
Tyll by his death,he vouchte that quarell good, 


fhe | 








Who ever preft dyq Henries parte avaunce, 
And never ceaft tyl at Saynt Albones fight 

He loft his lyfe, as than did many a knyght : 
Where eke my graund{yer Duke of Buckingham 
Was wounded fore, and hardly tkapte untane. 


But what may boote to ftay the fifters three ? 
When Atropos perforce wil cut the threde : 

‘The doleful day was come when you might fee 
Northampton fyeld with armed men orefpred, 
Where fate would algateshave my graundlyerdead ¢ 
So rufhing furth amyds the fyerceft fight, 

He lived and dyed there in his mafters ryghr. 


In placesof whom, as it befel my lot, 

Like on a ftage, fo ftept I in ftrayt waye, 
Enjvying there but wofully, God wot, 

As he that had a flender part to playe: 

To teache therby, in earth no itate may flay, 


| But as our partes abridge, or length our age, 
| So pafle we all, while others fyll the ftage. 


For of my felfe, the drery fate to playne, 

I was fometime a prince withouten pier, 
When Edward Fift began his ruful raygne, 
Ay me, then i began that hatefull yeare, 

To cumpas that which I have bought fo deare: 
Ibare the iwynge, { and that wretched wyght, 
‘The Duke of Glocefter that Rychard hyght. 


For when the fates had reft that royal prince 


| Bdward the Fourth, chiefe myrrour of that name, 


In. which his fyer and graundfyer fpylt theyr ; The Duke and I faft joyned ever fince, 


bloud. 


And fuch was erft my fathers ernell chaunce, 
Of Stafford Earle, by name that Humirey hyghe, 


| In faythfull love, our fecrete driftes to frame : 
“What he thonght beft to me fo feemde the same, 


My felfe not bent fo much for to afpyer, 
As to fulfyl that greedy Dukes defyre; 
Te i 
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Whofe refilefs minde fore thyrfting after rule, 

‘When that he fawe his nephewes both to bern 

Through tender yeares as yet unfit to rule, 

And rather ruled by theyr mothers kyn, 

‘There fought he firit his mifchyefé to bezyn, 

Yo plucke from them theyr mothers frendes af 
" fynde, 

For webhe wilt they would withftard his mynde. 


'To folowe which, he ran fo headlong fwyft, 

‘With cygrr thyrit uf his defired dranght, 

‘To feeke cheyr deathes that fonghe to dathe his 
dryfe, 

of who the chivfe the queenes allyes he thought, 

Vhat bent thereto with mountes of mifchiefe 
fraught, 

He knewe theyr lyves would be fo fore his let, 

‘That in theyr deathes his only helpe he fet. 


And I moft curfed caytief that 1 was, 

Seeing the fate unftedfaft howe it ood, 

His chief complyce tu bryng the fame to paffe, 
Uuleppy wreiche, confented to theyr blood : 

Ye kinges and piers that {wim in worldly good, ~ 
Jn feckinig blud the cnde advert you playne, 

And {ee if bloud ey afke not blud agayne, 


Confyder Cyrus in your cruel) thought, 
4 makeler prynce in ryches and in myght, 
id’ weygh “in. minde ‘the bloudy dedes he 
wrought, 
In theading which he fet his whole delyght : 
But fee the guerdon lotted to this wyght, 
He whofe huge power no man might overthrowe, 
Yomyris queen with great defpite hath flowe. 


His head difmembred from his mangled corps, 
Her felfe the caft into a vellel fraught 

‘With clottered bloud of them that felt her force. 
And with thele wordes a juft reward fhe taught : 
Drynke nowe thy fyll of thy defyred draught. 
Loe marke the fine that did this prynce befall : 
Marke not this one, but marke the ende gf all. 


- Behold Cambifes and his fatal daye, 

‘Where murderg mifchiefe myrrour like is left : 
‘While he his brother Mergus caft to faye, 

A dreadful thing, his wittes were him bereft. 
A fword he caught, wherewith he perced eft 
His body pored, which he of liefe benooms : 
So jult ts God in al] Kis dreadfull duomes. 


0 bluddy Brutus, rightly didit thou rew, 

And thou Caffins juftly came thy fall, 

‘That with the fwerd wherewith thou Cefar fewe 
Mordrett thy lelfe, and reft thy life wishail, 

A myrrour fet him be uato you all 

"That murderers be, of murder to your meede : 
For nutder crieth out vengeance un your feede, 


Loe Beffus, he that armde with murderers knyfe, 
Aud traytrous hart agayait his royall king, 

With bluddy handes bereft his maya : 
Advert the fine his fowie offence € 











And leching murder a3 moit ketbly thir iz 
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Beholde in him the jut deferved fail, 
‘That ever hath, and fhall betide them ali. 


What booted him his falfe ufurped raygne, 
Whereto by murder he did fo alcende ? 
When like a wretche, led in an yron chaynz 
He was prefented by his chiefeft frende 
Unto the foes of him whom he had Mayne: 
‘That even they fhould venze fo fowle a gylt, 
That rather fought to have his bloud {pyle 


Take hede ye princes and ye prelates all 

Of this outrage, which though it Meepe a while, 

And not difclofde, as it doth feeld befall, 

Yet God that fuffreth filence to beguyle 

Such gyltes, wherewith bozh earth and ayre ve 
file, 

At Saft difcryes them to your fowle deface, 

You fee the examples fet before your face. 


And decpely grave within your tony hartes, 
The drery dewle that myghty Macedo, 

With teares unfolded wrapt in deadly fmartes, 
When he the death of Clitus ferowed fo, 
Whom erft he murdred wyth the deadly blowe, 


| Raughe in his rage upon his frende fo dedre, 


For which beholde Joe how his pauges appere. 


The Jaunced {pear he writhes out of the wound, 
From which the purple blud fpins on his face : 
His heynous gylt when he returned found, 

He throwes him felfe upon the corpes alas. 

And in his armes howe ofte doth he imbrace 
His murdred frende? and kyflyng him in vdyer, 
Eurth flowe the flads of falte repentant rayne. 


His frendes amazde at fuch a murder doen, 

An fearful flockes begyn to fhrynke away. 
And he thereat with heapes of gricf forenocr., 
HHateth him felfe, withing his latter daye. 
Nowe he him felfe perceyved in lyke ftaye, 
As is the wilde beaft in the defert bred, 

Both dreading others, and him felfe adred, 


He calles for death, and loathing lenger lyfe, 
Bent to bis bane, refufeth kyndely foode 

And ploungde in depth of death and dolours fey fe, 
Had qvelde hira felfe, had not his frendes wyth 

foode. 

Loe he that thus had fhed the gyleticles blud, 
Though he were kyng and Celie over all, 

Yet chofe he death to guerdon death withall. 


This prynee whofe pyer was never under fonne, 

Whote glyitening fame the earth did overglyde, 

Whych with his power welnye the world had 
wonne, 

His bhiddy handes him felfe could not abyde, 

But fully bent with famine to have dyed: 

Vhe wurthy prynce deemed in hig regarde 

‘That death for death could be but jut rewarde. 


Yet we that were fo drowned in the depth 

OF dicp dcfyre to drinke the gylteles blad, 

Le to the wolfe, wich greedy lovkes that lepth. 
a . 
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into the {nare, to feede on deadly foode, 

So we delyghted in the ftate we floode, 

Blinded fo farce in all our blynded trayne, 

‘Phat blind, we fawe not our deftruétion playne, 


‘We fpared none whofe life could otight forlet 
Our wycked purpofe to his pas to cam. j 
Fower wurthy knyghtes we headed at Pomfret, 
Gyltles (God wot) withouten lawe or doome. 
My heart ewcn bleedes to tell you al and fome, 
And howe Lord Haftinges when he feared leaft, 
Dilpitedtily was murdred and opprett, 


‘Vhete rockes upreught, that threathed moft our 
wreck, 

We feemde to fayle nvuch furer in the ftreame : 

And fortune fayring as fhe were at hecke, 

Layed in our lap the rule of al! the realme. 

‘Phe nephewes ftrayt depofde were by the game; 

-And we advaunft to that we bought full deare, 

Me crowned king, and E his ‘chyetett pyer, 


‘Thus having wonne our long defirid pray, 
‘Yo make him king that he might make me chiefe, 


a 

Ne'thynke one thought but on the dread they 
have. : 

Styl to the death fortoffed with the wave 

Of reftles woe, in terror and difpeyre, 

“Yhey lead a tyef continually in feare. 


Like to the dere that ftryken with the dart, | 
Withdrawes him felfe into fome fecrete place, 
And feeling grees the wound about his hart, 
Startles with panges tyl he fall on the graffe, 
And in great feare lye gafping there a fpace, _ 
Furth braying fighes as though eche pange had 
brought 
The prefent death which hedocth dread feof. 


So we diepe wounded with the bluddy thoughr, 
And gnawing wume that grieved our confcience {0, | 
Never took eafe, but as our hare farth brought 
The ftrayned fyghes in wytnes of our woe, 

Such rettles cares our fault did well beknowe + 
Wherewith of our deferved fall the feares, 

In every place rang death within oar eares, 


And as yll grayne is never well ykept, 


Downthrow we ftrayt his {ellie nephews twaye .} So fared it by us within a white! - 


From princes pompe, to woful prifoners lyfe : 

in hope that uowe ftyne was all turder ftryfe. 
Sith he was king, aud | chief ftroke did beare, 
Who joyed but we, yet who more caufe to feare ? 


‘The gyleles bloud which we unjuflly fhed, 
‘Lhe royal babes devefteft from theyr trone, 
-And we like traytours raygning in theyr fted, 
“Shefl heavy burdens prefled us upon, 
Vormenting us fo by our felves alone, 

Much like the felon that purfued by night, 
Starts at eche bufhe as his foe were in fight. 








Nowe doubting ftate, nowe dreading toffe of life, 

sin fear of wrecke at every blaft of wynde, 

Now fturt in dreames through dread of murdrers 
knyfe, 

As though even then revengement were affynde. 

With reitics thought fo is the guylty minde 

Turmoyled, and never fcelcth eafe or flay, 

But lives in feare of that which followes aye. 

‘Well gave that judge his doome upsn the death 

Of Titus Clelius that in bed was flayne : 

Whan every wight the cruell murder leyeth 

‘to his two fonnes that it bis chamber layen, 

‘The judge, that by the proofe perceyveth playne, 

‘That they were found faft fleeping in theyr bed, 

Hath deemde them gyltles of this blud ythed. 


Ve thought it could not be, that they Which brake 
‘Lhe lawes of God and man in fuch outrage, 
Could fo forthwith them felves to flepe betake : 
We rather thought the horror and the rage 

Of fuch an hayngns gylt, could never fwage, 
Nor never fafler then: to flepe or relt, 

Or creadles breath one breath out of theyr bref. 





So gnawes the gricfe of confcynce evermore, 
snd in the hart it is fo diepe ygravg, 
‘Pag they may ueyther Depe nor reft therefore, 


‘That which fo long wyth fuch unrett we reape, 

‘n dread and daupger by all wyt and wyle, 

Loe fee the fine, when once it felt the whele 

OF Nipper fortune, tay it mought no ftowne, 

‘The wheele whorles up, but rayt it whurleth, 
downe, 


Fot having rule and riches in our hand, 

Who durft gaynfay the thing that we averde? - 
Wyl was wyledome, our lat for lawe dyd ftand, 
In forte fo ttraunge, that who was not afeard - 
When he the found but of Kyng Rychard heard 2 
So hatefull wart the hearyng of his name, 

‘That you may deeme the refidewe by the fame. 


But what awaylde the terror and the fear, 
Wherewyth he kept his licges under awe ? 

It ratheg wan him hatred every where, 

And fayned faces forft by. feare of lawe : 

‘That but while fortune doth with favour blaw » 
Flatter through fear; for in their hart lurkes aye 
A fecrete hate that hopeth fora dayc. 


Recordeth Dionifius the kynge, 
‘That with his rigor fu his realme oppreft, 
As that he thought by. crveil feare to bryng 
His fubje&s under, as him lyked beit ; 
But loc the dread wherewyth him felfe was ftrett, 
And you fhall tec the fine of forced feare, 
| Mof myrrour like in this proud prynce appeare. 


All were his head with crowne of golde yfprad, 
And in his hand the royal {cepter fec, 

And he with pryncely purple rychely clad, 

Yet was his hart wyth wretched cares orefret + 
And inwardly with deadly fear befet, 

Of thofe whom he by rygour kept in awe, 
And fore oppreft with might of tyrants lawe. 


Agaynft whofe feare, no heapes of golde and glie, 
+ Ne frength of garde, nor all his lured power, 
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Ne prowde hyghe towers that preaced to the fkyc, 

His cruel hart of fafetie could affure : 

But dreading them whom he fhould deeme moft 
fure, {cear, 

Hym felfe his beard wyth burning brand would 

Of death defervde fo vexed him the feare.' 


. This might fuffice to reprefent the fine 

- Of tyrantes force, theyr feares, and theyr unreft. 
But hear this one, although my hart repyne 
‘To let the found once fiynk wythin my beeft; 
Of fell Pherens, that above the reft, 
Such lothfum crueltee on his people wrought, 
As (oh alas) I tremble wyth the thought. 


Sum he encafed in the coates.of heares, 
Among wylde beaftes-devoured fo to be 
And fum for preye wntothe hunters fpeares, 
Lyke favage beaftes withouten ruth to dye, 
Sumtime to encreale his horrible crueltye, 

"Fhe quicke with fuce to face engraved hee, 
Eche others death, that eche mought living fee, 


oe’ what more cruel! horror mought be found 
ig) 
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Saunce earthly gylt ycaufing both be Mayne, 
My hart agreyved that fuch a wretch Should 


raygne, 
Whofe bluddy breft fo falvaged out of kynde; 
That Phalaris had never fo bluddy a mind. 


Ne could I brooke him once wythin my breft, 

But wyth the thought my teeth would gnafhe 
wythal : 

For though J earft wer his by fworne beheft: 

Yet when I fawe mifchiefe on mifchiefe fall, 

So djepe in blud, to murder prynce and all, 

Ay. then thorghe 1, alas, and wealaway, 

And to my {vlfe thus mourning would I fay. 


If neyther love, kynred, ne kuot of bloud, 

His own alegeaunce to his prynce of duc, 

Nor yet the itate of truft wherein he ttoode, 

The worldes defame, nor nought could turn him 
true. . {rue? 

Thofe gyltleles babes, could they not make him 

Nor could cheyr youth, nor innocence withal 

Move him from reving them theyr lyfe and all? 


‘To purchafe feare, if feare could faye his raygne ? | Alas, it could not move him any jote, 


It booted not, it rather ftrake the wounde 

Of feare in him, to feare the lyke agayne. . 
And fo he dyd fuil ofte and not ‘in vayne : 

As in his life his cares could wytnefs well 

But motte of all his wretched ende doth tell. 


‘His owne dere wyfe whom as his life he loved, 
He durft not truft, nor proche unto her bed, 
But caufing fyrit his Mave with naked fworde 
“To go before, him felfe with tremblyng dread 
Strayt foloweth faft, and whorling in his head 
‘His rolling iyen, he fearcheth here and there 
“Lhe diepe daunger that he fo fore did feare. 


For not in vayne it ranit yllin his brett, 

Sum wretched hap fhould hale hint to his ende. 
And therefore alwaye by his pillowe pref 

Had he a {worde, and with that fworde he wende, 
4n vayne (God wote) all peryls to defende : 

For loc his wife foreyrked of his rayne, 

Slecping in bed this crucil wretche hath flayne. 


“What fhould 1 more now feeke to fay in this? 
Or one jot farder linger furth my tale? 

“With crucl Nero, or with Phalaris, 

Caligula, Domician, and all 

"Phe cruell route ? or of theyr wretched fall? 
¥ can no more, but in my name advert 

Al earthly powers beware of tyrants hart. 


And as our ftate endured but a throwe; 





So beit in us the flaye of fuch a flate 

May beft appeare to hang an overthrowe, 
And better teache tyrantes defer ved hate 
‘Than any tyrantes death to fore or late. 

So cruell feemde this Rychard Thyrd to me, 
That loe my {elfg now loathde his crueltce. 


For when, alas! 1 faw the tyrant kyng 
Contenr not only from his fiephewes twayne 
‘To ryve worldes biyfls, but alfo al worldgs beyng, 


Ne make him once to rue or wet his iye; 
Sturde him no more than that that ftyrreth not : 
But asthe rocke or ftone that wy! not plyc, 
So was his hart made hard to crueltye, 
To murder them; alas I weepe in thought, 
fo thinke on that which this fell wretche hath 
wrought, 


That nowe when he had done the thing he foughey 
And as he would, complytht and cumpitt all, 
And fawe and knewe the treafon he had wrought 
To God and man, to flaye his prynce and all, 
‘Then feemde he fyrft to doubte and dreade us all, 
And mein chiefe, whoes death all meancs hé 


mygnt, 
He fought to wurke by malice and by might, 


Such heapes of harmes upharbard in his breft, 
With envyous hart my honour to deface, 

As knowing he that I whych woted beft 

His wretched dryftes, and all his curfed cafe, 
Hf ever fprang within me fparke of grace, 
Mutt nedes abhorre him and his harefull race : 
Now more and more can caft me out of grace. 


Which fodayne chaunge, when I by feerete 
chaunce, 

Had well perceyved by proofe of envious frowne, 

And fawe the lot that did me to advaunce 

Hym to a kyng that fought to caft me downe, 

‘To Jate it “was to linger any ftowne: 

Syth prefent choyfe lay caft before myne iye, 

Yo wurke his death, or I my felfe to dye, 


And as the knyght in fyeld among his foes, 
Befet wyth fwurdes, moft flay of there be ilayne: 
So I, alas, lapt in a thoufand woes, 

Beholding death in every (yde fo playne, 

T rather chofe by fum ilye fecrete trayne 

To wurke his death, and I to lyve thereby, 

Than he to lyve, and I of force to dye. 
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" Which heavy choyfe fo haftcned me to chofe, 
That {in parte agryeved at his difdayne, 
In part to wreke the dolefall death of thofe 
‘Two tender babes, his fillye nephewes twayne, 
By him alas commaunded to be layne, 
With paynted chere humbly before his face, 
Strayght tooke my leave, and rode to Brecknocke |: 
place, 


And shere 2s clofe and covert as T myght. 
My purpofed pradtife to his paile to bryng, 
In fecrete dryftes, 1 lingred day and night : 

_ Allhowe [might depoie chis cruel kyag, 
‘That feemd to ali fo much defyred a thyng, 
As thereto trutting | empryide the fame; 

But to much trufting brought me te my bane. 


For while 1 nowe had fortune at my becke, 
Miftrufting I ng earthly thing at all, 
Unwares, alas, leatt looking for a checke, 
She mated me in turning of a ball : 
“When leaft I fearde, then nereft was my fall, « 
And when whole hoaftes wer preft to ftroy my 
foen, 
She chaunged her chere, and left me poft alone. , 
Thad uprayfde 2 mighty band of men, 
And marched furth in order of array, 
Leadyug my power amyd the foreft Dene, 
Agaynft that tyrant banner to difplaye : 
But loe my fouldiers cowardly thranke away. 
Yor fuch iy fortune when the lyft to frowne; 
Who faymes moft fure, him fooneft whurles the 
7 downe 
O let no prynce put truft in commontic, 
Nor hope in fayth of gyddy peoples mynde, 
But let all noble men take hede by me, | 
‘Phat by the proofe to well the payne do fynde: 
aoc, where is truth or truit? or what could bynde 
‘he vayne people, but they will fwarve and fwaye, 
As chaunce bryngs chaunge, to dryve and draw 
that way? 


Rome, thou that once advaunced up fo hye, 

‘Thy ftaye, patron, and flower of excellence, 
Hait nowe throwen him to depth of miferye, 
Exiled hint that was thy whole defence, 

Ife compteit it not an horryble offence : 

To reven him of honour and of fame, 

‘Dhat wan it thee, when thou hadit loft the fame, 


Beholde Camillus, he that erft revyved 

‘Lhe ftate of Rome, that dyeng he dyd fynde, 
Of his own fate is nowe alas depryved,, 
Baritht by them whom he dyd thus dee bynde: 
‘Chat cruel folke, unthankeful and unkynde, 
Declared wel theyr falfe inconttaneye, 

ind fortune cke her mutability. 

And thou Scipio, a myrrour mayft thou be 

‘Yo all nobles, that they learn not teo late, 
Tawe they once truft the unftable commontye, 
“Thou that recuredét the corne difmembred tate, 
Fven when the cuaqnerour was at die gate, 


oh 
Art now expide, as though thou not deferved 7 
To reft in her, whom thou hadit fo preferved, © 


Ingratefal Rome haft thewed thy crueltye, 

On hym; by whom thou lyveit yet in fame, 
But nor thy dede, nor his defert thall dye, 

But his owne wardes thal witnes aye the fame = 
For loe hys gnevé.doth thee moft juftly blame. 
And with difdayrt-in marble fayes to thee 2 
Unkynde countrey, my bones thalt thou not fee. 





What more unwurthy than this his eryle: 
More juft than this the wofull playnt he wrote : 
Or who could thewe a playner ptdofe the while, 
Of motte falfe fayth, than they that thus forgot 
His great defertes : that fo deferved not + 

His cindres yet Joe, doth he them denye, 

‘That him denyed amongtt them for to dye 


Milciades, O happy haft thou be, 

And well rewarded of thy countrey men, 

If in the fyeld wher thou hadit forft to flye 
By thy prowes, thre hundred thoufand mien, 
Content they had bene to-eryle thee ‘then + 
And not to caft thee in depth priforr fo, 
Laden wyth gyves to ende thy lyfe in woe. 


Alas howe harde ahd ftcel: 
‘That not contented there to have thee dye, 

With fettred gyves in pryfon where thou jaye, 
Increaft {o far in hateful crueltye, 

That buryall to thy corps, they eke denye 4 
He wyl they graunt the fame tyll thy fonne have» 
Put on thy gyves to purchafe thee a graven: 


ly hartes had they, 


Loe Hanniball as long as fired fate, 

And bryttle fortune had ordayned fo, . 

Who ever more advaunttt his countrey ftate. .. 
Then thou, that lyvedft for her and for no moe ¢ 
But when the ftormy waves began to grow, 
Without refpeét of thy defertes erwhile,. ~ 
Art by thy countrey.throwen into exyle. 


Unfrendty Fortune, fhall I thee now blame: 
Or thal  faulte the fates, that fo ordayne? 
Or art thou Jove the caufer of the fame ? 
Or crueltic her felfe, doth the conftrayne ? 
Or on whom els alas thal I complayne?... 
© truftles world i can accufen none," *- 

But fyckle fayth of commontye alones.-: 


‘The polipus nor the cham, 
That turne them felves to. 
Arc not fo full of bayne and fickle chaunge 
As is this falfe unitedfat commontye, 

Loe I alas with tttine adverfitie- 

Have tryed it true, far they are fled and gone, 
And of an hoft there is not-left me one. 


eleen ftraunge, 
every hewe they fee, 


That 1 alas in this calamitie 
Alone was left, and to my felfe mought playne 
This treafon, and this wretched cowardye, © 
And eke with teares bewepen and complayne 
My hateful hap, flyil lookyng to be flayne, 
Wandryng in woe, un’ to the gods on hye 
Cleapyng for vengeance of this treacherye, 

: 
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And as the turtle that hath loft her make, 

‘Whom grypyng ferowe doth fo fore attaynt, 

With doleful voyce and found whych the doth 
make 

Mourning her loffe, fylles alithe grove with playnt; 

So i, alas! forfaken, and forfaynt, 

With reftles foote the wud come up and downe, 

Which of my dole al fhyvering doth refownes 


And beyng thus alone, and all forfake, 
Amyd the thycke, forwandred in defpayer, 
As one difmayed ne wyft what waye to take, 
‘Untyll at laft gan to my mynde repayer, 

A man of mine called Humfrey. Banaftar : 
‘Wherewyth me feeling much recomforted. 
Tn hope of fuccour to his houfe I fed, 


‘Who beyng one whom earft I had upbrought 
‘Even from his youth, and loved and lyked beft, 
To gentrye ilate avaunciug him from nought ; 
And had in fecrete truft above the reft, 

Of {pecyal truft nowe being thus dyftreft 
Fullfecreatly to him ! me conveyed 

Not doubting there but I thould fynde fome ayden 


But out alas on cruell trecherye, 

When that this cayticf once an ynklyng hard, - 
How that Kyng Rychard had proclaymde, that he 
‘Which me defcryed fhould have for his rewarde 
A thoufand poundes, and farther be prefarde, 

‘His truthe fo turnde to treafon, all diftaynde, 
‘That fayth quyte fled, and } by eruft was traynde. 


For by this wretch I beyng ftrayt betrayed, 

To one John Mitton, fhiriffe of shropthire then, 
All fodaynely was taken, and convayed 

‘To Salifbury, wyth rout of harneft men, 

Unto Kyng Rychard there encamped then : 

Faft by the citye with a myghtye hofte 
‘Withouten doome where head and lyfe { loft. 


And with thefe wordes, as if the are even there 
Difmembred had his head and corps aparty, 
Dead fel he downe: and we in woful feare 
Stoode mazed when he would to lyef revert : 
But deadly griefes ftill grewe about his hart, 
‘That ftyll he laye, fumtyme revived wyth payne, 
And wyth a fygh becuming dead agayne. 


Mydnyght was cum, and every vitall thing 

‘With {wete found flepe theyr weary lyms did reft, 

‘The beaftes were ftill, the lytle hyrdes that fyng, 

Nowe fweetely flept befides theyr mothers breft : 

‘The olde and all were fhrowded in theyr neft. 

"The waters calme, the cruel feas did ceas, 

‘The wuds, the fyeldes, and all thinges held thoyr 
peace, 





‘The golden lars wer whyrlde amyd thyer race, 
And on the earth did laugh with twinkling lyght, 
When eche thing heftled in his rettyng place, 
Forgat dayes payne with pleafure of the nyght : 
‘The hare had not the greedy houndes in fight, 
‘The fearfull dear of death flood not in doabt, 
‘The partrydge drepi not of'the falcons fuct. 
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The ougly beare nowe myndeth not the fake, 
Nor how the crueil maftyves do hym tear; 
The ftag lay fill unroufed from the brake, 
The fomy boar feard not the hunters fpear. 

All thing was fill in defert, bufh, and brear. 
With quyet heart now from their travailes ref, 


‘Soundly they flept in midft of all their reit, 


When Buckyngham amidf his plaint oppreft, 
With furgyng iorowes and with pinching payncs 
In fort thas fowned, and with a figh he ceatt. 
To tellen furth the treachery and the traynes, 
Of Banaftar, which him fo fore diftraync-. 

‘That from a figh he falles into a founde, 

And from a founde lyeth ragyag on the ground, 


So twiching wer the panges that he affayed, 


_ And he fo fore with rufull rage diftravght, 


‘To thinke upon the wretch that hym betrayed, 
Whom carft he made a gentylman of naughr, 
‘That more and more'agreved with this thought, 
He ftormes out fighes, and with redoubled fore, 
Stroke with the furies, rageth more and morc. 


- Who fo hath feene the bull chafed with dartes, 


And with dycpe woundes forgald and gored fo, 
‘Ty! he opprefied with the deadlye fmartes, 
Fall in a rage, and runne upon his foe, 

Let him I faye, beholde the ragyng woe 

Of Buckyngham, that in thefe grypes of gryefe 
Rageth gaynft him that hath betrayed his lyet. 


With blud red iyen he ftareth here and there, 
Frothing at mouth, with face as pale as clotte-: 
When Joe my lymmes were trembling 4ll for fearc, 
and I amazde ftoode ftyll in dread and doubt, 
While I mought fee him throwe his armes about: 
And gayntt the ground him felfe plounge with 
fuch force, 
As if the lyfe forth wyth should leave the corps. « 


With fmoke of fyghes fumtyme I myght behoide 
The place al dymde, like to che mornyng myft : 
And ftrayt agayne the teares how they downrolde 
Alongft his cheekes, as if the ryvers hyft: 

Whoes flowing ftreemes ne wer no fooner whitt, 
But to the ftars fuch dreadfull thoutes he fent, 
As if the trone of mighty Jove fhould rent, 


And { the while with fpirites wel nye bereft, 
Beheld the plyght and panges thar dyd him ftrayne, 
And howe the blud his deadly colour left, . 
And flrayt returnde with flamyng red agayne < 
When fodaynly amid his ragyng payne, 

Ye gave a fygh, and with that fygh he fayed : 

QO! Banaftar, and ftrayt agayne he ftayed. 


Dead laye his corps as dead as any ftone, 

"Fyll Gwellyng fyghes flormyng within his bret 

Uprayfde his head, that downe yard fell anone, 

With leokes upeatt, and fyghes that never ceait + 

Furth itreamde the teares, recordes of his unrett, 

When he wyth fhrykgs thus groveling on the 
ground, 

Ybrayed the§: wordes with thryland doleful Sound, 
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“Heaven and earth, and ye eternal lampes 

“Chat in the heavens wrapt, wyl us to reft, 

‘Thou bry ghtPhebe, thatcleareft the nightesdampes, 
Witnés the playntes that in thefe panges oppreft 

1 woful wretche unlade out of my brett. 

And let mie yeald my laft wordes ere | part, 

You, you, I call to record of my fmart. 


And thon, Aleéto, feede me wyth thy foode, 
Let fakthy ferpentes from thy fnaky heare, 

For fuch relyete wel fittes me in this moode, 
‘Io teede my playnt with horror and wyth feare, 
While rage attchhe thy venomd worme arear. 
And thou Sibilla, when thou fecf me faynte, 
Addres thy felte the gyde of my complaynt. 


And thou, O Jove, that with thy depe fordoome 

Doft rule the earth, sud raygne above the fkycs, 

‘that wrekelt wronges, aud geveft the dreadful 
doome 

Agaynft the wretche that doth thy trone defpyfe, 

“Receyve thefe wurdes, and wreake them in fuch 
wyle, 

As jicaves and earth may witneffe and beholde, 

"hy heapes of wrath upon this wretche unfolde, 


‘Thou, Banafter, gayntt thee I clepe and call 
Unto the gods, that they juft vengeaunce take 
On thee, thy bloud, thy ftayned focke and ail : 
© Jove, to thee, above the reft I make 

My humble playut, guyde me that what I fpeake 
May be thy wyll upon thys wretche to fall, 

$n thegeBanaftar, wretche of wretches all. 


O would to God, that cruel difmal daye, 

‘That gave me lyght fyrft to behold thy face, 
With fowle eclipfe had reft my fyght away : 

The unhappy hower, the tyme, and cke the place, 
‘The funne and moone, the fters, and all that was 
tn theyr afpectes helping in ought to thee, 

‘Vhe earth, and ayer, and all accurfed bee. 


And thou, caytief, that like a monftar fwarved, 
From kynde and kyndenes, haft thy mayfter lorne, 
Whom neyther truth, nor traft wherein thou fer- 
ved, 
Ne his deiertes, could move, nor thy fayth fworne 
Howe fhall 1 curfe, but wyth chat thou unborne 
Had bene, or that the earth had rent in twaye, 
And fwallowed thee in cradle as thou Jaye, 


‘To this did | even from thy tender vouth 

Witlave to bryng thee up ; dyd I therefore 
Bcleve the oath of thy undoubted trouth ? 
Advaunce thee up, and truft thee evermere ? 

By trufling thee that I fiould dye therefore? 

O wretche, and wurfe chan wretche, what fhal I 





fay, , 
But cleap aud curfe gaynft thee and thyne for aye? 


Hated be thou, diflaynd of every wyght, 
s\nd poynted at where ever that thou gue, 

A traytcrous wretche, unwurthy of the light, 
Be thou cflemed ; and to encreafe thy woe, 
“Hue tgcnd be hatefall ef thy name alfo : 





664 


And in this fort with thame and fharpe reproche, 
Leade thou thy life till greater grief approch, 


Dole and defpayer, let thofe be thy delight, 

‘Wrapped in woes that can not be unfolde, 

To wayle the day, and wepe the weary night, 

With rayny iyen and fyghes can not be tolde, 

And let no wyght thy woe feeke to withholde : 

But coumpt thee wurthy (wretche) of forrowes 
ftore, 

‘That fuffryng much, oughteft {till to fuffer more. 


Deferve thou death, yea be thou demed to dye 

A fhamefull death, to ende thy thamefull lyfe = 

A fyght longed for, joyfull to everye iye, 

Whan thou thalt be arraygned as a thief, 

Standing at bar, and pleading for thy lyef, 

With trembling toung in dread and dolors rage, 

Lade with white lockes, and fowerfkore ycres of 
age. 


Yet fhall not death delyver thee fo foone 


Out of thy woes, fo happye fhalt chou not'beea 
Rut to the eternal Jove thisis my boone, 


} That thou may live thine eldeft fonne to fee 


Reft of his wits, and ina fowle bores ftye 
‘Te ende his dayes jn rage and death diftreft, 
A wurthy tumbe where one of thyne fhould reft, 


And after this, yet pray I morc, thou may 
‘Thy fecond fonne fee drowned in a dyke, 
And in fuch forte to clofe his latter daye, 

As heard or feen earft hath not bene the lyke 
Yftrangled in a puddle not fo deepe - ae 
As halfe a foote, that fuch hard loffe-of lyfe, 
So cruelly chaunft, may be thy greater gryefe. 


And not yet thall thy-hugie forrowes ceafe;._’ 
Jove thal not fo withhotde his wrath fro thee, 
But that thy plagues may more and more increas; 
Thou fhalt till lyve, that thou thy felfe mayft fee 
‘Thy deare doughter ftroken with leprofye: 

That the ghat carft was.all thy hole delyght, 
‘Thou now mayft loath to have her cum in fight. 


And after that, let fhame and forrowes gryefe 
Feede furth thy ycares continually in wo, 

That thou mayeft live in death, and dye in lyef, -- 
And ia this forte forewayid and wearyed fo, 

At length thy ghoft to parte thy body fro : 

This pray f Jove, and wyth this latter breath, 
Vengeaunce i afke upon my cruell death, ~ 


This fayd, he floung his retchles armres abrode, 
And groveling flat‘wpon the ground he lay, < 
Which with his teeth heal to gnatht and gnawed*s 
Depe groanes he fet, as he that would awaye. 
But loe in vayne he dyd the death affay : 
Although Uthinke was never man that knewe, * 
Such deadly paynes where death dyd not enfewe, 


So ftrove he thus a while as with the death, 
Nowe pale as lead, and colde as any ftone,. 

Nowe ttyl as calme, nowe ftorming forth a breath 
Of Imoaky fyghes, as breath and al were gone; 
But every thing hath ende: fo he anone 
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€ame to him felfe, when wyth a fygh outbrayed, } Even kinges and kefars byden fortunes throwes, 


‘With woful cheare thele woful wurdes he fayd, 


Ah where am I, what thing, or whence is this? 
‘Who reft my wyts ? or howe do I thus lye ? 
‘My lims do quake, my thought agafted is, 

Why fyghe I fo? or whereunto do I 

‘Thus grovel on the ground : and by and by 
‘Uprayide he ftoode, and wyth a fygh hath flayed, 
‘When to him felfe returned, thus he fayed. 


Suffifeth nowe this playnt andthisregrete,- 

‘Whercof my hart his bottome hath unfranght : 

And of my death let pieres and princes wete 

‘The wolves untruft, that they thereby be taught. 

And in her wealth; fith that fuch chaunge is 
wrought, =” 

Hope not to much, but in the myds of all 

"Thinke on my death, and what may them befall, 


So long as fortune would permyt the fame, 

J lyved in rule and ryches wyth the beft: 

-Asd paft my time in honour and in fame; 

‘That of mifhap no feare was in my breft ° 
Bat falfe fortune whan J fafpedted leaft, 
‘yd turne the wheele, and wyth a dolefull fall 
Hath me bereft of honour, life, and all. . 


Loe what avayles in ryches fluds that flowes : 
"Though the fo finylde as all the world wer his: 


And fimple forte muft bear it as it is, 

Take hede by me that blithd in baleful bliffe : 
My rule, my riches, royal blud andall, =~ 
Whan fortune frounde, the feller made my fall. 


For hard mifhaps that happens unto fuch, 
Whoes wretched ftate earit never fell no chaunge, 
Agryve them not in any part fo much, 

As theyr diftres to whome it is fo fitaunge, 
‘That all theyr lyves nay paffed pleafures raunge : 
Theyr fodayne wo that ay wield welth at will, 
Algates their hartes more pearcingly mutt thrill. 


For of my byrth, my blud was of the beft, 

Fyrft borne an Earle, than Duke by due difcent ; 
To {winge the fway in court amonge the reft, 
Dame Fortune me her rule moft largely lent : 
And kynd with corage fo my corps had blent, 
That loe on whom but me dyd she moft fmyle : 
And whom but me Jo, dyd fhe moft begyle ? 


Now haft thou heard the whole of my unhap, 

My chaunce, my chaunge, the caufe of all my 
care: 

In wealth and wo, how fortune dyd mé wrap, 

With world at will to win me to her fare. 

Byd kynges, byd kefars, byd all ftates beware, 

And tell them this from me that tryed it true : 

Who reckles rules, right foone may hap to rue, 
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A, which is commonly called the indefinite arti- 
cle, is really nothing more than a corruption of 
the Saxon adjective ane or um, before a fubftan- 

+ tive beginning with a confonant.—It. is fome- 
times prefixed to another adjective, the fubftan- 
tive to which both belong being underftood, 
e.g. A Frere there was, a wanton and a mery, 
—lt is aYfo joined to nouns plural taken collec« 
tively, as, an hundred frankes, a thoufand frankes, 
—and to fuch as are not ufed in the fingular 
number, as a liftes. So the Latins faid Une li- 
tera, Cic, ad Att, v. 9, and the French formerly 
unes lices, umes lettres, unas tréves. Froiffart, v. i. 
©. £53, 237, v. it. c. 78 

A, prep. before a gerund, is a corruption of on. 

= To gi begging, i. e. on begging. The prep. 
is often expreffed at length; on hunting ben 
they ridden; To ride on hawking.—in the 
fame manner, before a noun it is generally a 
corruption of on or in ;¢. g. a’hed ;a’fire ; a’God- 
des name; a’morwe; a‘night; a’werke; though 

.in fome of thefe inftances perhaps it may as 

well be fuppofed to be a cerruption of at.—A, 
in compofition, in words of Saxon original, is an 
abbreviation of af or of, of at, of on or in, and 
often only a corruption of the prepofitive parti- 
cle ge or y. In words of French original it is 
generally to be deduced from the Latin ab, ad, 
and fometimes ex ‘ 

A, inter}. ah! 

Abacke, adv. Sax. backwards 

Abaitt, part. pa. Fr. abafhed, afhamed 

Abate, v. Fr.to beat down 

Abawed, part, pa. Fr. efbai, aftonifhed; ¥ was 
abawed for marvelle. Orig. Moult m’ efbaby de 
la merveille 

Abegge, abeye, abie, o. Sax. to fuffer for 

Abet, «, Sax help ? 

Abide, v. Sax. to ftay 
bi 

ae i ‘park: pe 

Abit for abideth 

Able, adj. Fr. fit, poper 

Abote, part. pa. of abate 

Abought, part pa. of abegge 

Abouten, prep oax. on-bucan, about 

Abraide, v. dex. to awake, to ftart. 

Abraide, pa. t, awaked, ftarteq, 


» 
See Braide 





Abrede, adv. Sax. abroad 

Abrege, v. Fr. to fhorten, to abridge* 

Abroche, ». Fr,ta tap, to fet abroach ; fpoken of 
aveffel of liquer’. 

Abviion, a. Fr. abufe, impropriety ate 

Accefle, «. Fr, properly the approach of a fever, 2 
fever . 


3 ee 
' Accidie, a. Fr. from Aashe, Gr. negligence; ary! 


fing from difcontent, melancholy, &c. 
Accord, a. Fr. agreement 
Accord, v. Fr. toagree 
Accordeden, pa, t. ple 
Accordant, 
According § #2 7h pre 
Accuie, #. Fr. to difcover 
Achate, #. Fr, purchafe 
AchatourJn. Fr. a purchafer, a caterer 
Acheked, part. pa. Sax. choked 
Acheve, v. Fr. to accomplith 


|, Ackele, (akele) ». Sam. to cool 


Acloye, v. ma: 
with fuperfluity 

Acoié, v. Fr. to make quiet 

Acomberd, part $a. Fr. encombered 

Acroke, agj, Fr. crooked, awkward. 

Adawe, vo. Sax.to awake y 

Ado, v. Sax. to do; it is ufed to exprefs the Fr. 
faire, to have ado; to have to do; and don all 
that they han ado, Et facent ce gu’ils doivent faire. 

Adon, (corruption of of-don) part. pa, Sax. done 
away 

Adon, pr. n. Adonis 

Adoun, adv, Sax. downwar¢. 

Adrad, adrade, part. pa, of adrede, v. @ax, afraid 

Adriane for Ariadne, pr. 2. 

Advertence, #, Rr. attention 

Advocacies, 2. ph fr. law-fuits 

Advocas, n. pi. Fr. lawyers, advocates 

Afered, aferde, part. pa. Sax, afraid, frightened 

Affecte, n. Lat, affection 

Affermed, part. pa. Fr. confirmed 

Affic, v. Fr. to trutt 

Affiay, v. Fr. to affright 

Affray, . Fr, difturbance, fear 

Affriken, pr. a. the elder Scipio Africanus 

Afile, v. Fr. to file, polith ; ie 

Aforen, aforne, afore, atv. prep. Sax. et-foran, bee 


s Pea to cloy, to embarrafs, 


2 
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Again, prep. Sax. againf, toward, adv 

Agafte, v, Sax. to terrify 

Agawt, for agafted, part.. pa. terrified 

Agathon, fr. n. | have nothing to fay concerning 
this writer, except that one of the fame name 
is quoted in the prol. to the tragedie of Cam- 
bifcs, by Thomas Prefton. ‘There is no ground 
for fappofing, with Gloff. Ur. that a philofo- 
pher of Samos is meant, or any of the Agathves 
of antiquity 

Ageins, prep. againt 

Agen, adv. again 

Agilte, v. Sax, to offend, to fin againft 

Agilte, for agilted, pa. . finned 3 

Ago, agon, for, ygon, pert.pa. Sax. gone, palt 

Agree, Fr. a gré, in good part ° 

Agrefe, (a'grefe}-in grief 

Agrege, v. Fr. to'aggravate 

Agreved, part, pa. Fr. injured, agrieved 

Agrife, v. Sax. to thudder, to make to thudder 

‘Agrofe, pa. t. thuddered, trembled 

Ageoted, part, pa. cloyed, furfeited ; agrotone with 
mete or drinke, Zngurgito. Prompt. parv. 

Aguiler, n. Fr. a necdle-cafe 

-Ajutt, v. Fr. to apply 

‘Akehorns, », pl. Sax.acorns 

Aknowe, part. pa. Sax. to ben aknowe; 1 am a- 
knowe; I acknowledge 

Al, alle, adj. Sax. all; al and fom, the whole 
thing, at al, in the whole; over all, through 
the whole; in alle manere wife, by every kind 

_ of means; at alle rightes, with every thing re= 
quifite 

‘Alain, pr. x. poet and divine of the 12th century. 
Befide his Plandus Neture, or Piaint of Kinde, 
which is here quoted, he wrote another poem 
in Latin verfe, called Anticlaudianus, For the 


rett of his warks fee Fabric, Bibl, Med, 4t. inv. | 


Alanus de Infislis 
Alder, aller, gea, ea. pl. of ally it is frequently 
“joined in compofition with adjectives of the fu~ 
perl. deg. +. g. alderfirft ; alderlaft ; alderleveft; 
firft, laft, deareft of all , 

Al, all, adv. Sax, generally anfwers to the Lat. 
emnino; al alone, quite alone; al hol, entire; 
al holly, entirely ; all in one, at the fame time ; 
ail newe, anew; al only, folely, fingly. It is 


fometimes ufed clliptically for although, or all 


be it that; all tell I not now as now his obfer- 
‘vances; all be ye not of 0 complexion 
Alarged, part.pa. Fr. eftargi, given largely 
Alauns, n. pl. a {pecies of dog. “They were much 
efteemed in Italy in the- rgth century. ‘Gualv. 
dela flamma, (ap. Murator. Antiq. Med. J. t. 
AL. p. 394,] commends the governors of Milan, 
. ® quod eques emiffarios equabus magnis com- 
 mifcuerunt, et procreati funt in noftro terri- 
“ torio Deftrarii nobiles, qui in magno pretio 
*¢ habentur. Item Canes Alans alte fhatura et 
« mirabilis fortitudinis nutrire ftuduerunt” 
‘Alayne, x. Fr. allay, a mixture of bafe metal 
Albification, «. Lat, a chemical term for making 
white ao [fale 
Allcaly, 2, Arad, a chemical term for a fpecies of 
Aichymiine, a. Fr. alchymikt « 





GLOSSARY. 


Aldrian, gr. 2.3 flar on the neck of the lion, Sp, 

Ale and bred. ‘This oath of Sire Vhopas on ale 
and bred was perhaps intended to ridicule the 
folemn vows which were frequently made in 
the days of chivairy to a peacock, a pheafant, 
or fome other noble bird. See AZ. de Sainte Pa- 
fage, Ser Panc, cheval. Mem, I1Tme. 1 will add 
here, from our own hiftory, a moft remarkable 
inftance of this firange practice. Whep Ed 
ward $. was fetting out upon his laft expedition 
to Scotland in 1306, he knighted his eldeft fon 
and feveral other young noblemen with great 
folemvity. At the clofe of the whole, (fays 
Matthew of Weflminfter, p. 454,) “ Allati funt 
“in pompatica gloria duo cygni vel ofores ante 
“regem, phalerati retibus aureis vel fiftulis 
“ deauratis, defiderabile fpetaculum intuenti- 
“ bus. Quibus vifis, Rex votum vovit Deo cali et 
* cyonis fe proiicifci in Scotiam, mortem Johan- 
“mis Comynet fidem lefam Scotorum vivus 
“ five mortuus vindicaturus,” &c, This pracé* 
tice is alluded to in Dunbar’s with, that the ding 
were Sohne Thomfonnis man, mf. Maitland, f. 5.5 


J wold gif all that ever | have * 

To that condition, fo God me faif, 
‘That ye had vowid to the fwan 

Ane yeir to be Johne Themfonnis man, 


And fo in the Prol.to the Contin. of The Cant. T. 
the Hofleler fays—i make 3 vowe to the pecock 
ther thall wake a foule mift 


Alege, n. Fr. to alleviate 


Alegeance, a. Fr. alleviation 

Aleis, 7. Zr. alife, the lote tree 

Alembikes, ». p/. Fr. velfels for diftilling, fills 

Ale-ftake, a. Sax. a flake fet wp before an alehoufe 
by way of fign 

Aleye, ». Fr. an alley 

Algates, Algate, a/v, Sax, always; toutesfois 

Algegir, pr. na city of Spain 

Alight, v. Sax. to defcend; alight, pa. t fos 
alighted 

Alifandre, pr. n, Alexandria, a city in Egypt 

Allege, v. Fr. to alledge 

Almageft, pr. 2. the Arabs, called the Miyada 
Svirakis of Ptolomee Almagefthii or Almegifthi, 
a corruption of Meyisn See D’Herbelot, in v. 

Almandres, 2. pl. Fr. almond trees 

Almeffe, 2. Sax. from the Lat. 
alms, Almefies, 4/. 

Alnath, pr. x, the firft ftar in the horns of Aries, 
whence the firft manfion of the moon takes its 
name, Sp. 

Alonde, (a'londe} on land 

Along, prep. Sax. whereon it was along, hy what 
it was occafioned ; en me is nought aleng thine 
evil fare, thy ill fare is not occafioned by me 

Alofed, part. pa. Fr. praifed . 

Aloue, v. Fr. to allow, to approve, his dedes are 
to alowe for his hardyneffe, therefore lords 

= alow him litle, or lyften to his reafon 

Alowe, adv. Sax.low 

Alpes, 1. p& bulfinches 

Als, conj. Sax, alfo, 43 

= 





s 


eleemofyra, 
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Amalgaming, 2 chemical term for mixing of 
quickfilver with any metal 

Ambiffatrie, 2, Fr. embafly 

Ambes as, twe aces at dice, Fr. 

Ambling, part. pr. Fr. 

Amende, wv. £r, to mend 

Amenufe, v Fr. to leflen 

Amgved, part. pa, Fr, moved 

Amias, pr. 2. the city of Aniien 

Amiddes, prep. Sex. at, or in the middle _ 

‘Amis, adv. Sax. ill, badly. See Mis 

Amonette, v. fr. to admonifh, to advife bad 

Among, adv. Sax. together, at the fame time, at 
the fame place, Du. 298, ever among, ever at 
the fame time, Conf. Am. 114, db. 

Amonges, prep. Sax. among 

Amorctte, 2. Fr. an amorous woman, —Aand eke 
as well by (r. be} amorettes,—Car aufi bien font 
amoureties, Orig. 

Amorily, is perhaps put by miftake for merrily. 

~Amortifed, part. pa. Fr. killed 

Amorive, on the morrow [lions 

Amphibologies, ». pl. £r. Gr. ambiguous expref- 

An, for on, prep. 

Ancille, ». Lat, a maid-fervant 

Ancre, «, fr. anchor 

And, conj. Sax. if 

Anclace, n.akindofknife or dagger, ufually wornat 
the g girdle. See Gloff. to M. Paris, inv. Analacius 

Anes, adv. for ones, once p 

Anhang, v,. Sax, to hang up . 

Anientifed, part. pa. Fr. reduced to nothing 

Anight; in the night 

Anker, #. 5a3, an anchorite or hermit 

Annueller, #. a prieft employed folely in finging 
annuals, or anniverfary maffes for the dead 

Annunciat, part, pa, Lat, foretold 

Anoie, n. Fr. hurt, trouble 

Anoie, v. to hurt, to trouble 

Anoiful, adj. hurtful, unpleafant 

Antem, #. Sax. an anthem 

Anticlaudian, the title of a Latin poem by Alanus 
de Infulis, 3ce Alain 

Antilegius, gr. x. Antiochus, Du. 1064. [anthems 

Antiphonere, 2, Lat. Gr.a book of antiphones or 

Anvelt, #. Sox, an anvil, Du. 1165. 

Any, adj. Sax. cither, one of two. It wfaally figni- 
fies one of many 

Apaid, part. pa. Fr. paid, fatisfied 

Apaire, v. Fr. See Apeire 

Ape, #, Sax. metaphorically a fool, the monke put 
in the mannes hode an ape, and in his wite's 
eke, the monk made a fool of the man and of 
his wife too—Win of ape. 

Apcire, v, Fr. to impair, to detrat frm; our 
flate it apeires—to be impaired, to go to ruin, 
Apert, adj. Fr. open, prive and apert, in private 

and iu public 
Apies, for opies, a. g/. Fr. opiates 
Appalled, part. pa. Fr. made pale 
Apparaile, v. Fr. to prepare 
Apparence, 2. Fr, an appearance 
Apperceive, v. Fr. to perceive 
Apperccivings, 2. pf. perceptions 
Appetste, 2. Fr, to defire, to covet 
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Appofe, v. Fr. to obje& to, to queition. It feems 
to be 2 corruption of oppofe 

Approver, x. Fr.an informer. 

Aprentife; 2. gl. Fr. apprentices, novices 
Aqueintable, adj.-Fr. exly to be acquainted with 

Aquite, v. Fr.to pay for 

Azace, ». Fr. to'draw away by force 

Arande, ». Sax. a meffage 

Araye, a. Fr. ordery Situation, clothing, equipage 

Araye, v. Fr. to drels, ta difpofe. 

Arblfters, =. pl. Fr. arbaleftres, engines to caft 
darts, &c 

Archangel, a. the herb fo called; a-dead nettle, 
Gloff.. Ur.—In the orig. it is mefange, the bird 
which we call a titmoufe 

Archebithop, #. Sax, Lat, an archbifhop 

Archedcken, ». Sex. Lat. an archdeacon 

‘Archediacre, n. Fr. Archdeacon 

Archewives, wives of a Tuperior order 

Ardure, », Fr. burning 

Arede, v. Sax. to interpret, Du. 289. See Rede 

Areife, 0. Sax. to raile 

Arerage, n. Fr. arrear 


- Arefone, v. Fr. arraifoner, to reafon with 


Arefte, n. Fr. arreft, con@raint, delay: 

Astite, v. Fr. to ftop 

Arttte, v. Fr. to impute to 

Argoil, », Fr. potters clay 

Ariete, pr. n. Aries, one of the figns in the zodiae 

Ariftotle, pr. a. a treatife on peripective under his 
name is mentioned by Vincent of Beauvais “ite: 
the rth century, Spec. Hiffor. 1. iii. c. 84x Eatas 
etiam liber, qui dicitur, Perfpcftiva Ariftotelis 

Arivage, ». Fr. as arivaile 

Arivaile, », Fr. acrival 

Ark, n. Lat. a part of the. circumference, of x ircle 

Arme, #. may perhaps be put for defence, fecurity 

Arm-gretc, adj. Sax, as thick ag & man’s arm. 

Armipotent, adj. Lat. mighty in atms 

Armies, adj. Sax, without an arm ~~ 

Armorike, pr. a. Baffe Bretagne in France, called 
anciently Britannia Armorica 

Armute, «. Fr, armour 

Arn, pt. neof am, v. Sax. are 

Arnolde ofthe newe town, pr. a. of a chilies: 
and chemift of the 13th century. Bag Rate. 
Bibl. Med. Zt. inv. Arnaldus Pita 

Aroume, feems to fignify at large; efyhemageir 
More utter, remote. deprope. ~feorfiaae, Promiety: 
Parv. 

A’row, in a row, probably froth the. Frssu0 9 fte" 

Arimetrike, m. Lat. agithmetic 

Arte, v. Lat: to conftrain 

Artelries, a. pt. Fr. artillery 

As, adv. Sax. alfo; omsntto fic. ‘As faft, very fat; 
as fwith; very quickly; immediately [fay 

Afcaunce, afkow, ‘efide;-fideways ;—as if, as if to 

Athen, 2. pf. Sox. athes 

Aflake, 0. Sax. to flacken, to abate 

Afpe, s. Sax. a fort of poplar ~~ 

Afpen, adj. of an'alp - - 

Afpie, v. Fr. to efpy 

Afpre, adj. Fr. rough, faarp 

Afpreneffe, ». sharpnefs 


- 









eiffaut, 2. Fr. affaule 
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Affege, a. Pr, fege 
Affeth, m. Fr. Taficient, enough 
Affife, ».Fr fituation 
Affoile, v: Fr. to abfolve, to anfwer, affoileth, imp. 
m, ad perf. pl. 
Affomoned, fart. pa. faummmoned 
Allure, v. Fr. to confide 
Afterte, v. Sax. to.efcape, to releafe; afterte for 
aiterted, part. pa. 
Aftoncd, aftonied, pars, pad Fr. confounded, aflo- 
nithed 
Altrelabre, #. fr. aftrolabe 
Aftrologien, n. Fr. aftrologer 
Alweved,part.pa. Sax, ftupified, as in a dream 
Afwone, in a fwoon 
At, mte;prep. Sax. at after fouper, as foon as fup- 
per was finithed;.at day, at break of day; at 
‘on, of one mind 
Atake, v. Sax. to overtakes—for ataken, part. pa. 
A’thre, in three parts 
Attamed, part. pa. Fr. entamé, opened, begun, 
tafted, felt, difgraced 
Attempre, adj. Fr. temperate A 
Attemproly, adv. Fr. temperately 
Attour, #. Fr. head-drefs 
Attry, atterly, aaj. Sax, poifonous, pernicious 
A’cwinne, a’two; in two, afunder 
Avale, v. Fr. to lower, to let down, to fall down 
Avance, v. Rr. to advance, to ptofc 
Avant, », Fr. boat 
Avantage, 1. Fr. advantage 
Avante, v. Fr. to boatt 
Avaunt, adv. Fr. forward 
Audtoritee, ». Lat. a text of Scripture or of fome, 
refpectable writer 
Auctour, x. Lat. a writer of credit 
Avenaunt, adj. Fr. becoming 
Aventaile, . Fr. the fore part of the armour $4. 
the aperture for breathing in a helmet 
Aventure, 1. Fr. adventure 
Averrois, pr. n. Ebn Rofchd, an Arabian phyfician 
: of the tath eentury. See D'Herbejot in v. 
° Ryfibd, , 
Avicen, pr. 2. Ebn Sina, an Arabian phyfician of 
the reth century. See D’ Herbelot in v. Sina 
Aught, a. Sow: any thing, it is fometimes ufed as 
an adverb; if that the childes mother were 
aught fhe, can he ought tell a many tale or 
“tweie? , 

Aught, pa. 2. of owe, as oiight 

- Aught-where, adv. Sax. any where 

Augrim, a corruption of Algorithm 

Augrim flones, the pebbles or counters which 
were anciently ufed in numeration 

Avis, 2. Fr. advife * . 

Avifand, "part. pr. obferving 

Avile,v. Fr. to obferve; avifeth you, imp. m. ad 

“zoperf. pl ; look to yourfelves, take care of your- 
felves 

Avifion,». Fr. vifion . 

Aunible, «. £r.an ambling pace 

Avnuener, x. Fr. aumoniere, a purfe 

Aumere, ». aumere of fi ke, bourfe de foy, orig. It 
feems to bea corruption of aumener. {ture 

Auntre, v. fr, corruption of ayenture, to adven- 








Auntrous, adj. adventurous 

Aurora, the ticle of a Latin metrical verfion of 
feveral*parts of the Bible by Petrus de Riga, 
Calon of Rheims, in the rath century. Leyfer, 
in his Hifl. Poet. Med, Evi. p. 692—-736, has 
given large extracts from this work, and among 

' others the pafflage which Chaucer fcems to hava 
had in his eye 


Aure Jebal varios ferramenti notat i@#s. 
Pondera "brat in his. Con fona quseque facit. 


Hoc inventa modo prius eft ars mutica, quam 


vis 
Pythagoram dicant hane docuiffe prius. 


Avouterer, avouter, a. Fr. an adulterer 
Avouterie, avoutrie, +. adultery 

Avow,n. Fr. vow 

Auter, «. Fr. altar 

Awaite, », Fr. watch. 

Awaiting, part. pr. kecping watch 

Awaped, part. pa. Sex. confounded, ftupified. 
Awayward, adv, Sax. away 


{ Awreke, v, Sax. to revenge 


‘Axe, 0. Sax. to afk 
Axing, n. requeft 

Ay, adv. Sax, ever 

Ayel, a. Fr. grandfather. 
Ayen, adv. and prep. again. 
Ayentt, prep. again 
Ayenward, adv. Sax. buck 


-B 


Ba, v. feems to he formed from baffe, v. Fr. to kits 

Bacheler, n. Fr, an unmarried man, a knight, one 
who has taken his firft degree in an univertity 

Bachelerie, a. Fr. knighthood, the bachelcrie, the 
knight 

Bade, pa. t. of bede 

Badder, comp. d. of bad, adj. Sax. worfe 

Bagge, v. to fwell, tu cifuain, Sé.; rather perhaps 
to fquint 

Baggingly, adv, feems to be the tranflation of ex 
Jorgnoyant, fquintingly 

Baillie, ». Fr, cuftody, government 

Baite, v. Sax. to feed, to ftop to feed 

Balance, 7. Fr. doubt, falpente, IT dare lay in 
balance all that I have, 1 dare wager all that 
| have 

Bale, ». Sax. mifchicf, forrow 

Bales, r. balais, pr. ». Fr. a fort of baftard ruby 

Balkes, n. p/. Sax. the timbers of the roof 

Balled, ag. fmooth as 2 ball, bald 

Bandon, n. Fr. See Du Cange inv. Abandons. To 
her bandun, to her difpofal; a fon bandon, 
orig. 

Bane, 2. Sex, deftruction 

Barbe, 2.°a hood or. muffler ¢zhich covered the 
lower part of the face and the fhoulders, Se+ 
Du Cange in ». Barbuta 

Baren, pa. t. pl. of bere, v. Sex. bore 

Bargaine, n. Fr. contention 

Bargaret, 2. #r. bergerette, a fort of [ong 





GLOSSARY, 


ae lap 

apron 

ar of a door, a ftripe 
x barren 

bafilifke 


Us 
fewing flizhely 
2 Fr. embatued 


ve thould rather fay to bafle 
oyous 


ww, #. pimping, keeping a bawdy- 





y, with baudy cote, Lydg. Tra. b. 
‘ry, originally a bay horfe; a horfe 


large window, probably fo called, 
upied a whole bay, i. ¢. the fpace 
crofsbeams 


y 

rt. pa, Sax. 

Fr, fair appearance 

ir Sir, a mode of addrefs 

Sax. covered with blood 
to fain 
nod. 

c. to catch 

1a, Sax. made a fool of. See Daffe 
order, to bid, to offer, to pray; to 
¢, to offer his neck for execution 
to make to dote, to deceive, See 







zx, confined to bed 


, Benched, part 
| Bende, n. Pre 





Benedicite! - 
blefs us ! tt 
Bencite ! 

Benigne, adj. 

Benime, 9. 

Benifon, #. F 

Benomean, par 

Bent.a ax. 

Berained, par 

Berde, 2, a 
ch:athim. 

Bere, 2, Sax, 

Bere, v Sax. 
hand, toa 
bere the be 

Bere, 2, Sex, 

Bering, 2. Sa 

me, n, Sas 

ernard, pr. 
Clairvaus | 
Judes to a 

» Bernardus 
inv. 

Bernard, pr. 
13th centu 

Berne, a. Sax 

Befant, n. Fr, 
coined at I 

Beleke, v. Sa 

Belur, befette 

Beley, part. J 
fay, ill-beft 
of arich ay 

Bethet, part. 

Bethrewe, 

Belide, prep, 

Befmorred, p 

Befpetspart, ; 

Deftadde, be 

fometimes 
Belte, a. Fr. 3 
Belly, adj. fu 
Befy. adj. Saa 
Bet, bette, ad 
Betake, v, Sa 








Betaught, pa. 
Bete, v. sax 
fires, to mi 
nettes, £0 
forrow 
Bete, v. Fr. t 
Beteeche, 9. : 
Beth, imp. m. 
Berid, betiddi 
pened 
Betoke, pa. #. 
Berraifed, pa 
traifed the: 
Betwix, betw 
Bewepe, v. 5 
Bewrey, bew 





Barme, #. Sav, the lap 
“Beaune cloth, an apron 
Barre, 2 Fr. a bar of a door, a ttripe 
Barreine, adj. Sax harren 
Bafilicok, « a. a bafilifk 
Balle, «. Fr. a kifs 
Balting part. pr. fewing flightly 
Batailed, part pa Fr. embattied 
Barhe, for othe 
. Sax. we thould rather fay to bat 
j. Fr, joyous 
Bauderie, baudne, x. pimping, keeping 2 bawdy- 
houfe 
Baudy, adj. dirty, with baudy cote, Lydg. Tra. b. 
ix. f. 26. b. 
Bayard, pr. a. Fr, originally s bay horfe; a horfe 
in general 
Bay-window, a large window, probably fo called, 
becaufe it uccupied a whole bay, é. «. the fpace 
between two crofsbeams 
Be, prep. Sax. by 
Be, for been, part. pa, Sax, 
Beau Semblant, Fr, fair appearance 
Beau Sire, Fr. fair Sir, a mode of addrefs 
Bebledde, pait. pa. Sax. covered with blood 
Beblotte, v. Sa». to flain 
Becke, v. Fr. to nod 
Beclappe, vw. Sax. to catch 
Bedaifed, part. pa, xax. made a fool of. See Daffe 
Bede, 7 Sax. to order, to bid, to offer, to pray; to 
bede bis necke, to offer his neck for execution 
. Bedojm v. Sax. to make to dote, to deceive. See 
Dote 
Dedrede, adj. Sax. confined to bed 
Bedreinte, part. pa. drenched, thoroughly wetted 
Been, x, pl. Sax. bees 
Befill, for befell, pa. ¢. of befall, w. Sax. 
Beforen, beforne, adv. and prep. Sax. before 
~Begiled, part. pa. Fr. heguiled 
Bezon, part. pa. of bego, v. Sax. gone; wel begon, 
in a yood way; wo begon, far gone in wo; 
worle begon, in a worfe way ; with gold begon, 
painted over with gold, a or painter, orig. 
Begonne, part, p-. of beginne, v. Sax. begun 
Behalve, ». Sex. half, fide or part 
Behette, a. Sax. to promife 
Behete, v. Sax. to promife 
Behewe, part. pa. Sax. coloured. See Hewe 
Behighte, v. Sux. promife 
Behighte, purt. pa. promifed 
chighren, pa. ¢. pl. promifed 
Behove, 2. Sux. behoof, advantage 
Bejaped, part. pa. Sav. tricked, laughed at 
Beknowne, v. Sex, to confels 
Bellamy, Fr. good friend 
Beleve, a. <. belief; his beleve, his creed 
Belle, adj. fem. Fr. fair 
Belle, wv. sex. to roar 
Belle chere, Fr. good cheer 
Belle Ifaude, F. ili. 707, the fair Mande, the mif 
trefs of ‘'riftan; fhe is called Lfoude 
Belous, » Sax. bellows 
Bemes, x. pl. Sax, trumpets 
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Benched, part. po. furnithed with benches 

Bende, #. Pr. a band or horizontal ftripe 

Bending, a. ftriping, makjng of bands or ftripés 

,abean. and al n'as wurth a bene 

Benedicite!.i.a?. an exclamatian, anfwering to our 
blefs us! it was often pronounced a8 3 trifyliable, 
Bencite ! 

Benigne, adj; Fx kind 

Benime, v. sax. to take away 

Benifon, «. Fr. benediction 

Benomen, part. pa. of benime, taken away 

Bent, 2. “ax. the bendingor declivity of a hill 

Berained, part, pa. Sax. rained: upon 

Berde, #, ax. beard ; to make aay one’s berde,ta 
ch :athim. 

Bere, #, Sex, a bear 

Bere, v. Sex. to bear, to carry; to befe*in of 
hand, to accufe faifely, to perfuade’ falfely 5, 8, 
bere the belle, to carrythe prize 

Bere, a. Sax.a bier, a pillowbear 

Bering, 2. Sax. behaviour 

Berme, n. Sax. yett P 

Bernard, pr. 2. L, W. 16; St. Berard, Abboxbe 
Clairvaux in the 12th century. Qof-author ids 
ludes to a proverbial faying. concegning, hiy 

> Bernardus ipfe.nom vidit omgja. See Hoffiaym 
inv. - : 

Bertard, fr. n.a phyfician of Montpelier in the 
13th century 

Berne, n, Sax. a barm F 

Befant, . Fr.a piece of gold, fo called becaufe fic 
coined at Byzantium, now. Conftantineple, #4. 

Befeke, v. Sax. to befeech 

Beet, befette, part. pa. Sax. placed, employed 

Befey, part. pa. of befee, v. Sax.’ befeen; evil. be. 
fey, ill-befech, of a'bad appearante 5 iki ae 
of arich appearance : 

Bethet, part. za. Sax. fhut up. 

Bethrewe, v, Sax. to curfe 

Belide, prep. Sax. by the fide of 

Befmotred, part. pa, Sax. fmutted 

Befpetppart. pa. Sax. ipit upon 

Beftadde, bettad, pert. pa. Sax. fituated ; it.is 
fometimes ufed in an ijl fenfe for diftreffed 

Bette, x. Fr. a beaft 

Belly, adj. fup. Sax. beft 

Befy. adj. Sax. bufy 

Bet, bette, adv. comp. for better 

Betake, . Sax. to give, to recomnrénd to 

Betaught, a. ¢. recommended to 

Bete, v. Sax. to prepare, make ready; to. shire: 
fires, to make fires—to mend, torheal;- to bete: 
nettes, to mend sets; to: -bete forwe, to 
forrow | | 

Bete, v. Fr. to beat 

Beteeche, v. as betake 

Beth, imp. m. 2d perf: pl. Sax. be ye 

Betid, betidde, pa. #: et part, of betide, v. Sax. haps 
pened : 

Betoke, pa. ¢. of betake, recommended - 

Betraifed, part. pa, Fr. betrayed; thei have bom 
traifed thee -- ~ 

Betwix, betwixen, prep. Sax. between 















Ben, inf. a, Sax. to be, pr.t. plsare, part. pa. } Bewepe, v. Sax, to weep over 


been 
Vor - 


«| Bewrey, bewric, v. Sax. to difcover 


Ua 





GLOS 


Boun, adj, San, ready; and bade hem all to be 
bowne 
Poancee, a. Fr. goodnefs 
Bourde, n. Fr. a jett, . 
Bourde, v. Fr. to jett. 
Bourdon, a. Fr. a ftaff, 
Boure, », Sax.a houle, a chamber : ‘ 
Bowe, n. Sax. a bow; a dogge for the bowe; a 
dog.ufed in thooting 
Boxe,#. a blow . 
Bracet, ». Fr. armour for the arm. 4 
Bradwardin, pr. 2. Thomas Bradwardine, Arch- 
bifhop of Canterbury in 1349. His book De 
Caufa Dei, to which our author alindes, is in 
, print, See Tanner in v. Bradowardinus 
Braide, 2. Sax. a ftart 
Braide, v. Sex. to awake, to ftart, See Abraide, 
Qut of his wit he braide, he ran out of his fen- 
. fes; to take off ‘ 3 
Braket, 2. Bit. bragod, a fweet drink made of 
the wort of ale, houcy, and {pice : ic is ill in 
_ ufein Wales. Richards in v, Bragod 
Brafil, . a wood uled in dying to give a red co- 
Jour. See Huetiana, p. 26%. In the inventoy 
ry of the effe&s of Henry V. Rot, Parl, H. 
VI. m. 20, is the following article, 11 Graundes 
_ peces du Bracile, pris vis. vid. 
Bratt, #. Sax, a coarfe mantle 
Brech, a. Sax. breeches 
Brede, 2. Sax. breadth ; in brede, abtoad 
Breme, adj. Sax. furious 
Brenug, v, Sax. to burn—Brent, pa. t. & part. 
burnt | 
Brenningly, adv, Sax. hotly 
Breres, a. pl. Fr, briars 
Brette, v. Sex. to burft 
Brgt-ful, adj. the fenfe is much more clear tlian the 
etymology. 
Bribe, 2. Fr. properly what is given to a beggars 
what ia given to an extortioner or cheat, 
Briben, inf. m. Fr. to beg, or perhaps to fteal—- 
Sce Rot. Parl. 22 E. IV. n. go, have ftolen and 
bribed fignetts, (cygnets.) And fo in P. P. 
115, b.a bribour feems to fignify a thief, as 
bribors, pilors, and pikeharneis, are claffed to- 
gether; and ftiil more plainly in Lydg. Tra. 
1533 


Who faveth a thefe whan the rope is knet— 
With fome fafe turne the bribour will him 
quite. 


See alfo ancient Scottith Poems, p. 71, ft. wii. 1.3 

Briboures. Upon fecond thoughts | believe that 
I was wrong in adopting this word from mf. C. 
1x, end that we should rather read, with other 
mil. ; 


Certaine he knew of briberies mo, 


Bridale, .2. Sar. a marriage feaft 
Briddes, g. p/. Sax. birds 

-Brige, 2. Fr. contention 

Brike, . Sax. breach, ruin 
Ryume, adj. See Breme 


SARY. bis 

Brocage, #. a treaty by 2 broker or agent 

Broche, originally the tongue of a buckle ot clafpy 

_ and from thence the buckle or clafp itfelf. 

Beoided, part. pa. Fr. braided, woven 

Brokking, part. pr. throbbing, quavering 

Bromehulme, pr. 2, a priory in Norfolk 

Bronde. n Fr. a torch 

Brofter, part. pa. of brefte 

Brotel, Sax. bristle 

Brotelueiie, a. britcleneffe 

Brotherhed, 2. Sax. brotherly affection 

Brouded, part. pa. Fr. bredé embroidered 

Brouken, inf: m. Sex. to brook, enjoy, ule 

Backes horne, a buck’s horn; to blow the buckes 
horne is put for any ufelefS employment. 

Boffette, 2. fr. a blow 

Bugle-horn, ». a drinking veffel made of horn.-» 
Gloff, Ur. derives it from bucule cornu; the 
gloff. to Ane. Scatt. Po explains bowgle to 
meana buffalo. I have been told that in fome 
parts of the north a bull is now called 2 boogle, 

Bumble, v Say. to make a humming noife; itis, 
ufed to delcribe the noife made by 2 bittern 

Burduun, a. fr. bourdon, a humming roife, the 
bafs in mufick 

sBuriels, x. f/. Say. hurying places 

Burned, part. pa. Fr. barnithed 

Burnel the affe. The flory fuppofes that the 
prieft’s fon, when he was to be ordained, di+ 
rected his fervant to cali him at cockcrowing, 
and that the cock whofe leg he hud formerly 
broken having overheard this, purpofely re+ 
frained from crowing at his ufual time, by 
which artifice the young man was fuifered to 
ficep till the ordination was over. 

Burnette, 2. Fr. brunette, cloth dyed of a brown co* 
lour. See Du Caage in vy Burnetum. 

Bulk, a bnih 

Butte, but, adv. & conj. Sax. but, fed—unlefs, nif, 
T ne'ere but lott, nén offem nifi perdita—only, 
which that am but lorne. 

Bat, pgep. Sax. wighout, glo. Ur. 1 cannet fay. 
that I have mytelf obferved this prcpofition ia 
Chaucer, but I may have overlooked it. The 
Sagons uled it very frequently, aad how long 
the Scottifh writers have Jaid it afde Lam 
doubtful. {t occurs repeatedly in Bp. Douglass 
but Spot or fault, p. 3 1-535 poete but pcre. ps 
9}. tg3.but and ben, p. 123, 1 49, without 
and within 5 but an ond Binnan, ofiginally, | fups 

- pole, bf utan and bi innan. By and with are ef- 
ten fynonymous. 

Buxome, adj. Sax. obedient, civil 

Buzumly, adv. Sax. obedientiy 

By, prep. Sev. has fometirnes the fignification of 
in; by the morwe, in the morning or daytime; 
by his life, in his lifetime. It is fometimesufed 
adverbially ; by and by, near bard by.—By 
by, fgillatin, Prompt. Parv. thefe were his 
wordes by and by, i. ¢. fev: 
and fe perhaps this phrafe fhould be under {toad 
in the paffages above quoted. 

Bytorne. “See Beforne 






























| Byleve, #. Sax. to Ray 


vag 
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away 
Byword, 2. Sax. a proverb 


x. 


Cacche, v. to catch 

Cadence, 2. Fr. a fpecics of poetical compofition 

Cairrudy pr. n, of a city in Bretagne 

Caitif, a. & adj. Fr. chetif, a wretch, wretched 

Calcination, 2. Fr. a chemical prucefs by which 
bodies are reduced to a calx . 

Calculed, pa. t. Fr. calculated 

Caleweis, probably milwritten; the original has 
Jatoire du caillonel,. Cotgrave fays that cailfouét 
is the name of a very fweet pear 

Calidone, pr. n. it fhould be Lacedomie 

Caliophia, pr. 2. We thould rather read Calypfa, 
with the two Bodl. mif. for Calypfo. 

Calle, 2. Fr. a fpecies of cap 

Cansaille, 2. Fr. a camel . 

Cameline, n. Fr. a luff made of camel’s hair 

Camule, adj. Fr. flat 

Can, Sgr. toknow. See Conne 

Canande adj. Fr. Cananean ' 

Cane, pr. a, Cana in Galilee 

Cauel, x. Fr. canal, channel 

Canelle, #. Fr. cinnamon 

Canevas, a. Fr, canvas. 

Canon, the title of Avicenne’s great work. See 
D  Herbelet inv. Canun 

Cantel, 2, Sex. a fragment 

Capel, .n. Lat, ahorle 

Capitaine, m, Fr. a captrin 

Capitolic, a, Lat. the Capitol at Rome 

Cappe, n. Lat. a carp or hood ; to fet a man’s cap, 
to make afool of him. 

Captif, adj. rv. captive 

Cardiack, m £r. Gr. a pain about the heart 

Carcdtes, n, ph Lat. Gr, charadlers 

Curfe, pa t. of carve, ow, Sax. cus e 

Carle a. Sax. a churl,a hardy country fellow 

Carmes, 2. pl, vr. Carmelite friars 

Carole, x. Fr. a fort of dance 

Carole, v #7. to dance, in caroling, in dancing 

Carpe, v. to talk ; by carping of tonge. by fpeech 

Carraine, 1. Zr, a carrion, dead or putrified fleth 

Carrike, ». Fr. a large fhip 

Carte, a. Sux. a chariot 

Carter, a. Sax. a charioteer, 

Cas, 2, br. cat, chance, upon cas, by chance 

Cas, n. Br, caffe, a cafe, quiver 

Cafliodore, pr. ». Caflicdorus,a Roman fenator and 
coniul, feveral of his works are extant. . See 
Fabric. Bibl. Lat and Bibl, Med, 4&t, 

Caft, n. Sav. a contrivance 2 

Caite, v. ta throw, to contrive 

Cafteloigne, pr. a, Catelonia in Spain 

Cafuel, ej. .r. accidental 

Catapuce, a. Fr. a fpecies of {purge 

Catel, 2. Fr. goods, valuable things of all forts 

Caterwawed. To gon a caterwawed feems to fig- 
nify the fame as to go a caterwawing, or cater- 
wawling, agit has been called by later writers, 

















SARY 
Byraft, fart. ga. of byreve, v. Sax. bereeved, taken | 


Caught, pa. t. & part. of catch 

Cavilatioun, ». Fr. cavil 

Cecile, Cecilie, pr. 2. Cecilia 

Ceife, cefe, are mifprinted for feife, » Fr. to feize, 
to lay hold of. 

Celerer, 2. Lat. Celeyerius, the officer in a. monae 
ftery who had the care of the provifions 

Celte, x. Lat. a religious houfe, it feems to be put 
for a man’s head 

Celfitude, ». Fr. highnefs- 

Cenfer, 2. Fr. an incenfe pot 

Cenfing, part. pr. Fr. fumigating with incenfe 

Centaurie, pr. 2. of an herb 

Cercle, v. Fr. to farround 

Cercles, n. pl. Fr. circles 

Cerial, adj. Fr, belonging to the fpecies of oak cal- 
led cerrus, Lat. cerra, ttal. cerre 

Certain, adj. Fr. is uted fometimes as a fubftantives 
of unces a certain, a certain of gold, i. ea cer~ 
tain number of ounées,a certain quantity of guld 

Certain, certes, adv. certainly 

Cerufe, ». Fr. whitelead . 

Cefed, part. pa, for feifed, is ufed in a legal fenfe 5 

; to that he be cefed therwith, till that he be 
poffeffed thereof, till he have feifin thercof 

Ceffe, v. Fr. to ceafe 

Chace, v, Fr. to chafe, to purfue, 

Chafe, v. lr. to grow warm or angry 

Chaffare, n. Sax. merchandife 

Chaffare, v. Sax. to merchandife 

Chaire, 2. Fr. a chair; the chair or pulpit of 2 
profcflor or preacher. ss 

Chalons, blankets, or coverlets, probably B called 

. from being made at Chalons e 

Chamberere, a, Fr, a chambermaid 

Champartie, 2. Fr. a thare of Jand, a partnerfhip 
in power. [Lydgate has the fame expreffion, 
‘Tra. 139, b. viii. £7. 

Clantepleurc, 2. Fr. a fort of proverbial expreflion 
for finging and weeping fucceflively. See 
Lydg. ‘ra. ftan. the laft, where he fays that 
his book is 





Lyke chantepieure, now finging now weping. 


In mf. Harl. 4333, isa ballad which turns upon 
this expreflion: it begins Moult vaut mieux 
Pleure chante que ne fuit chante pleure ¥ 

Chanterie, 2. Fr. an endowment for the payment 
of a prieft to fing mals agreeably to the ap- 
pointment of the founder. There were thirty- . 
five of thefe chanteries eftablithed at St. Paul’s, 
which were ferved by fifty-four pricits, Dugd. 
Hift. pref. p. 41, 

Chapmanfn. Sax. a merchant or trader 
Chapmanbede, 2. Sex. the condition of a chap- 
man or tradefman * 7 

Char. 2. Fr. a chariot. 

Charboucle, ». Fr. a carbuncle. , 

Charge, x. Fr. a load, burthen, bufinefe of weight; 
it n’ere nocharge; it were no harm: of which 
there is no charge, from which there-is no con- 
fequence to be expeéted; of that no charge, no 
matter fow that : 


Charge, v. Fr. to weigh, to incline on account gf 
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<-weight—which chargeth not to fay, which it 
is of no importance to fay 
“Shargeant, part. pr. burthenfome 
Charmereffe, 2. Fr. an enchantrefs 
Chaftelaine; a. Fr. the wife of a chaftelain or lord 
of a caftle 
Chaftie, v. Fr. to chaftife 
Chaunteclere, pr. 2. of a cock 
Checkere, 2 fr. a chefsboard 
Chees; pa.¥. of chele, ¢. Sax. chofe 
Cheffis, we fhould read cheies, The orig. has 


fromages. 


SARY. 


Chirche, #. Sax, church 
Chirchereve, x. Sev. a churchwarder 
Chirchhawe, #. Sav. a churchyard 
Chirk, . Sex. to chirp as a {parraw 
Chirking, n. a difagrevable found 
Chit, for chideth 

Chivachee, ». as chevachie 

Chiver, v. Sex. to thiver 

Cierges, a. pl. Fr. wax tapers 
Cipioun, pr. a. Scipio 

Cipris, pr. x. Venus 

Circes, pr. 2. for Circe - 


Cheke, a term at chefs, to give notice to the op- | Citee, «, Fr.a city 


pofite party that his king, if not removed or 
guarded by the interpofition of fome other 
piece, will be made prifoner: it is derived ori- 
ginally from the Perfian adi, i.e. king, and 
means, take care of yourking. See Hyde, Hilt. 
Shahilud, p. 3, 4. 

Chekelatoun, a robe of fate : 

€hekcmate, or fimply mate, is 2 term ufed at chefs 
when the king is agtually made prifoner, and 
the game confequently finifhed. The Perlian 


phrale is foab mét, i.e. the king is conquered™| C 


See Hyde, Hift. Shahitud, p. 152 
Chelaundre, 2. Fr. a goldfinch 
Chepe, v. Sax. to cheapen, to buy 
Chepe, #. cheapnefs 
Chepe, pr. #. Cheapfide in London 
Cherche, #, Sax, a church 
Chere, n. Fr. countenance, appearance, entertain- 
ment, good cheer 
Chere, v. Fr, to cherifh _ 
Cherifance, ». Fr. comfort 
Cherl, »."Sex. a man of mean birth and condi- 
tion e 
Cherifk, adj. illiberal 
Ches, n, Fr. the game of chefs 
Chefe, , Sax. to choofe 
" Chefe, for chefeth 
Chette, a. Jat. a coffin 
Chefte, 2. debate 
Chefteine, a, Fr. 
fruit 
Chevachie, 2. Fr. an expedition 
Chevalrie, ». Fr. knighthvod, the manners, exer- 
cifes, and valiant exploits, of a knight 
Chevalrous, adj. valiant 
Cheve, v. Fr. to come to an agreement or con+ 
clufion ; yvel mote he cheve, ill may he end 
Chevefaile, a. Fr. a necklace 
Chevetain, 2. Fr. chieftain 
Chevifance, n. Fr. an agreement for borrowing of 
money 7 
Chiche, adj. Fr. niggardly, {pari 
Chidereffc, a. Sax, a female icold 
Chidefter, 2. Sax. a female fcold 
Chiertee, #. Fr. tendernefs, affection 
Chike, #. Sav. a chicken 
Chimhe, ». Sax, the prominent part of the faves 
beyond the head of a barrel 
Chimbe, v. to found in confonance like bells 
meny, ». Fr. a chimucy 
Chinche, adj. as chiche 
Chincheric, a. niggardiiact.. 


the chefnut tree, the chefnut 
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Citole, 2. Fr. a mufical infrument.. Sir Joha 
Hawkins, in his very curious Hit. of Mu- 
fick, v. ii. p. 106, n. fuppofes it to have been a 
fort of dulcimer, and that the name is a Porrup- 
tion of the Lat. cifella, Befide the paflage 
which he has quoted from Gower, Conf. Am. 
178, it is mentioned again in fol. 189, among 
the inftruments which fowned lowe. See allo 
Du €ange in v. Citlla, and M. de la Ravalicie, 
Pocfies du Rey de Navarre, t.i. p. 248» 

1, adj. Fr, of a pale yellow or citron colour 

itrination, 2. chymical term. Araoldus in Row 

fario, mil. i. c. 53“ Gitrinacio nigil aliud eft 
quam completa albedinis digeftio, nec albedo 

“eft aliud quam nigrcdinis ablatio.”” Glofl 

Carpent. in v. : 

Clamben, ga. ¢. pl. of climb, v. “ax, 

Clapers, 2. pl. Fr. rabbit-burrows, 

Clappe, v. Sax. to knock repeatcdly, to talk fa 

Clapping, 2. noify talking 

Clapfed, clafped 

Clarré, ». F'z, wine mixed with honey and fpices, 
and afterwards ftraincd till it is clear; it was 
otherwile calied piment, as appears from the 
title of the following receipt inthe Adedulle 
Cirurgie Rolindi, rail. Bodl. 701, fol. 865 “ Clas 
“ yerun bonum, five pigmentum.—Accipe nu- 
“cem mefchatam, cariofilos, gingcbus, macis, 
“cinamomum, galangum; qui: omnia in pul- 
“yverem redacta diftempera cum bono cunt 
“ tertia parte miellis; pott cola per faccalum, 
“et da ad bibendum. Lt nota, quod iliud, 
“ item poteft ficri de cerevifia,” 

Clatternden, pa. ¢ pf, of clatter, v. Sax. 

c 2. Fran end or conclufion 

Claw, v. Sax. to ttroke, he clawed him on the back, 
he ftroked him on the back to encourage him js 
to claw on the gall, figniftes the fame as to rub 
ona fore place 

Cled, for clad 

Clenefic, 2. Sax. purity 

Clepe, v. Sar. to call, to name 

Clergie, 2. Fr. the clerical profeflion 

Clergial, adj. learned 

Clergion, 2. a young clerk 

Clerk, 2. Fr. a perton in hely orders, a man ef 
learning, a fladent at the univerlity 

Cleves, x. pt. Sew. rocks. See Cliffe 

Cliffe, 2. Sax. a rock 

Clifte, 2. Sav. a cleft 

Cliket, «. Fra key | 

Ciinke, v. Fr. to ring, 














reut. to tinkle 
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Derne, a4j. Sax. fecret 
Derre, camp of deve 
Beg, Fill. 270, as.deis 
Delcerforie, x. Fr. a veffel ufed in chemiftry fur 
the extraction of oils per céfcen‘am 
Defcriven, inf. m. Fr. to acteribe 
Defirous, adj Fr eager 
Defolat, part. pa. Lat. abandoned, diftreffed 
Delpite, x. Fr. malicious anger 
Defpigons, aj. angry to excels 
Delpitoufly, adv. angrily 
Deipoile, «. Er. to undrefs 
Deltreine, v. Fr. to vex. to conftrain 
Deftrer, 2. Kr. a war horle, cet dextrarius 
Dettrie, deftruie, o. Fr. to deftroy : 
Dcterminat, part. pa. Lat. fixed, determined 
Detteles, adj. free from debt 
Deve, adj. Sax. deaf 
Divining. 2. Fn divination 
Devi'e, 2. Fr. dire@tion 7 
Devife, v Fr to dired, to order, to relate; at 
point devife ; a point devilé, Fr. with the great- 
eft exadtnefs 
Devoir, 2. Fr. duty ; wele thei ftode and did ther 
devere , . 
Dey, ». probably originally meant a day-labourer 
in general, though it may fince have been ufed 
to denote particularly a fuperintendent of a 
dayerie. See Du Cange, inv. Dacria, Dayeria, 
Dagofealci 
Deye,o sax to dye 
Deyer, 2. Sax. a dyer 
»Diaprsenpart. pa, or. diverfified with flovrihes.&¢. 
Diche, v. sax. to dig, to furround with a ditch 
Dide, for didd 
Dide, pa. #. of Wo, v. Sax, diden, pa. t. pl. 
Die, v. Sax. te tinge 3 
Diete, usr daily food 
Diffame, 2, Fy. bad reputation. See Defame 
Digeftible, adj. Lat. eafy tu he digefted 
Digeftives, a. pt. Fr. things to help digeftion 
Dight, v, Sar. to cifpofe, to drefs 
Digne, adj. fr. worti.y, proud, dildainful 
Dike, v. Sex. to dig, to make ditches 
Dilatation, a. fr, eJargement [thunder 
Dine. 2. Sax. as dent; thonder-dint, a ftroke of 
Diofcorides, pr. m. of a Greek witer on plants, 
whofe work is extant 
Difarray, 2, Fr diforder 
Disavaunce, v. Fr to drive back % 
Dilaventure, a. Fr. misfortune 
Difblame, v. Fr. to clear from blame 
Difcomfiture, x. Fr defeat 
Difcomfort, #. #r. difpleature 
Difcomforten, v. Fr to difcourage . 
Difcoverte, adj. Fr. at difcoverte, uncovered; a 
defcouvert 
Difdeinous, adj. Fr. difdainful 
Difencrefe, . Fr. diminution 
Difencrefe, v. neutaFr. to decreafe 
Disiigure, », Fr. deformity 
Ditherited, part. pa. Fr. difinherited, {tripped of 
poffeflions 
Dithevele, part, ga. Fr. with hair hanging loofe, 
defibeyelé * 
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j Disjoin:, x. Fr a difficult fituation 
Dilobeilan.. part. go. Fr difobedient 
Difordemed part. pa. Fr diforderly 
© Diturdinate, adj. Lat diforderly 
Difordinaunce. x, Fr irregutarity _ 
Depavage. » Fr. a cifparagement 
D tpenee,n, Fr. expenfe 
Diiperance. a, Fr. defpair 
Ditpitous, adj. auigry to excefs. See Defpitous 
Diplefance » /r. difplesture * 
ne, v Lat. to dilj-ole 
Ditpert, «. Fr. deport, {port, diverfion 
Difport, v.te divert 
Diipreifing, part pa. Fr. undervaluing 
Difputifon, x. #r. difpute; the clergie of the fouth, 
made a difputefoun 
Diftulily, adv. irregularly 
Difimule, v. Fr. to diffemble 
Liflimulings, ». pl. Fr. diffemblings 
Diffoned, part. pa. Fr, diflonant 
Littaine, v, Fr. to difcolour, to take away the cow 
flour 
Diking, v. Lat. to diftinguith 
Diftingued, part. pa Fr diltinguifhed 
Distourbied, p.¢ Fr. difturhed 
Diftreyne, v Fr. to conftrain. See Deftrtine 
Diftrouble, v Fr. to difturb 
Drturne, v. Fr to turn afide 
Dice, v Fr. to diate, to write 
Dites, n. p! Fr. fayings, ditties 
Ditus, pr. x Didtys Cretenfis 
Diverfe, adj. Fr. different 
Diverfe, v. to divertity 
Divine, #, for divinity 
Diviniftre,2 Fr. a divine 
Do, v. do, for don, part. p. 
Doand; part. pr. doing 
Dogerel adj derived, I fuppofe, from dog, fo that 
- rime-dogerel may be underftood to mean what 
in French may be called rime de chien. See Cots 
grave in v. Chien chofe de chien, a paltry thing, 
a trifle, trafh, trumpery 
Dogge for the bowe, a dog ufed in fhooting 
Doke, n. Sev. a duck 
Dole, #. Sex as del 
Dole, 2. Fr. grief, mourning 
Doiven, port. pa of delve, v. Sax. buried 
Dombe, adj. Sex. dumb. 
Dome, 2. dar. jedgmenr, opinion 
Domefman, n. Sav. a judge 
Donet. 2. grammar, the elements of any art. from 
Elins Donatus, a Roman gYammarian, whofe 
introduction to the Latin language {inter Grarent, 
Vet. Putfch p. 1735.] was commonly read in 
fchools; then drave I] me among draycrs my dos 
net to lerne, Pie. ce Plough, 13. b. . 
Denmow, pr n. See Pierce Plough, 44. b. 
Donne, don, adj. Sax. of a brown ur dun colour 
Dormant, part. pr. Fr. fixed, ready—Les vaiffraux 
gui ladormsinta P ancre, Froiffart, viii. c. §2 
Dortour, 2. Fr, a dormitory, or common fleeping- 
room Z 
Dofcin, x. Fr. a dozen z 
Diiler, a. Fr. a bafket*to be carried on the back 


681 











so ‘ 


&Es GLOS 


Dote, v. Sax. to be foolifh through age or other= 
wife ig 

Doth, imp. m zd per. pl. of do, do ye 

Douced, may perhaps be a corruption of doucete, 
which the name of a mufical inftrument in a 
poer of Lydgate’s, mf. Bodl. tairf. 16. 


‘Ther were trumpes and trumpetes, 
Leavde fhallys and doucetes. 


Doughtren, #. pl. Sax. daughters 

D. utance, 2. Fr. doubt 

Doate, vo Fr. te fear 

Doutelees donteles, adv without doubt 

Doutous, adj. dowdrtul 

D’outre mere, fr. from beyond fea, Du. 253. 

Dowaire, n. Fr. dower 

Dradde, drad, p. ¢ & part of drede, v. Sax. feared 

Draf, n. Sax. things thrown away as unfit for 

. man’s food . 

Drat-fack, a fack full of draff. 

Drafty, adj. “ax. of no more val 

Dragges, 2 ph Fr drags 

Drede, 2. cav fear, doubts withouten drede, 
withoug doubt; out of drede, out of doubt 

Drede, v. Sax, vo fear, dred, pa, t. for drad 

Dredeful, adj. timorous : 

Dredeles. adv, without doubt 

Dreint, pa. t. & part. of drenche, drowned 

Drenche, o. Sax, to drown - 

Drunclie, «. art Sax. to he drowned 

Drerineffe, 2. cax forrow” 

Drery, adj. Sax forrowful 

Drefle, v, Fr. to addrefs, apply 

oDretche, v..aé. Sax, to vex, to trouble 

Dretched, part. pa. opprefied, troubled, Conf. 
Am.79 

Wretche, v, newt. Sax. to delay, Conf. «: 

Dretching, a. delay : 

Drie, v. Sax. to faffer 

Drife, v. Sax, to drive 

Drinkeles, adj. Sax. without dria! 

* Dronkclew, adj. Sax. given. 
Plough 4% 

Dronken, part. pa. of drink, v, Sax. drunk 

Drough, pa # of draw, v. Sax, drew 

Diovy, adj. Sex. dirty 

Druerie, ». Fr. courthip, gallantry, a miftrefs. Sse 
‘Du Gare in vs Drudariae—The reader may 
perhaps be not difpleafed to fee the following 
defcription of a drat or lover, by Guillem Aci 
mar, 2 Provencal poct, mf. Crofts, ful. 219. 





Jue than draff 


'm. 178 


rk 
to drink, Pierce 


Ben paoc ama drut, qi non es gelos, 
Et paoc ama, qi non eft airos, 
Ex paoc ama, qi non es folettis, 
Et pace ama, qi non fa tracios; 
‘Mais vaur d amor qi ben eft enveios 
Un dolz plorar non fait qatorze ris. 
Quant eu li quier merce en g 
T la mi colpa et mi met ocha'fos, 
Atl aigua m cur avel per mer lo vis, 
Erela m fai un regard amorca, 
Fe cv ji hais In buchd ele cls amos, 
Adone mi par un io: de paradis. 


Ios, 
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Drugge. v. Sex. to drag 

Dubbed, part pa Sax. created a knight; the phrafe 
js derived from the froke (with a fworgom, 

otherwife), which was always a principal ‘éeres 

mony at the creation of a knight; at dubbaa, 
Ifand, fignifie to itrike - this fircke in French 
was cAilcd he colée. See L'Ordene de Chevaleria par 
Hue de Tabarie, ver. 244, fag. pubiithea by M, 
Barbazan and Dy Cange in-y Alapa Mititaris 

Duetee, #..fr. duty, what is due to atfy ome ¢. 

Deile, v. a. Sax. to make dult 

Dulle, v. aext Sax. to grow dull é 

Dun is in the mire, Sce Ray's Proverbial Similes, 
Pp. 349,-a8 dull as Dun in the mire, 1 fuppofe 
Deu was a nickname given to the afs from his 
colour, as well as Burnell * ~ 

Dure, «:. Fr. to endure 

Dureffe, n. Fr. hardhhip, feverity 

Dutked, pa. t. Sax. grew-dark or dim 

Dacee, us ductee . 

Dwale, 1. Sav. a flceping potion 

Dweilings, 2, 2. Sar. delays ; moras, orig. 

Dwined, part. pa. Sax. watted « 


















. : E. 

Eared, part. pa. ploughed. See Ere 

Ebraike, adj clebrew 

Ecclefiaft, n. an eccicfiaical perfon, the book of 
Eccl fiattes or Ecclefistticus ae 

Eche, adj. Sax. atce, each one, every one, of ang . 
number ~ 

Eche, v. Sax. to add, to add to, to eucreafe 

‘Edippe, pr. n. GEdipus 7 

Effect, ». Fr. fubRance 

Eft, adv. Sav. again * 

Eftfone, eftfones,.adv. Sax. foon after, prefently 

Egalitee, 2. Fr. equality 

Eger, egre; adj. Fr. Sharp 

Lgge, v. Sax. to cite 

Eggement, 2, Se. incitement, 
ing, a. as eggement 

remuine, 2. Fr, agrimony 


-~ 
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Eire, for air 

“Evel, a. Suv. vinegar 
Elat, part. pa. Lat elated 


Elde, 2. sac. old age : : 
Elde, v, Sax. to make old, v. neut. to grow old 
Elenge, adj. ftrange, Ur. It fometimes feems to fige 
nify dull, checrleft, as in Pierce Plough, 111, by 
heavy-chered ! yede, and elenge in herte. 
Elengencffe, a. in the orig. foucy, care, trouble 
Elie, # Sax a witch, a faery 
FIf-queng, ». queen of elves or faeries : 
Eli, pr. n. feems to be put for Elie. See ¥ Kings, 
chap. 19 
Elie, pr. «. Elijah. The Carmdiites pretend that 
Elijah was the founder of their order 
Elifee, pr. 2. Elisha, the difciphe of Elijah 
Elles, adv. Sux. elfe; elles what, any thing elfe; ele 
Jes wher, elfewhere  _ 4 
Elvith. adj. Sex fuery-like, fantaltich; it fometimes 
feems to fignify fay, referved : 
Embelife, $. Fr. to beautily 


t= 
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Embolde, v. Fr. to make bold 

Emboyffement, n. Fr. ambufh 

Embrouded, part. pa. Fr. embroidered 

Eme, 2. Sax. uncle | 

Emforth, prep. Sax, even with ; emforth my might, 


even with my might, with ‘all my power; cm- 
forth my wit, to the utmoft of my underftand- 
ing: itisa corruption of evenforth, which oc~ 
curs at length in Pierce Plug, 66, b. evenforth 
with thyfelfe 


Empeire, v. Fr. to impair, hurt 

Emperice, a. Fr. emperefs 

. Emplaftre, v. Fr. to platter over 

¥Eruplie, o. to infold, to involve ; implicat, orig. 
Empoifoner, ». Fr. a poifener 2% 
Empreffe, v. neut. Fr.to crowd 

Emprife, 2 Fr undertaking 

+ Empte, o. Sex. to empty 

Mibatrelled, part. pa. Fr, indented like a battle- 


ment 


sEnbibing, part. pr. J at. imbibing 
Enbofed, part. pa. Fr. embafqud, fheltered in a 


wood, Du. 353 


Enboffed, part. pa, Fr. emboffé, raifed 


Enubrace, w Fr. to take hold of 


Enbraude, v. Fr. to embroider 

Encenfe, ». Fr. incenfe 

Encenfe, %. Fr. to burn incenfe, to burn incenfe to 

Enchaufing, 2. Fr. heat 

Enchefon, 2. Fr. caufe, occafion 

Encorporing, part. pr. Fy, incorporating 

Endelong, prep. Sav. along, adv. lengthways 
mEndettaly part. pa. Fr. indebted 

Endite, v. x, to dictate, relate 

Endoute, v- Frito doubt, to fear 

Endric, v. Sax. tu fuffer . 

Enee, pr. a. ZEncas 


Eneidos, pr. a. Virgils Aneis 


Enfumined, part. pa. Fr, hungry 
Enledte, v. Fr to infec, part. pa. infected 
Enforce, » Fr. to ftrengthen 


Enforced, part. pa. conftrained by force 
Enfortune, v. Fr. to endow with a certain for- 


Engendrure, #, Fr. generation 
Engined, fart. pa. Fr. racked, tortured 
Lngluting, 
Engregge, wv, Fr, to aggravate 

Engreve, v. Fr, to hurt 

Enhaunfe, v. Fr. to raife 

Enhaunfed, part. pa, railed 

Enhort, v, Fr. to exhort 

Dnlaced, fart. fa. Fr. entangled 
Enlangoured, fart. ta. Fr. faded with langour 
Enleven, num. Sax. eleven Os, = <3) 
Enlumine, v. Fr, to illuminate ° 
Enoint, part. pa.Fr. anointed 

Enfeted , fart. pa, Fr, feated up, kept fecret 
Enfpire, v. Fr. to infpire 

Enture, v. Fr. to affure 

Entaile, a. Fr 
Entailed, gart. pe, Fr. carved 
Entalente, wv. fr, to excite 

Entend, o. Pr. to attend 
Enterdement, n. Fr. underftanding 


tune 


rather enluting, flopping with clay 


whare 
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Entente, 2. Fr. intention 

Ententif, adj. Fr. attentive 

Enterchangeden, fe. t. tl. Fr. exchanged 

Entermedled, part. pa. Fr. intermixed 

Entermete, v. Fr, to interpofe 

Enterpart, v. Fy. to fhare 

Entetched, fart. pq. Fr. entaché ; it is applied indif- 
ferently to things and perfons marked or en- 
dowed with good or bad qualities : entetched 
and defouled with yvel, ftained and defiled with 
evil; the beft entetched, endowed with the beit 
qualities : 

Entree, 2. Fr. entry 

Entremees, 2. g/. Fr. choice difhes ferved in bes 
tween the courfes at a feaft, Cotg. 

Entrike, v. Fr. to deceive, to entangle 

Entuned, fart. pa. Fr. tuned 

Entunes, 2. ps. Fr. fongs, tunes, Du. 309. 

Envenime, v. Fr. to poifon 

Enveniming, =. poifoning 

Envie, v. Fr. to vie, to contend, Du. 406 

Environ, ade. Fr. about, Conf. Am, 239, b 

Environ, v. Fr. to furround & 

Envoluped, part. pa. Ir. Wrapt up 

Envyced, ftored with wine 

Epiftolis, Lat, epiftles 

Equipolences, a. 44: Fr, equivalents 

Er, ade. Sax. before, before. that J 

Erande, ». Sav. a meflage, an errand, Du. 334¢ 

Ere, y. Hr, to plough 

Ereos, for Eros, pr. #. Gr. Love 

Erke, adj. Sux. weary, fick, 

Ely adv, Sax. early 

Erme, v. Sax. to grieve 

Ermin, adj, Armenian! 

Erneft, a. Sax. zeul, ftudious purfuit of any thing 

Erneftful, adj. ferious 

Erratike, adj. Fr. wandering, applied to the pla~ 
nets 

‘Erraunt, fart. pr. Fr. trolling, applied toa thief 

Ers, erfe, 2. Sax, the fundament 

Erft, ady, fupert, of er, fir, aterft, at firlt, for the 
fir time; it is fornetimes redup tant, long erik 
or, long before 2 

Ertheles, ag. Sax. without earth 

Efchaunge, a. Fr, exchange 

Efcheve, efchué ». Fr. to fhun, to decline 

Efculapius, pr. n, a book of medicine under his 
name is mentioned by Fabric, Bibl. Gr. t. i Pe 

6, n, : 

Efe, a. Fr pleafare 

Efe, v. to accommodate 

Efement, 2. relief 

Efe, adj. gentle, light; efie fighes, which paflage 
Lord Surrey kas copied, Songes, &c. p,12, “and 
“ eafy fighes, fuch as folkes draw in love.” 

Efier, comp. d. lighter ; of elier avail ; of lighter or 
Jefs value 

Efilich, adv. gently [nus 

Efperus, pr, 2. Hefperus,a name of the planet Vee 

Efpiuille, ». Fr. {pying, private watching . 

Etpirituell, adj. Fr. spiritual, heavenly | 

Effoine, ». Fria legal excufe 

Efiat, eftate, x. Fr. tate, condition, adminifiration 
of government 
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od 
Eflatelich, adj. Hately 
“Bitres, v. pl. Fr. the 
_ ing ‘as 
‘Beerne, adv, Lot, everlahing © 
Ethe, edj. Sax. ealy 
“‘Evangiles, x. pt. Fr. gofpels 
“Even, adj. Sax. equal; an even (riften, 2 fellow 
‘ Chriftian ; 
Bechljbe, adj. Sox. equal 
Evenlike, adv. eqhilly 
“Ever, adv. Sax. always; ever in on, continually in 
the fame manner ; ever lenger the more, where 
this elliptical phrafe is expreffed at length. 
Bverich, adj. Sax. every onc. of. many, each of two 
7, Sax. yew ; 
‘Realtat, part. pa. Let, exalted — 
‘$xametron, ia etplained by the context to fignify 
i & verte. of fik feet; it ufuallyfignifies the heroic 
erfe, but here, } {uppofe, muft be underftood to 
mean the iambic, in which the ancient tragedics 
‘were commonly verfified. 
Pxccutour, x. Fr. executioner 
Exécutrice, a. Fr. a female executioner 
Exorcifations,. 2, ¢/. Fr. exorcifms, conjurations 
Rxpans yeres, “ In this and the following verfes 
“o the Poet defcribes the Alphonfine aftronomical 
Fis tables by the feveral parts’ of them, wherein 
“4 fome technical terms occur which were ufed 
“® by the old aftionomera, and continued by the 
compilers of thofe tables. Colle years are 
“ certain fums of years, with the motions of the 
“# heavenly bodies correfponding to them, as of 
* 20, 40, 60, &c, difpofed into tables; and expans 
* years are the fingle years, with the motions of 
“the heavenly bodies anfwering to them, be- 
ginning at 1, and continued on to the {malleft 
. © collect fum, as 20, &c. A root or radix is any 
i ® certain time taken at pleafure, from which as 
“» “an era the celeftial motions are to be com- 
* puted. By proporcionel convenientesaremeant 
; “the tables of proportional parts.” Gloff. Ur. 
‘* Argument in aftronomy is an arch whereby 
. » “ we feek another ynknown asch proportional 
“ta the fitft.” CBanibers 
Rapectaunt, part. pa. Fr. waiting 
- Expleite, o. Fr. to perform 
Ey,». Sax. anegg; but as it were a grypes aye, 
“Conf. Am. 2 . 
Ey, interj. : 
Bycn, n. pi. Sax. eyes 
Eyre, for air 
‘Byrith, adj. aerial, belonging to the air 


inward parts of a build- 
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Fable, ». Fr. idle difcourfe 

Faconde, n. Fr. eloquence 

Facotinde, aaj. cloquest Du. 926. 

Faerie, ». fr. the nation of Facries. Enchantment, 
the work of faeries; king of Faerie; quene of 
Faerie; contree of Faerie 

Fain, adj. Sax. glad than wae'l as fayne as foule 

_ of fayre morowe, Piercf Plough, 47, b. 

Fain, adv, gladly : 





GLOSSARY. 


Faine, v. Fr.to feign, to diffemble ; to fwinke and 
travail he not faineth, he does not feign or pre- 
tend only to labour, 7. ¢. he labours ferioufly, ° 

Fairehede, ». Sax. beauty 

Faitour, 2. Fr. a lazy idle fellow, Pierce Plough, 
32 b. 33 b. faitard, faiteor, un pareffcux, piger. 
Lacombe 

Falding, 2 kind of coarfe cloth, Sé& He derives it 
from the A. S. feald, plica: however that may 
be Helmoldus [Céron. Slav. 1, i. c.'I,] ipraks of 
indumenta. lanea (probably coarfe enough) que 
nos appellamss faldines; and fallin in Irith, “ac 
cording to Lhuyd, fignifies a mantle. Giraldus 
Cambr, [Topog. Hibern, diff. 3. ¢. 10,] defcribes 
the Irith as clothed in phalingis lancis, vice pale 
forum, Faldyng cloth, Ampbibalus Birrus- 
Prompt, Parvi Row cloth, as taldyng and other 
like. Endromis Ampbibalus ibid. Sco Du Cange, 
in v. Ampbibalus  ~ - 

Fall, for fallen, part. pa. 

Falfen, . Fr. to falfify, to deccive 

Falwe, adj. Sax. yellow 

Falwes, 2. p/. Sac. harrowed lands 

Famuler, adj. Z.at. domettic 


Fan, 2. the quintaine, which is called afan or van, 


from its turning round like a weathercock. See 
Du Cange in v. Vana, Menefirier fur tes turnois, 
cong Etymel. inv. Quintaine, and Kennet's Pa~ 
rech. 

Fande, fa. ?. of finde, w. Sax. found 

Fane, n.a weathercock 

Fantafie, ». Fr. fancy 

Fantome, . Fr. any falfe imagination$ ~¢ dirent~ 
plufiers qui'le avoient cté en fantoime, Froifart, v, 
ic. 63 

Farce, v. Fr. farder, to paint 

Fardel, #. Fr. a burthen 

Faré, v. Sax. to go; to fare wel, to fpeed, to be 
happy 

Fare, 1, feems to have been derived from the 
French v. faire, whenever it can be interpreted 
by the word ado; this hote fare; for which 
the wardein chidde and made fare; what a- 
mounteth all this fare? betwixt us wo nedcth 
no ftrange fare ; and leve this nice fare. In 
other inftances it follows the fenfe of the Saxon 
v. fare, as in the compound words welfare, 
thoroughfare, &c, 

Faren, fare, part. pa. 

Fares, for fareth 

Faring, part. pr. 

Farme, 2. Sax. food, a meal: See Spelman in v, 
Firma 

Farle, v. Fr. farcir, to ftuff 

Fathe, 2, See Lathe 

Faute, 2, Fr. want 

Fawe, adj. Sax. glad; as fain 

Fay, a. Fr. faith 

Fayre, adj. Sax. fair 

Fayre, adv, fairly, gracefully # 

Febleffe, 2. Fr. weaknefs 

Fecche, v. Sax. to fetch 7 

Fee, ». Sax. money, It fcems to fignify inheritable 
poficfiiogs, in contrgdiftin@ion to money er 
moveables 


GLOSSARY. 


Feffe, ». Fr. toinfeoff, to prefent 

Feine, v. Fr. to feign 

Fel, edy Say. cruel, deftructive 

Felaw, n. Sa2. fellow, companion 

Felawship, a. sax. company 

Felawihipe, v, to 2ccompany 

Felde, n. “aaa field 

Felden, pu. ¢. pl. of felle, v. Sax. felles, ‘made to 
fall . 

Fele, adj. Sav. many 

Fele, v. Sax. to fecl, to have fenfe, to perceive 

Feil, ». Sax. kin 

Felonie, n Fr. all forts of criminal violence 

Feloun, adj. Fr. cruel 

Feminie, pr. a. the country of Amazons 

Femininitce, 2. Fr womanhood 

Fend, n. Sav. an enemy, the devil 

Fendliche, adj. devilify 

Fenne, x, the same. of the fections of Avicehne’s 
great work intituled Canum. See Canon 

+» Feoffed, part. pa. Fr. infeofled 

Fer, adv. Say. far 

Ferre, comp. further 

Ferreft, fupert. fartheft 

Ferd, fered, part. pa. of fere, terrified ? 

Ferd, ferde, pa. ¢. of fare 

Ferden pa. ¢. pl. 

Fere, x, Sav. a companion, a wife, in fere, toge- 
ther, in company 

Fere, for fire 

Fere, a oar. fear 

Fere, v. Sav. to terrify 

’ Berforth, ferforthly, adv. Sax, far forth 

Ferly, adj. fax. ftrange 

Fermacie, for pharmacie, 2. Fr. a medicine 

Ferme, 2. Fr. a farm 

Fermerere, a. Lat. infirmarius, the officer in a reli- 
gious houfe who had the care of the infirmary, 

» Du Cange in v. 

Ferne, adv, Sav. before 

Fers, adj. Fr. fierce 

Fers, x. Du 654, fey. the piece at chefs next to the 
king, which we. and other European nations 
call the queer, though very improperly, as 
Hyde has obferved. Pberz or Pherza@n, which 
is the Perfian name for the fame piece, fignifies 
the king’s chief counfellor or general. Hi. 
Shabilud. p. 88,9 

Ferthing, 2. Sax.a farthing, any very {mall thing ; 
no ferthing—of grefe, not the {malleft fpot of 
greafe 

Fett, n. Sax, fit ° 

Felte, n. Jr. feat 

Fefleying, part, pr. Fr. featting 

Feltlich, adj, ufled to feafts 

Ferche, n. Sav, a vetch 

Fete, 2. Fr work 

Fetife, adj. well made, neat 

Fetifely, ato. neatly, properly 

Fette, fet, part. pa. of feecke 

Fey, 1, fy, faith 

Feyre, a. Fr. a fair or market 

Fidunce, n. Fr. traf 

Fidel, 2. Sav. a fiddle 

Ful fer fell, pa. ¢. of fall 
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Finch,~. Sar. a {mall bird; te pull a finch, was-a” 


proverbial expreffion, fignifying to firip 3 maa 


by fraud of his nioney, ke 


Hf I may gripe ariche man 

1 thall fo pute him, if can, 

‘That he {hall in 2 fewe ftoundes 

Lefe ell his markes and his poundes— 
Our maidens fhall eke phicke bim fo 
‘Fhat him fhall neden fethers mo, -* 


‘Withoute (ealding they hem pulle,” 
Find, v. Sex. to find, to fipply. Bint, for firidetl: 
id 


Fine, fin, a. Fr. en 

Fine, v. Fr.to ceafe 

Fine, adj. Pr. of fine force, of yery neceflity , 
Fit. 2, Sa:. a divifion or fhort' portion of 3 poems 
See Gloff. Percy in v. 

Fittingett, adj. fup. Sax. moft fitting * - 

Fixe, adj. Fr. fixed < 

Flaie, for fley, pa. 2. of flee, few a 

Flaine, part. pa. of flaic, 0. Sax. fiaied’ or" ‘teal 





+] Flambe, a. Fr. flame 


Fiatour, 2. Fr. a flatterer, Conf. An. 164; b, 


Hlawe, dj. yellow, from the Lat, flava. Gloff, ° 


Flecked, adj. {potted 

Fleckering, part, pr. See Flicker 

Flee, v. neut. Sax, to fly 

Fleen, #. pl. Sax, fleas 

Fleme, v. Sax. to banifh 

Flemed, fart. pa. 

Flemer, Ppatither 3 

Flete, wv. Sax. to float, to fwim ~ 

Flete, for fleteth 

Fleting, part. pr. 

Flicker, 0. neuf. Sex. to flutter 7" ~ 

Flit, v. neut. Sax, to fly; elle fait, orig: 

Flit, v.24, R. to remove _ 

Flitering, part. pr. floating, oo orig. 

Flitted, part. pr. removed, 

Flo, ». Sax. an arrow, Flo, 1a 

Flockmel, adv. Sax, in a flocl 

Florein, pr. m a fpecies of gold coin 

Flotery, adj. Sax. floating 

Flotte, v. Fr. to float, 

Flotte, v. as flete 

Floureles, adj. without flower 

Flourette, #. Fr. a fmall fowér 

Floyting, playing on the flute’ ae ee 

Foine, v, Ir. to make a in: ‘to io 
Foifon, n. Fr. shea — fa 

Foled, part. pa. Sax. foaled 

Folehardinefs, a. Fr. cafhnefs, 

Fole-large, adj. penult, foolithly liberal 

Folie, 2. Fr. folly 

Folily, adv, foolithly 

Folwe, v. Sax. to follow 

Foly, adj. foolifi 

Fond, adj. Sax. foolith 

Fond, (pa. tof find 

Fonde, v: Sax. tv try . 

Fong, v. Sax. to take 

Fonne, 2. Sax, a fool 





BS 7 
‘Foune, v. to be foolifh 
Font-ftone, », Sax, a font for baptizing — 
Yor, prep. Sav. pro, Lat pour. Fr.; it is frequently 
prefixed to verbs in the infinitive mood in the 
French manner 5 for to tellen; for to don; pour 
safire, pour faire; for to Wan ben, peur avour te. 
Ie fometimes fignifies againit; for percing of 
his herte, againtt, or to prevent, piercing; for 
Ateling of the vole; again Mtealing. See Bierce 
Plough; 31. forae hall fowe the facke for fhed- 
_ ding of the wheate, ive. to prevent thedding 
For, conj. Sax. quia, Lat. pour ce que, Fr. becaufe 
that; for him Jufte to ride fo; for fhe wolde 
virtue plefe; for f teche 
‘or, in compofition, has varioits powers ; it is moft 
‘commonly:intenfive of the Ggnification of the. 
° word with which it is joined, as in fordronken, 
.. fordry, forfered, &c.; fonretimes privative, as 
in forboden, foryete; and fometimes only com- 
“municative of an ill fenfe, as in forfaite, forfare, 
* farjuged, d&c. 
Forg Fr. and ver, Belg. have 
+ eompofition 
“Forbere, v. Sax. to abftain 
Forbodenepart. pa. of forbede, v. Sav. forbidden 
Forbrake, pa. 2. broke off ; abrupi, orig. 
Forbrufed, port. pe. Fr. forely bruifed 
Force, m. Fr.no, force; no matter; { do no force, 
; Yeare nots I do no force of your divinitee, I 
~ are not for your divinity ; no force of deth, no 
matter for death; they.yeve no force, they care 
not; de fruit avair ne fait force, orig. 
Forcntte, v. Sav, to cut through 
Fordo, v. Sav. to do away, to ruin 
Fordon, fordo, part..pa. undone 
Fordrive, (fordgjven) part. pa. Sax. driven away 
. Fordronken, part, ps, Sav. very drunken 
Fordry, adj. Sav. very dry 
Fordwined, part. pa. Sax. wafted away 
Fore, (foren) part. pa. of fare, v. Sax. gone 
Fore. prep. Sav. is feldom fed by itfelf; in com- 
.  pofition it bas the power of before. ¢ 
Forein, n. a jakes, Gloff. Ur from Sé.5 the con- 
= text feems rather co require that it fhould fiz- 
nify an outward court or garden 
Foreweting, a. Sav. foreknowledge 
Forewote,forewete,v Sax. to forcknow 
Forfaite, v. ¥r. to mifdo 
Forfare, v. Sax, to fare ill 
Forlered, part. pa. Sax muuch afraid 
Forgifte, 2. Sax. forgivencls 
Forgon, inf. v. Sav: to vmit, to lofe 
Forgrowen, part. pa. Sac, overgrowen 
Forjuged, part, pe. Fr. wrongfully judged 
Forkerve, v. Sax. to carve or cut through 
Forlaft, pert. pa. Sax. lefe off entirely 
Forlefe, o. Sax. to lofe entirely 
Forlete, v. Say. to give over, to qait 
Forlore, (forloren) part. pa. Sac. utterly Tot 
Forloyne, 7. Fr. forlonge, a term of the chafe, 
which fignifies thatthe game is far off, Du. 386 
Forme, adj. Sax. firfte, Adam our forme father 
Formett, adj. fup. firkt, Du. 89° 
Fornfell, A. F. 371, is put for the female of any 
Tow), more frequently for a female eagle 





smiles powers in| 


. 








&ELOSSARY. 3 


Forpined, part, pe. Sax. wafted a way, torment- 
ed 


Forfuke, v. Sav. to deny - 

Forfhapen, part. pa. Sar. transformed 

Folfhronke, (forthionken) part. pa. Sax. shrunk up 

Forfleuthe, forflouthe, forflugge, w. Sax. to lofe 
through floth 

Forfongen, part. pa. Sax. tired with finging 

Forifter, n. Fr. a forefter 

Foreftraught, part, pa. Sax diftrated 

Forthby, adv. Sav. forward by 

Forther, v. Sav. to further, to advance 

Forthinke, v. Sav. to grieve, to vex 

Forthought, pa. #. of forthinke 

Forthren, inf. . of forther 

Forthy. conj. Sax. therefore 

Fortroden, part: pa. of fortread, v. Sax. troden 
vown 

Fortuit, adj. Fr. aécidental 

Forrune, v. Fr. to make fortunate, to give good or 
bad fortune od 

Portunous, adj. proceding from fortune 

Forwaked, part. pa. Sax. having waked long 

Forwandred, part. pa. Sax. having wandred 

< long e. 

Forwelked, part. pa. Sar. much wrinklee 

Forwept, part. pa. Sax. having much wept 

Forwered, part. pa. Sav. worn out 

Forewerie, adj. Sax. very weary 

Forword, (foreword) #. Sav. a promife er cove. 
nant 

Forwounded, part. pa. Sax. much wounded 

Forwrapped, part. pa. wrapped up 

Foryelde, v. Sux. to repay 

Foryete, v. Sax. to forget 

Foryetten, part. pa. 

Fofter, », Fr. as fotter 

Foltred, part. pa. of foter, ». Sax. dourithed 

Foftring, #. nutriment . 

Fote-hot, immediately 

Fote-mantel, means, I fuppofe, a fort of riding-pe- 
ticoar, fuch as is now ufed by market-women 

Fother, 2. Sax. a carriage-loads an indefinite large 
quantity 

Foudre, n. Fr. lightning 

Foule, v. Sax. a bird 

Found, pa. ¢. of find, fupplied 

Founde, v. 2s fonde 

Foundred, pa. t. of founder, a Fr. fell down’ 

Fowertic, nua. Sax. forty 

Foxerie, a. foxifh manners 

Fra, for fro, prep. Sax. from ; it is fometimes ufed 
adverbially, till and fra, to and fro 

Fraine, v. Sux. to afk 

Franknet/ x. pf. Sax. fpote, freckles 

Franchife, 2. Fr. franknefs, generofity 

Frank,a,a denomination of French mney; ane 
fwering at prefent to the five Tearacis 

Frankelein, pr. 2. es 

Fraught, v. Sux. to freight, load a thip 

Fre, cj. Sax. willing, unconftrained, at liberty, li- 
beral, bountiful 

Fredom, 2. Sex. as franchife 

Freekee. n.€r. frailty 

Fregius, fo: Phrygius 

° 





° 





Geffe, v. Sax. to guefs 
' Getk, 2. Sax. a guett 
‘Geftes, n. pl. Lat. ations, advantures 
Geftour, a. a relater of jefts. 
Get, n. Fr. gefte, fathion, behaviour ; with that 
falfe get, with that cheating contrivance 
Gethe, for gocth 
Gie;v. Sax. ta guide 
Gigges, a. pl. incegular founds produced by the 
wind, &c. Gigue, Fr. fignified a mufical inftra- 
ment like 2 fiddle, and from thence 2 fort of 
light tune, UWfenage in v. ft is‘probably a word 
of Teutonic original. See Junius 
Gilbertin, gr. n. an Englith phyfician of the 3th 
. eentury. See Palbricias,’ Bibl. Med. Zt. in v. 
Gilbertus de Aguila 
Gilt, part. pa. Sax, gilded, of the colour of gold 
2Gilt, a. Sax, guilt 
‘Gilonr, a. Fr. a deceiver 
@ilte-les, adj. Sax. free from guilt 
Giltif, adj, Sax. guilty, Cor’. Am. 62, b. 
Gir, ». br. engine, contrivance 
Gingiber, ». Fr. ginger 
Ginne, v. Sax, to begin 
+Gipcierogn. Fr. a pouch or purfe 
wipe, a. Fr. an upper frock orvcaffock 
,Gipon, a. Fra thort caffock 
ide; @. Sax, to firike, to {mite ; this word is per- 
haps the original of gride in Spenfer. See Obf. 
on Spenf. v. ii. p. 62 
Girdelitede, n. Sax, the wait, the place of the gir- 
dle 
Girles,.». ph. Sax. young perfons either male or fe- 
male 
Girt, farts pa. of girde; thurgh girt, {mitten 
oy Gilme, n Fria battleax. S 
“ forma 
Gife, ». Fr. guife, fafhion ; at his owen gife, in his 
* own manner, as he would with 
Gite, n. Fro a gown 
Giterne, ». Fr. a’ *puitar * 
“Giterning, ri. playing on-a giterne 
- Glade, v, Sax. to make glad 
Glader, n. ene that maketh glad 
Gladform, adj. Sax. pleafant 
Glafe, for glofe 
Glafe, v. Sax. to put glafs into windows, Du. 323 
Glafinge, 2, glafswork, Du. 327 
Gle, a. Sax. mirth, mufic ; gles, of. mufical inftru- 
ments 
Glede, 1, Sax. a burning coal ; gledes, ph {parks of 
fire 
Gtleire, n. Fr. the white of an egg 
Glent. pa. t. glanced 
Gleve, n. Fr. glaive, a lance 
Glimfing, ». glimmering 
Gliteren, par. #, pl. of gliter, v. Sex. 


ce Du Cange.in Gi- 


* Glede, pa. t, of glide,v. Sax. the glode forth as an 


adder doth, Caxf. Am. 105 
Glombe, v. Szx. to look gloomy . 
Glofe, a, Fr. a compnent or interpretation 
Glofe, v. to comment or énterpret, to {peak ten- 
derly, to flatter 
Gloton, 7. Hr. a glutton 


GLOSSARY. 
: Gloweden, ga. £. pl of glow, v. Sax. 


Gnarre, 2. a hard knot ina tree 

Gaat, « Say. is put for any li:tle worthiels thing 

Guiding, part pr: Sac. rubbing 

Gooffe; . an old cuff,-a mifer, Gloff. Ur. | know 
not upon what authoricy 

Gnowe, pa. ¢. of gnawe, v. Sax. 

Go, v. Sax. means fometimes to walk, in contra~ 
diftingtion to riding cient ee 

Go, (gon) part” ta. 

Gobbet, n. Ir. a morfel, a bit 

God, x. Sax God toforne, God going before; Deo 
favente, Goddes armes two ; Goddes bones, vul- 
gar oaths, A’ Goddes half. See Halfe 

Gode, good; n. Sax. wealth, goods 

Gode-les, adj. without money or goods 

Godelyhede, n. Sax. goodnefs * 

Godenefs, 7. Sav. at godenefs, at advantage; and 
fo we fhould read where the editt. have at gode 
mes, the orig. has en bon point 

Godlib, n. Sav. a goffip, a godfather 

Gofith, adj. foolith, from the Mr. goffe, dull Rupid 

Gold, «. a flower commonly called a turnfol» 
Gower fays that Leucothea was changed 








Into a floure was named goldc, 
Whiche ftont governed of the fonue. 
Conf. Am, 525, by 


Gold-hewen, adj. Sux. of a golden hue or colour 
Goldfmithrie, 2. Sax. goldfmiths work 
Golet, a. Fr. the throat or guilet . 


Goliardeis, Fr. This jovial fe& feems to have been 


fo calied from Golias, the real or difumed name 
of aman of wit coward the end of the rath 
century. He wrote the Apocalypfs Golie, and 
other pieces, in burlefque Latin rhymes, fome 
of which have been falfely attributed to Walter 
Map. See Tanner's Bibl. Brit: in v. Goliardes, 
In feveral authors of the ‘ath century, quoted 
by Du Cange, the Goltardi are clafled with the 
juculares et buffunes 

Gomme, 2. Fr. gum 

Gon, inf. m. Sax, to go; fo mote I gon, fo may f 
fare well; fo mote [ ride or go, fo may I fure 
well riding or walking, i. ¢. in all my procecd- 
ings. See Go.—Gon, par. t. pl. part. pa. gone, 

Gonfanon, x. Fr. a banner or itandard 

Gong, a. Sav. a littlehoufe, a jakes 

Gonne, 7.2 gun 

Gonnen, gonne, fa. t. pi. of ginne 

Gore, n. It has been fuggefted to me by a lezrned 
perfon, whom | have not the honour to know, 
that gore is a common name for a flip of cloth 
or lintn, which is inferted in order to widen a 
garment in any particular place. Gere of a 
cloth, lacinia, Prompt. Paro, See alfo the glof- 
fary to Kennet’s Paroch. Anti. in v. Gore. This 
fenfe will fuit very well wjth the context, un- 
lefs we fuppofe that gore is there put for fhirt, 
becaufe fhirts have ufually gores in them; the 
expreflion would certainly be very aukward, and 
unlike Chaucer’s general mannes, but in this 
place (Phe Rime of Sire Thopas) he may be 


GLOSSARY. 


fuppofed to have taken it purpofely from one 
of thofe old romances which are the objects of 
__ his ridicule. 
Gofe, for goes, goeth — 
‘Gofpellere, a. Sux. evangelift : 
Goffomer, 2. a thin cobweb-like fubftance which 
. flies about in the air 7 
Goft, n, Sax. fpirit, mind 
Goth, imp. d. perf. pl. ga ye 
Governaiile, n. Fr. government, fieerage 
Goune-cloth, cloth enough to wake a pown 
Gourd, x. a veffel to carry liquor, perhaps fo call- 
ed frem its thape 
Gower, pr. x. an emihent Englith poet, to whom 
Chaucer directs his Troilus and Crefeide 
Grace, , Fr. favour; fory grace, harde grace, 
"misfortune 


So full of forowe am I, fothe to fayne, 
‘That certainly no more hard grace 
' May fit on me, for why ? there is no fpace. 


Bo Hercules, ap. Eurip. Hg. 
: on 
Tipew nex 3n, x'uxte? seD dwntidite 


The criticifm of Longintis, fect. xt. is perhaps 
equally applicable to both , paflages.—-With 
harde grace, is tu be underftood as fpoken in a 
arcnthefis of the cherl, misfortune attend him! 
ec With. Save your grace, with your favour, 
fauyre votre grace 

Gracious, adj, Fr, agreeable, graceful 

Grame, #. Sax. gricf, anger ; felie it to gode or 
grame 

Grammese, 2. Fr. grammar 

Grand mercie, Fr. yreat thanks 

Grane, #. Fr, a grain, a lingle feed 

Grange, n. Fr.a farm-houfe 

Grapincl, 2. Fr. a grappling-iron . 

Gratche, is perhaps the fame with graithe, if not 
miftaken bor it. Gloff. Ur. See Greithe. The 
orig. ha:-—f"aourne comme beguyne, 

Graunfon, pr. 2. 

Grave, v. Sax. to carve, to engrave 

Grave, (yraven) part. pa. buried 

Gre, n. Fr. plealure, fatistaction, from gratus, 
Lat. to receive in gre, to take kindly ; the gre, 
the prize—From gradus, Lat, it fignifies a tkep 
or degree 

Grede, n. Sex.a greedy perfor’ 

Grede, v. barb. Lat. to ery . 

Grein, a. Fr. grein de Parit, de Patadis, orig. 
grains of Paradife, a fort of Spice ; grain of 
Percingale, a iort of {carlet dye called kermes 
or vermilion 

* Greithe, v. Szx, to prepare, take teady 

Grenehed, n. Sax. childifhnets a 

Grefe, n. Fr. greafe 3 

Grete, for grede 

Grette, pa. of grete, v. Sax. greeted, faluted 

* Greves, n. pl. Sax. groves 

Grille, adj. F® horrible, grymm, gry}, and hor- 
tyble; dorridus, Prompt. Parv. 

Grint, for grindeth 

rinte, pa, t. of grind, v, Sex. ptound ; grint with 
his tecth, gnafhed with his terth 

Grinting, a. grinding, gnahing 

“Vol. L 





889 

Gris, x. Fr. a fpecies of fur 

Grifly, adj. Sux. dreadful 

Groche, v. Sux. to grutch, te murmur 

Groff, adj. Sax, flat on the ground 

Groine, 2. Fr. the fnowt of a f{wine, a hanging lip 

Groine, o. to hang the lip in difcontent 

Grone, v. Fr. to groan, to grunt 

Gront, pa. t. groaned 

Grope, v. Sax. to fearch, to examine by feeling 

Grot, x. a coin worth fourperce 

Grounden, part. pa. of grind 

Groyning, 2. dilcontent. See Groine 

Guerdon, #, Fr. reward, recompenfe 

Guerdon, v. to reward 

Guerdonles, adj. without reward 

Guido, pr. nm. do de Columpnis, Guido dalle 
Colonne, of Meffina in Sicily, a lawyer aud a 
poct, died about 1290. Quaurio, vol. li. p. 169, 
His hittory of the Trojan war, to which our 
Author refers, was written in Latin, and §- 
mihed in 1287. J have there intimated my 
fafpicion that he tranflated it, for the moft 
part, from a French romance ef Benoit de 
Sainte More. However that may have’ heen, 
Guido’s work is certainly the original iron 
which the later writers of the middle ages 
have generally taken their account- of ‘Trojan 
affaics. It was tranflated into lralian in 1324 
hy Filippo Ccff, a Florentine, | Qusdrio, vole 
vip. 475.) A French tranflation us alfo exe 
tant, in which it is faid to be “ tranflatée, en 
“ Frangois, premierement du conamandement 
“© du Maire de la cité de Beauvais, cn nun ct 
“ en honneur de Karles le Roy de France, ) an 
mil. écc. quatre vingiz,"” (mf. Reg. 16 F.ix.} 
‘This is probably the French tranflation men- 
tioned by Lydgate in the Prologue to his Boke 
of Troye, which isa mere paraphrafe in verte 
of Guido’s hiftory, with fome digrefions and 
additions of his own. Lydgate’ work was fi- 
nifhed (as he telis us himfelf at the end) ia 
1420. 











i. 





Hahergeon, n. Fr. a diminitive of hauberg, a coat 
of mail : 

Habilicee, ». Fr. ability 

Habitacles, #. pf. Fr. places of habitation. 

Habite, v. Fr. to dwell 

Habundant, part. pr. Fre abundant 

Hackenaic, »: Fr. an ambling harfe or pad 

Hacking, a. Fr. cutting in pieces 

Uadden, pa, f. pl. of have 

Hal, pa. ¢. of heve, v. Sax. heaved, raifed 

Haie, hay, a. Fr. a hedge 

Haile, x. Sux. health, welfare 

Hailes, pr. n. of an abbey in Gloucefterfhira 

Haire, 2. Fr. a haircloth 

Hokeney, ». Fr.as hackenate 

Hakcton, a. Fr. a fhort caffock without fleeves 

Halden, for holden, pari. pa, of hold 

Halfe, 2. Sax. a fide, apart; a’ Goddes half, Du. 
379, on God’s part, with God's favour ; a’ this 
haite God, on this fide of God; four halves, 
four fides 

Hali, gr. nan Arabian phyfician, Fabric. Bible 
Grete kill. FZ. | : 

Xe 








& 

Hialke, ». Sax. a corner 
Halpe, fa; t. of help, v. Sea. 
Hale, a. Sex. the-neck 
Halfe, v. Sax. to kifs round the neck——to con- 


jure 

Hk pa. t: of hold, v. Sax. held or kept 

Halt, for Holt, i. holdeth, Du, 621. 

Hike, v. Fr. to go lamely, Du. 622. 

Hame, for home, #, Sax, 

Hamele, v. Sox. te hamftring, to cut off 

Hamers, x. pi. Sox. hammers, Du. 1164. 

‘Han, inf. m. of have, v. Sax. » 

Hanfelines, appears from the context to mean a 
fort of breeches . 

Happe, 2. Sax. chance 

Happe, v. to happen 

"Hard, adj. Sox. hard; harde grace, misfortune. 
See Grace. Ik is ufed adverbially 

Perde, a. Sax. to make hard ts 

Hardely, (hardily) edu. Fr. boldly, adv. Sax. cer- 
tainly 

Harding, n. Sax. hardening 
latig, v. Fr. to hurry ; to harie and drawe 

‘Haried, part. pa. hurried; ids feraient bariex en 

rand manere, Froiffart, v. i. c. 225. 

Horlot, 2. was anciently applied to men as well as 
wonten * 

Wavlotries, 2. p7. ribaldries 

Harneis, x, Fr. armour, furniture 

Harneife, v. Fr. to drefs 

Harow, inter}. 

Harpour, ». Fr.aharpour, 1n the act of refump- 
tion, 23 H. VI. there is a provifo in favour of 
John ‘Vurges, harpour with the queen, for the 
reverfion of an annuity of 10 marks, after the 
death of William Langton minftrel 

Harwed, p. t-of harwe, v. Sax. harraifed, fubdued 

Wafardour, n. Fr. a player at hazard, a gamefter 

Hoafardrie, «1. Fr. gaming in general 

“F¥afelwode. All the paflages in which this ward 
eccots, plainly allude to the fame proverbial 
faying, which appears to have been wfed in 
fcorn or derifion of any improbable hope or ex- 
‘peGation ; why ¢ was fo ufed is beyond my 
Yeach to difcover’: it may be proper, however, 
to.mention that in T. iti. 892, mf Hurl. 3943, 
reade—H&felwode is fhakens~and that the pai- 
fage, T. v. 1174, is an imitation of the follow- 
ing in the Filoftrato, 





Ma Pandero feco tacitamente 
Ride di cio che Troylo dicea—+ 
Chel fi fulfe fembiante facea 

Di crederlo, ¢ dicia, di mungibelo 


Afpeiia il vento guefto tapinzilo, 


Hattif, adj. Fr. hafty 

Heftifly, adv. haftily 

‘Hate, v. Sax.to be named 

Flauberk, ». Fra coat of mail 

Haunce, v. Fr. to rdife, to enhance 

Haunt, a. Fr. cuitem, practice 

Haunte, w. Fr. to practife 

‘Haunteden, pa. ¢. pi. practifed, frequented 

Hautein, adj, Fr. haughty, loud, a hgautein faucon, 
a highflying hawk, feulcon haultain, Fr. 

Haven, inf. m, of have, v. Sa2.;-it is more coz- 
monly abbreviated into han 


» 


GLOSSARY. 


Havoir, for avoir, 2. Fr. westth 
Hawe, ». Sax, a hawthorn berry, a farmyard——a 
churchyard - 
He, prox. Sax. is often prefixed in all its cafes to 
proper names emphatically, according to the 
axon ufage ; he Mofes, he Tityus. He is al- 
fo frequently ufed for it in all cafes 
Hed, n, Sux. head; on his hed, on pain of lofing 
his head 
Hedde, for hidde, (hidden) 
Hegges, x. pl. Sax. hedges 
Heilugge, carruca, a little bird which is fuppofed 
to hatch the cukoo’s egg, and to be deftroyed 
by the young cukoos, Sp. 
Hele, v. Sex. helan, to hide 
Hele, v. Sax. hzlan, to heal; to help 
Hele, 2. Sax. health 
Helcles, adj. helplefs 
Helife, pr. 2. Elyfium 7 
Helmed, part, pu. Fr. armed with an helmet 
Helowis, gr. x. Eloila the miftrefs of Abelard— 
See afummary of their hiftory in Rom. de la 
Roe 
Alem, obl. c. pl. of he, them. See Him 
Hemfelf, hemfelve, hemfelven. Sec Self 
Hinchmen, a. pé, pages. See a note on the Mid- 
fummer Night’s Dream of Shakefpeare, act. ii. 
fe. 2. laft edit. 
Hende, hendy, adj. Sax. civil, courteous 
Henen, henne, hennes, hens, adv. Sax, hence 
Heng, ge. #. and part. of hang 
Hennesforth, adv. Sax. henceforth 
Hente, v. Sax. to take hold ef, to catch 
Hent, pa: ¢. & part. . 
Hepe, a, Sux.a heap; to hepe; together, in a 
hear—the fruit of the dogrofe . 
Heraud, m. Fr. a herald 
Herbergaze, x. Fr. lodging 
Herbergeours, a. pl. Fr. providers of lodgings, 
harbingers 
Herberwe, #. Sox. an inn, a lodgingthe place of 
the fun it rather means, 1 think, a harbour— 
herber, an arbour 
Herberwe, ». Sax. to lodge 
Herd, hierde, n. Sax. a keeper—herdegromes, 
fhepherd-hoys 
Herdes, . pf, coarfe flax; herde, fibra ini, Kilian 


That not of hempe ne heerdis was. 





So this is written in mf. Hunter ; the orig. 
has onl: ne fut de bourras 

Here, for hite, pron. 

Here, adv. Sex. in this place 

Here. in compofition, fignifics this, without in- 
cluding any idea of place ; hereagaines, againft 
this ; herebeforn, before this 

Here, v, Sax. to hear—Herd, herde, pa. t. & part, 
Herden, ga. t. pl, 

Here, 2. Szx, hair 

Heren, adj, made of hair 

Herking, gart. pr. of herke, v. Sax. hearkening 

Hermes, pr. 2, a chymical treatifeinder his name 
isextant in the Theat, Chemic. t. iv. See Fubr. 
Bibl. Gr. 1, 1. ¢. 10. Hermes Ballenus, whether 
a different perfon from him juft mentioned, 
cannot tell = 

Herne, a. S2x.@ corner 











GLOSSARY, Ox 
Hire, pron. poff. Sax. ber : , 
-Hirefelf, hirefelve, hirefelven. See Self 

His, pron. Poff. Sax, theirs 

Hiftorial, a4. Fr. hiftorical 

Ho, inter. 5 commanding a ceffation of any 


Heronere, ». Fr. a hawk made to fly only at the 
heron 

Herdofewes, x. pl. Fr. young herons 

Herté, for hare, « Sux, Du. 883, x 

Flarte, a. Sux. heare; herteblood, heart’s bloed ; 
herte-fpone 

Herteles, adj. without courage 

Hertly, adj. hearty 

Hery, v. Sax. to praife 

Herying, a. praife 

Hefte, », Sux. command—promife 

Het, hette, pa. #. of hete, v. Sux. heated 

Hete, v. Sux. to promifz, to be called, Du. 260 
See Highte 

Hethenefi:, 2, Sax, country of heathens 

Hething, 2. $zx. contempt, all is thy hething fal- 
len upon thee 

Heve, v. Sus, to heave, to raifeeev. newt. to la- 
bour * 

Heved, a. Sax, head ; every virtue in my heved; 
fo I apprehend this line thould be read, inftead Homlinefte, 2, Sex. domeftic management, .fimie 
of in me heved larity : 


Heven-quene, ». Sax, the queen of heaven, the onde. n. Sax. a hand; an honde-Gredes si 
















Hochepot, a. Fr..& mixture of varius things fax 





Hokerly, adv. frowardly 

Hold, 2. Sex. a fort or calle = wid. 

Hold, v. Sax. to keep ; to hold te honde, to keep’ 
in fufpenfs ; to amufe in order to deceive 

Hold, holden, part. pa. obliged =e 

Hole, hol, adj. Sex. entire, whole, found 

Holly, adv. entirely, wholly 

Holour, », Sax. a whoremonger 

Holt, 2. Sax. a grove or forelt 

Holt, for holdeth | 

Homily, adj. Sax. domeftic—plain, fimple 








Virgin Mary } hand’s breadth; withouten honde, wither 
Hew of Lincoln, [rim 3 -] __ing pulled by any hand—Honden, pf, 
Hewe, o Jax. C0 cut, meut. he that heweth to | Honeft, aq. Fr. means generally, -aécordin, 

hie, with chippes he may teie his fight; fo in | “hs French ufage, creditable, honourable, he: 























the Conf. An, coming a perfon of rank — i 
Full ofte he heweth up fo hye, fonefister, onefice, a. Fr. virtue, decency—good 
That chyppes fallen in his eye, Hong, v. Sax. to hang 

Hont, 2. Sax, Du. 385, as hunt 
Hewe, ». Sax, colour, appearance Hony-fwete, adj. Sax. fwect as honey 
*Hewed, Zere. pa. coloured Hope, v. Sax. to expect ee 
Hext, adj. figerl. Sax. highett: hegh, hegheft Hoppefteres, n. pl. Sax. dancers <p 
heghft, hext. In the fame manner nextis forme Hord, n, Sax. treafurema private place ft for thst 
ed from negh keeping of treafure 
Fidous, aj. Fr. dreadful Hore, hoor, adj. Sax, hoary, gray 
Hidoully, adv, tervibly Horowe, adj. Sax. foul’ “~~ 
Hix, v. Sux soe os Horriblete, n. Fr. horriblenefs 
Mie, m. hufte, diltgence ; in or on hie, in hatte Hors, n. p!. Sax. horfes 
bt highe, ag. Sez. high sich “See Heed Horfe, adj. Sax, hoarfe, Du. 347. 
terdeile,y a, Sax. a [3 eres, ie rae is ree 
Highen is perhaps mifwritten for highe __ | Horlyy ag is applied to a horfeg as manly is to _ 
Hight, r. Sax. heighth, on hight feems to fignify Hofpitalers, ». pl. Lat, religions perfons of both 
swutoud, ina high voice; en haut, Fr. fexes who attended the fick in hofpitalsn 
Highte, ©. Sux, called . Fi knights Hofpitalers of different orders, See. 
Hin, off. ¢. of he, is often ufed alone in that reci- Dis Cinge icv. Hofpitalarius ie 





procal fenfe, which is yeneraliy exprethed by 
the addition of the adj. feif; than hath he don Le ate ae sole 
his frend ne him no thama, i.e. nor himfelf ; | Hotelere, ». Fr. an. rs 
as be him fad’; anv clad him an bare him. | HGeirie, » Fr. an ina or lodging-houfe 
Te is alfo fr. quently put without the ufual pre- Hore mies ae 9 

ofizon ; hint to ercre thames to great fhame OLE, adj. Vax. 
te hin; fae falleth hins to fete, the falleth at | Hote, hotens pare pe of hete, called 
the fecr of him; the {wore him, the fwore to | Hove, v. Sax. to Oe ao fk ny 

im : hem and hire are ufed in the fame manner | Houn4-fm, a. Sux. the dog-fith baa i 
Hinwfelf, himfelve, himfelven. See Szlf- * Houne, 2. for hound, thus faid eae ae 
Titndercf, fuperd. d. of hind, adv, Sax. hindmoft Rouse, ia hare and hound, all forts of peo- 
Hine, » Sux. a furvant in hufbandry, a hind ple 
Hine, ». Hel, Fi. 35, fhould probably be hiene : Houned, pa.t. Fr, hooped or hollawed. ; 

aa was ufed to cure a certain | Houfel, #. Sax, the eucharift 
ye, Plin, N.H. 1. xxix. c. 28, | Houfel, 2. to adminifter the facrament—to ben . 
Hippocras, pr. x. Hippocrates Z houfeled, to receive the facrament + 
Hit, pron, po Sax. their Howve, a. Sax.a cap or hood , 
Hiresedl. ¢. of the, pron. Sax. is often put for her- ere 7 oats boy nodes 
" id wist fuai fim 2 alitre irk. fa. Sax. 
ee without the ufual prepofiaon, See Humbl:-hede. eee humble fate 
ce 4 Kiij 


























652 
Hambleffe, #. Fr. humility 
Humbling, 2.-a humming + bommelen bombilari, 
bombum edeve, Kilian; hence our humble-bee 
. Hunt, «. Sax. a hortfman 
Hurtle, v. Fr. to pufh 
‘Hufbandrie, x. Sax. thrift, economical manage- 
Dl gment 
““Wufbond-man, n. Sax. the mafter of the family 
Hutt, adj. Sax. Plent, whit 
~"Biylde, v. Sax. to pour ; 
Hylled, pert. pa. Sax. hidden. See Hele 


“oLoss 


1 


J, at the beginning of a word, in the common 
.. edit. and even the mf, of Ohaucer, is often uled 
“go exprefs a corruption of the Saxon prepofi- 
+ tive particle Ge, which in this edit. of The 
> ‘Canterbury ‘Tales, is always expreffed by ys 
‘all fuch words therefore occurring in the Works 
‘af Chaucer not contained in this edition, fhould 
he Jooked for either under y or under their {¢; 
cond letters 
| Jacobi pr. n. a gray frier 
Jatke Straw, pr. a. the noifemade by the folléw- 
ers of this rebel, to which our Author alludes, 
* he had probably heard himfelf; it is called by 
- ‘Walfingham, p. 251; ‘¢ Clamor horrendiffimus, 
“non fimilis clamoribus ques edere folent ho- 
“mines, fed qui ultra omnem zftimationem 
* “ fuperaret omnes clamores humanos, et maxi- 
“me poffet affimulari ululatibus infernaliom 
“incolarum.” Many Flemings (Flandrenfes) 
wore beheaded by the rebels cum clazvure confue- 
to, Walfingham, ibid. 
ambeaux, n. pl. Fr. boots, armour for the legs 
lane, 2. acoin of (Farua) Genoa; it is put for 
any fmall coin 
angle, v. Fr. to prate, to talk much or faft 
‘angie, ». prate, babble 
Jangler, janglgur, a. prater 
“"fanglereffe, n.'a female prater 
Jape, a. Sax. a trick, @ jet 
ape, v. to jeft—to cheat, to laugh at 
laper, a. 8 common jefter or buflvon 
Japeric, ». buffoonery 
‘Jape-worthy, og ridiculous 
Ich, iche, pron. Sax. J. fo the ich, fo the iche, fo 
may I profper 
Adel, adj. Sex, idle, fruitlefs; in idel, in vain 
Fdolaftre, n. Fr. an idelater 
eopard, v. to hazard, to put in danger 
eopardie, », danger 
Jeoperdife, Du. 666. 
Jeremie, pr. n. Joremiah 
Jerome, fr. Our Author has made much ufe 
of a treatife of St. Jerome contra Fovinianum 
Jeftes, v. pl. as geftes 
pier 7. Fr.a diftriG inhabited by Jews 
ewife, 2. judgment, puniihment; it may have 
Leen form:d by corruption either of the Lat. 
judicium or the Fr juice 
Thy from. Sax. L. wSee Teh 
Tlion, gr ae thé citadel of Troy 
Uke, acy Sax. fame 
Imaginaui, ad. Fr. fufpicious 
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Imped, part. pa. Sax. planted 

Impes, #. pl. Sax. fhoots of trees 

Impetren, pr. t. pi. Fr. obtain by prayer 

Tmportable, adj. Fr. intolerable—impoflible 

Importune, adj. Fr. troublefome 

Impoffible, adj Fr. ufed at a fubftantive 

In, prep Sax. upon, in with, within 

Incombrous, adj. Fr. cumberfome 

lncouftance, #. Fr. inconftancy 

Inde, adj. Fr. azure-coloured 

Indigne, adj. Fr. unworthy 

Ineched, part. pa. Sax. inferted 

Inequal, adj. Fr. unequal 

Infostunat, adj. Lat, unfortunate 

Infortune,.#. Fr. misfortune 

Ingot, a. a mould for calling ingots 

Inhabit, part. pa. Fr. inhabited 

Inhilde, v. Sax. to pour in. Sce Hylde 

Injure, n. Fr. injury rf 

Inly, adv. Sax. inwardly, deeply, thoroughly 

Inne, prep. Sax. in 

Inne, in, n. Sux. a houfe, habitation, lodging 

Inned, part. pa. Sax. lodged 5 

Innerette, adj. fup. Sax. inmoft 

Innocent, adj. Fr. ignorant 

Infeled, part, pa. Fr. attefted under {fl 

Infet, part. pa. Sax. implanted 

Interminable, adj. Fr. infinite 

Tawitte, ». Sax. underftanding 

Jace. or 4.08 Joffe—Sancus Judocus was a faint 

of Ponthieu. /’ocab. Hagiol pretized to Me~ 
nage, Etymol. Fr. 

Joconde, adj: Fr. joyous, pleafant 
ogelour, #. Fr. a juggler 
oinant, part, pr. Fr. joining 
oine, v. Fr. to enjoin 

Jolie Robin, the name of a dance, de la danfe'le 

Beau Rebin, orig. 
fon adj. Fr. jolly, joyful 


jombre, v. to jumble 
onglerie, n. fhould rather be janglerie, idle talk. 
See Jangle 
Jolla, interj. feems to be partly formed from the 
Fr, ea, come hither . 
Jovis, pr. #. Jupiter 
Journee, ». Fr. a day’s journey, a day’s work 
Jouttes, 2. pl. Fr. juts 
Joweles, n. pl. Fr. jewels 
Joye, v. Fr. to enjoy 
Ipocras, # Fr. wine mixed with {pices and other 
ingredients, fu named, becaufe it is itrained 
through a woollen cloth called the fleewe of Hip- 
pocrates, See Claire 
Ire, n. Fr. anger 
Irous, adj. paflionate i 
Maude, pr. ». Sce Belle Ifande—She is called 
Yjewt by Bernard da Ventador, mf. Crufts," 
fol. 7; 


‘Tant trag pena d’amors 

Qane Trifien Pamacor 

Non fofret maior colog, 

Per Yfeut La blondes 
And fo in Falliaux, ce. teh. p 
blende. Petrarch calis her J/etta, * 
Amore iii. 82, A late French writer, in wha | 
Ee hes bees pleefid to kyle Wifeire Mteraire 2 7 





. 


GLOSSARY. 


Froubadours, [t. ii. p. 323,] having quoted a 
paffage celebrating the love of Triftan'a ifault, 
adds ‘very coolly—C'd? une allufon a quelque 
Rowan ; which is juft as if a commentator ‘up- 
on Ovid theuld fay of the epiftle from Paris to 
Helen, that it alludes to fome Greek & aa 

Tt, pron. 3d perf. newt. gend, Sax. is wfed inftead of 
he and fhe 

Traille, pr. a, Italy 

Jubultare, pr. x. Gibraltar 

Jubbes x. a veffel for holding ale or wine 

Judicum, the book of Judges ; fo Metsmorpbo/eas 
is put for the Mecamorphofis of Ovid, and 
Eneido; for the AEncis of Virgil 

Juge, x. Fra judge 

Juil, pr. m. the month of July 

julian, pron, 

‘Jupardie, 2. as jeopardie 

Jupartie, x, By. jeopardy 

Juttice, m. By. a judge 

Juftinian, pron. The law referred to isin the 
Code, L xi. tit. 25, De medicantibus vatidis 

>-Juvenal, pr. n. the Roman facirit 








K. 
Kalender, n, Lat. a calendar, a guide or dire@or 
Kalendes, a. pl, Lut, the first day of the month, 
the beginning of any thing 
Kaynard, a. a term of reproach 
Kele, . Sax.too cool 
Kembed, kemped, part, pa. Six. combed 
Kemeha, a. Sux.a tub 
weKenelm, Ar. n. See his life im all the edit. of the 
Englith Golden Legend 
Kepe, 2. Sux. care, attention 
Kepe, v. to take care 
Kerchef, ». a corruption of coverchicE 
Kernels, 2. pd, Fr, battlements 
Kers, n, Sux, watercreffes; of paramours ne raught 
~he not a kers, he cared not a ruth for love : 
creffe is ufed in the fame fenfe 
Kerver, 2. Sax. a carver 
Kefle, v. Sax. to hifs 
kiffsd 
. tii, as cacche 
ere, v. Pr, to cover, it fignifies to cover 
Kicnel, 2, Sux. a little cake 
Kid, kidde, pa. ¢. & part. of kithe, made known, 
difcovered 
Kike, v. Sex. to kick 
Kin, n. Sax, kindred ; by my fader kin, by my fa- 
ther’s kindred 
Kin, adj. of the fame nature 
Kind, a. Sax. nature 
Kindly, adv. naturally 
Kinrede, s. kindred 
Kirtel, a, Sex. a tunick or waifeoat, in? kirtels 
and none other wede ; gui foient en pure cottes, 
origs 
ithe v. Sax. to fhew, to muke known, ne kithe 
hire jaloufie, nor {hew to her any jcaloufy 
Kithed, part. pa. See Kid 
Kitte, p2. ¢, Sax. cuit 
Koakkes, 2. pl. Sux trifling tricks: the word 
seems to have heen formed from the knacking 
or thapping of the fiugers wed by dugglers. Sce 






















S93 . 
Coty. in V. Matafiaer der mains and Niguet wo 
trifling words, p. 215 

Knappe, a. a fhort fleep, a nap 

Kuarry, adj. Sax. full of gnarres or knots 

Knave, a. Sax.a fervant, properly a boy-fervanters 


a knave-child, a male child—his boic kaave, % , 


ce garcon, orig.. 

Knedde, part.pa. of knede, v. Szx. kneaded 

Kneen, knene, 2. pl. Sax. knees 

Knet, part, pa. as knit ey. 

Knight, «. Sax. a fervant, generally a fervant in 
war, a foldier—s dubbed knight LS 

Knighthode, «. valour By 

Knit, pert. pa. S2x. joined, bound-—agreed 

Kuobbes, a. pl. Sax. excrefcencies in the fhape of 
buds or buttons. Sec Knoppe 3 

Knoppe, 2. Sax. a button—1 rofebud 

Knopped, part. pa. buttoned, fultened 

Knotte, 2. Sex. a knot ; in fome initances it is ula ; 
ed in the fenfe of nocwd, Fr. for the chief point 
or head of a matter . 

Kuotteles, ag Sax, without a knot, without any 
thing to ebftru&t or retard the paffage woe 

Knowe, for knee ° 
aowleche, v. Sax. to acknowledge 7 

‘Koowleching, 2, knowledge . 

Konning, x. as conning, cunking % : 

Kyke, v. Sox. to look fteadfattly; kijcken, Teugy 
JSpedare; Kilian 


L. 


Labbe, #.a blab, a great talker 

Labbing, part. pr. blabbing ‘ : 

Laced, part. pa. Fr. tied, bound Y ? 

Lacert, 2, Fr. a flefhy mufele, fo termed from its 
having a sal jie a itard 

Lache, adj. Fr. flaggii 

Lachetera. Fr. taenets, negligence 

Lad, ladde, pa. t, of lede, o. Sax. led, cagried 

Laft, pa. t. & part. of leve, vo. Sax. left 

Laie, 2. Ti. as lay 

Laied, pzrt. pa. of lay, 0 Sax,3 with orfreys laied, 
é.e. trimmed ; fo this word is frequently ued 
by Hollinthed, vol. iii. p.13%7; laid with gold 
Jacemlaid on with red filke and gold lacem 
laid about with filver lace. See Couched 

Laine, inf. v. Sax, to lay 

Lainers, . pl. Fr. fraps or thongs 

Lake, 1». it is dillicult to fay wHat fort of cleth-is 
meant; lacken, By/g. fignifies both linen. and 
woollen cloth, Kilian ; 

Lakke, a. Sax. a fault, a difgraceful ation, wage 

Lakke, w. to find fault, to blame : 

Lamben, x. p/. Sax. lambs 

Langure, v. Fr. to languifh. 

Lapidaice, a treatife on precious ftones fo entitled ; 
prebably a French tranflation of the Latin 
poem of Marbodus De Gzmmis, which is fre- 
quently cited by the name of Lapidarius, Fae 
bric. Bibl. Med. ZEt. in v. Marbodus 

Lappe, #. Sex. a ikirt or lappet of a garment 

Large, adj. Fy. fpaciaus, free, prodigal ; at large, 
at liberty ; til that was prime large, till prime 
was far {pent Sy 

Largely, adv. fully a 

Las, v. fr. a laco—a Snare 

Xx iip 
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Laffe, tas, ad}. comp. Sax. lets 

Latches, a. as lis A 

Latered, part. pa. Sax. delayed 

Lathe, n. abarn; it is ftill ufed in Lincolnthire, 
Sé. In, F. ili, where the edit. have rathe and 

» fathe, the mif. give the true readingewiathe 

Laton, ». Fr. a kind of mixed metal of the colour 
of brafs 

yuaude, ». Lat. praife 

Landes, the fervige performed in the foarth or 
daft watch of the night; “ dicuntur autem Jau- 
“des, quod illud officium laudem pracipue 


“ fonat divinam,” &c. Du Cange inv. Laws 2. 


"The fame fervice was often called Matins. 
“Uden inv. Matutini 

Laved, part. pa. Fr. drawn; fpoken of water ta- 
ken out of a well #5 

Lavender, a. Fr. a wafherwoman or laundrefs. 
‘Yn the’ paffage of Dante which is here quoted, 
Envy is called 


La merctrice, che mai dell! 6fpizio 
Di Cesare non corfe gh oechi putti, 
Morte commune, ¢ delle corte vizio. 
Inf. xiii. 64, 


Laverocker, Sax. a lark 

Launceyay, a. a fort of launce « - 

Launcelot du Leke, an eminent knight of the 
Round Table, whole adventures wer: the {ub- 
ject of a romance begun by Chreftien de Troyes, 
‘one of the oldeft of the Fomance poets, and fi- 
nithed by Godefrois de Leigni. See Fauchet, 
Lii. c, 10, 11. ‘They have been repeatedly 
printed in French profe, and make a confider~ 
able part of the compilation: called Mort a’ 
udrthur ? his accomplifhments as a courtier and 
a man of gallantry have been alluded to before. 
Signor Volpi, in his notes upon’ Dante, Juf. v- 
123, has moft utccountably reprtented Lan- 
cilotto a8 inamcrato di Giacvra, moglic det Re 
Marc, f there be any faith in hiftory, Gi- 
nevra was the wife of King Arthur. The fto- 
ty io Dante, which is the occafion of Signor 
Volpi’s note, is a cutious one; it is alluded to 
by Petrarch, Tricnfo d? Amore, i. 82; 


Vedi Ginevra, Wfotta, e ! altre amaati, 
E la coppia d? Arimino.——< + 


Launde, «. Fr. a plain not ploughed 

Lavoures, a. p/. Fr. lavers 

duaureat, at. crowned with Jaurel 

Laureole, 2. Fr. {purge-laured 

Laurer, a. laurel 

Lans, adj. Sax. loofe ; laus, Mand. folutus. This 

. 46 the true original of that termination of -ad- 

jectives fo frequent in our language in Ses or 

Tei. Confactud, de Beverly,mi. Hurl. $60. « Hujus 
4« facrilegii emenda non erat determiinata, ted 
# dicebatur ab Anglis Botalaus, i. ¢. jine enen- 
gd” So Chaucer ules boteles, and other 
words of the fame form, «s dettcles, drinkeles, 
gilteles, &c. 

Lawe, aq}. tor low 

Laxatil, s. Fr.a parging medicine 

Vay, #. Sux. law, religions proteftion 

Lay, x, Fr.a fpecies of pez 

Lay, fat. of lie, or ligge layen, #. 
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Lezar, 2. Fr. a leper 

Leche, 2. Sax.a phyfician ; Ieche-craft, the skill 
of a phyfician 

Leche, v. to heal 

Lecherous, adj. provoking lechery 

Lechour, a. Fr. a lecher 

LeStorne, 2. Lat. a reading -defk 

Leden, 2. Sux. language 

Ledge, v. as alley 

Lees, ». Fra a leush by which dogs are held 

Lees, wey. Sud. falie 3 witheuten lees, Without lye 
ing, Guly 

Lefe, adj. Sax. pleafing, agreeable; al be him 
Jothe or Jefe, though 1t be enpleafing to him 
of pleafing—for lefe ne lothe, for friend por 
cneny fe turned not-for leve ne for lothe. 
It femerimes fignifics pleafed ; Fn'am not dele 
to gabbe, Fam pot pleated to prate, I take no 
pleafure in prating 

Lehal!, adj. lawful 

Lege, sx. to lay 

Legge, w #7, to eale, as alege 

Lue, +. Sax. to lay 

Leifer, a, Fr. kuifure, opportunity 

Leite, n. Sax. iy) i 















3 thondcr-leire, lightning 
+ Leke, a, Sux. a leek; it is put for any thing o¢ 
* very imal velue . 
Lemes, 2. pl. Sox. flames 
Lemman, x. Sux-a lover or gallant, a miftrefs 
Lendes, 2. pl, Suis. the loins 
Lene, adj. Sax. lean 
Lene, v, Sux. to lend, to grant 
Lenger, a/v. comp. Sax. longer 
Lente, pa. 4, of lene 
Lenton, x. Sax, the feafon of Lent - 
Lienvoy, Fr. was a fort ot polticript fent with 
poetical compofitions, and ferving Scher to re~ 
commend them to the attention of fome parti~ 
cular perfon, or to enforce what we call the 
sooral of them. The fix Jaft ftanzas of The 
Cierkes ‘Tale are in many nV. entitled D exsvy, 
de Chaucer cles mariz de notre temps, Sve ilo, 
the ftanzus at the end of ‘The Complaint of the 
Black Knight, and ot Chaucer's Dice 
Leon, a. Lui, a lion 
Leone, adj. belonging to a lion 
Teopart, lepart, 7. Fr. @ leopard 
Leos, n. Gr. people 
Lepende, part. gr. of lepe, v. Sox. leaping 
Lepe, lep, lor lepeth, ad perf jing 
for ieped, 7 
ey prem. a tOWN 10 
2 todcarn, to teach—-Lered, 




















J 
Lere, ierne, v. S: 
pete & part. 

Lire, a. Sax. the ficin 
Lefe, n. Fr. as lees; in luftic fefe, in love's leafh 
Lele, adj. Sax. a8 lees 
Lufe, . Sax. to lets 
Lefeth, 2d perf. pl. imp. m, lofe ye 
Lefing, 2. Sex. a lie, a fallity 
Lefinges, p/. 
Left, Lift, lott, x. Szx. pleafure 

Le, lifke, lnfte, . to pleafe spit is gencrally uo 
imperfonal, in the third periou enty, fer 
it pieafeth or it pleaied; him lufte to rige fo, 
it pleafed him to ride fo ; wel ty drick us lefte, 
it pleafid us well to dri nu deft, if it 
pleaie you; me luk not play, it p th me not 
to ply 



















GLOSSARY, 


> Lethe, adj. Sax. fuperl. d. leat, at the lefte way, at | Liking, part. pr. pleafing 
the leite, at leat | Liking, #. pleafure 
"| Limaile, ». Fr. filings of any metal 
Lime, «, Saw, to {mear as with birdlime 
Limed, ry Caught as with birdlime 
Fr. polifhed as with a fle : 
~ lithicr, 4 bloodhound, Du. 362, 5... 
iwig with birdlime 7 
Limitation, a. Let,'a certain precin allowed to§ 
limitour og 
Limitour, a, a friar 
tain diftri@ * 
Limmes, n. 74. Sax. limbs - 
Linage, ». Fr. family : 
Linde, 2. Sax. the limetree 
Lifle, a, S45. remiffion, abatement’ 
Liffe, 0 nut. Sax. to grow ealy 
Liffed, part. pa, of liffe, v. Sax. eafed, relieved 
Lifte, x. Sce Lette ; 
Lifteneth, imp, m. 34 perf. pi. of liften, v. Sain 
beaten ye e cs iz 
Liftes, n. pl. Fr, lifts, a place enc lofed for. cemy’, 
bats, ae - TSE, 
Litargo, ». Fr. white lead 
ite, adj. Sax, little =~ 
Lith, 2. 81x. a limb. 
Lith, for lieth ; 
ithe, adj. Sas. foft, flexible, Du. 
Lithe, v. Sex, to folten 25s 
Lither, adj. Sax. wicked ; [in the edit. it is lithy,¥ 
Juther and quede. See Qyade 
Litherly, ado. Sax. very ill 
Litling, sox, very little 
Livand, part. pr. Sax livin, : 
Live, m, Sax. life; on live, fp life, alive ; 






















Lette, for fatt : 

Let, 9, Sux. to leave, to omit; ta leave, to per 
mit; fet chy japes be; let the Sompnour be, 
to caufe, te hinder 

Lete, pr. a, the river Lethe 

Letgame, n. Sux. a hinderer of pleafure 

Lette, 2. de hinderance 

Lettawe, gro a. Lithuania 

Letergdpagt Fi 










vs learned 

Lettrure, leeterurs, 2. Fr, literature 

Lettuarie, ». £r. an cledtuary 

Leve, v. for live 

Leve, ». Sux. defire, inclination 

Leve, ag. dear. Sec Lefe 

Leve, v Sax. to believeLeveth, imp. m. 2d per 
#4; leveth me, believeth me; leveth is mif- 
printed, for lefeth 





‘igeifed to Hag w 





He lefethi more than ye may doe. 
So this verfe fhould be written : 
Plus y pert-il que vous ne faidtes, Orig. 


Leve is glfo mifprinted for lene 

Leveles, adj. Sux. without leave 

Leven, a. Sux. lightning 

Lever, comp. d. of lelc, more agreeable; it were 
me lever, | hadde lever, hire hadde lever 

Levefell, x. a lpaly feat, an arbour, Yam by no 
means fatisfied with the explanation here given 
of this word, the interpretation of it in the 
Prompt, Parv. will not help us much; “ Levee 








*¢ cet veforn a windowe or other plage, umbra- “feature, living creature; lives body, living’ 
#6 cada?» Lodemanage, § °° the, Hatute. 3. Geo. T. ¢, ¥ 
Lewed, lewde, adj, Sux. ignorant, unlearned, laf. Lodeitestee * where Ici Dage is ufed “ree 
» 


civious 

Leye, v. Sux. as legge, to lay, to lay a wager 

Leycs, pe. a. Layas in Armenia 

Leyte, a. Sux, flame, See Leite 

Liard, pr. ». belonged originally to a borfe of a 
gray colour 

Liceticiat, 2. Lat. feems to fignify that he was li- 
cenied by the Pope to hear confeffions, &c. in 
all places, independently of the lecal ordinaries 

Liche- s, #. the cuttom of watching with dead 
hadigs 

Lide, pr. a Lydia 

Liepes, a. ph Br. fubje@s 

dicen, pr. t. pl. of lie or ligge 

Lich, part. pa. of lie or hgge, lain 

Lies, n. pl. Fr, Jees of wine, &e. 

Licth is mifprinted for leveth 

Lifly, av. Sox. tik» the life 

Ligeance, , Fr. allegiance 

Ligge, lic, 0. newt. Six. to lie dawn. 

Ligging, part. pr. lying . 

Light, y. Sux. to enlighten—to make light or 
pleafant—v, neut. to defcend, to alight 

Ligne, 2, Fr, lineage, lineal defcent; ligine fhould 
probably be lignee, to rhyme te compagnee 

Ligne alocs, lignunyaloes, a very bitter drug 

Like, liken, ». Sax. to compare 

Like, v, Sux. to pieafe; if you liketh, if it pleaf- 
eth you; it liketh hem, it pleafeth them 

Likerous, adi, Sex. gluttonous, lafcivions 


. peatedly in the fenfe of pilorags 
Lodefmen, m. #7. Sax, plow wn: : i ve 
Lolt, ado. Sex. on toft, on high, Sof 
Loge, a, Fr. 2 lodge, habitation. 
Logged, part. pa, Fr lodged... 
Logging, #. lodging“; 

Loke, o. ax. tq fee, to lok upon. 
Loken, Loke, part. pa..of loke, v. Sux. locked, * 
ine clole, Conf, des. 39,-his one eye au0n wae 

loke f % 
Lolier, 9, a lollard et 
Lollius, gr. ‘x, a writer from whom Chaucer pris. 
feffes to have tranQated his poem, of .Tatitus’é. 
and Crefeide : es : 
Londe, a. Sux. land 
Londenoys, a Londoner, ons born i dLonden. 
Lone, 2, Sax. a loan, any thing lent. -; 
Long, v. Sax. to belong; Jonging for his art, 
longing to his art, te defire a 
Long. See Along <e 
Loos, los, x. Fr. praife; tofes, phe 
Lord, x. Sax.a title of honour given to monks, 
as well as to other perfons of fuperiour rank ; 
lordes is ufed in the fenfe of lordings : 
Tordings, pl. firs, mafters, a diminutive of 
lore ae 











Lordhhip, 7. Sax. fupreme power 
Lore, n. Sax. knowledge, dodtrine, advice tle 
Lorel, », Sax. good-for-nothing fellow., Skin. - 
ner fuppofes it to be derived from the Lat. 
x iii 


656° 
lurco; and in the Promptorium Parvulorum lofcl, 
or fered, ot lurden, is rendered durco; but lurco, 
I apprehend, fignifies only a glutton, which 
falls very fhert of our idea of alorei: and be- 
fides, 1 do not believe that the word was ever 
fofficiently common in Latin to give rife to a 
derivative in Englifh. One of Skinner’s friends 
deduces it with much more probability from 
the Belg. [rather Sax.] loren, lof, perditus 
Lorne, part, pa. of Jefe, v. Sax. toft, undone 
Los, 1) Sax. lofs 7 
Lated, part. pa. Sax. loofed 
Lofed, part, pa. Fr. praifed 
Lefenge,.n. Fr. a quadrilateral figure of equal 
“fides but unequal angles, in which the arms of 
‘Women are ufvally painted ; lofynges feems to 
fignify {mall figures of the fame form in the 
iret-work of a crowh 
Lofengeour, «. Fr. a flatterer 
Aoteby, n. in the orig. compaigne, a private com- 
‘anion or bedfellow ; the concubines of prielts 
are called their lotcbies ; perhaps it may be de- 
rived from the Sax. loute, to lurk 
Loth, adj. Sux. difagreeable, odioas 
Lother, comp. d. more hateful 
Lotheft, fuperd. d. moft unwilling 
- Lothly, adj. loathfome 
Love-dayes, x, p/,a day appointed for the amicable 
fettlement of differences, was called a love-day 
Love-drinke, m. Sux. a drink to excite love 
Love-longing, n. Sax. defire of love 
Lovefome, adj. Sax. lovely 
Lough, pa. t. of laugh, v. Sax. laughed 
Louke,” In Pierce Plough. 20, wrong i¢ called 
a wicked jufke, and J learn from Cotgrave, 
that lutke is a fynonymous word to lowr, lo- 
rel, &c.; fo that pethaps louke may be fill an- 
other term for an idle good-for-nothing fel~ 
low. See Cotg. in v. Luke, Eng. and in wv. 
Loricard, Falourdin, Fr. 
* Loure, v, neut. Six. to look difcontented 
Louring, part. pr. : 
Loute, v. Sax. to bow, to lurk 
Low, ». for law 
Lowlyhede, #. Sux. humility * 
Lutan, pr. 1. the Roman poet 
Luce, #. Let. the fith called a pike 
Lucina, gy. 1, the moon 
Lulled, pa. 2. of lull, v. Sax. invited to fleep 
Lumbardes, a. pi. bankers, remitters of money 
Lunarie, gr. x. of « herb, moonwort 
Lure, n. Fr.a device ufed by faleoners for calling 
their hawks ¥ oes 
Lure, v. Fy. to bring to the lure 
Lustheburghes, bafe coins, probably firft import- 
ed, as Skinner thinks, from Luxembourgh. 
They are mentioned in the State25. E. UL c. 
2. “ La monoie appellé Lucynbourg,” and in 
Pierce’ Plough. fol. 82.b. + : 


As in Luthborgh is a luther alay, yet loketh 
like Sterling. : 


Loft, 1, See Left 

Luke, o, See Lefte 

Luftyhede, 2, Sux. pPeafure, mirth 

Lusurie, ». Frlechery  - 

Lyvian, pr.n. a learned correfpondent, to whom I 
‘em obliged for other ufef ul hints, has fuggefted 










GLOSSARY. 


tome that Fabricin~, upon the authority of Ghi- 
~ ini, has placed rhe death of Joannes Lignanus 
in 3383, Bibl. Med. Zr. inv. ‘This furmfhes 
an additional reafon for believing that ‘The 
Canterbury Tales were compofed, or at lealt 
collected into a body, after that period 








M. 


Mace, #. Fr. a club rue, 
Machabe, pr. n. the books of the Maccabees 
Macrobes, pr. x. Microbius, Du. 284; the auther 
of the commentary on the Sommum ,Scipionis 
of Cicero 
Madde, v. Sex.to be mad 
Madrian. {have found that the French have a 
faint called Materne—but Mr. Srecvens, with 
tauch more probability, fuppofes that the pre- 
cious body by which the Hott {wears was that 
of St. Mathnrin, See his ftory in The Golden 
Legende, edit. 1527, by Winkin de Worde, 
1gt, b.: Than toke they rhe precious body, 
“and enoyntedit with moche reverence;,and ~ 
* when they had Jeid it in the erth, on the 
* morowe they came to the fepulture and 
found the boly Lody above the erth nigh un- 
to the fame fepuiture, and than Were they 
« all abasfhed, and wyft not what to do.” It 
feems the kniyhts who had brought him out. of 
France had promifed that if he died on his 
journey he Fould be fent back and buried 
“ wheve cs they had taken him,’’ and there- 
fore his body would not ftay in the ground till 
it was depofited, according to promife, in 
France, where it afterwards worked nfany mi- ° 
tactes 
Mafeie, Fr. ma fov, by my faith 
Magicien, ». Fr. a magician 
Magike, n. Fr. magic; magike, natural 
Mahownd, gy. x, Mahomet. See Du Cange in ve 
Maille, 2. Fr. a cout of mail 
Mainte, pars. fa. 38 meint 4 
Maintenance, ». behaviour, Du. 834. 
Maifondewe, Fr maifondicu, an hotpital 
Maifter, 2. Fr. a fkilful artitt, a maifter ; maifter~ 
ftrete, the chief flrect; matfter-temple, the 
chief temple; maifier-tour, the principal tower 
Maifteriul, adj. imperious 
Maifterie, maiftric, ». Fr. fhill, ikilful manage- 
ment, power, fuperiority 


“« 


« 








Love wol not be conftreined by maiftrie. 
Whan maiftrie cometh the god of love anon 
Beteth his winges, and farewcil he is gon. 





I cite thefe elegant lines as 1 omitted to obferve 
before that Spenfer has inferted them in the 
Faery Queen, b. ii. c. 1, ft. 25, with very little 
alteration, and certainly without any improve 
ment : 


Ne may love be compell’d by maftery, 

For foon as maftery comes facet love anone 

‘Taketh bis nmbie wings, and {oon away is 
gone, 


A maiftrie, a mofterly operation ; wm coup de 
maitre, fo the maiftrie 
Maiftrefle, 2, Fr. miftrefs, governefs 
r 
7 


GLOSSARY, 


Miiftrife, #. Fr mafterly workmanthip 

Make, 7, Sux. a fellow, a mate, a hofband, 2 
wite; make or metche, compar. Prompt. Pare. 

Make, v. Sax. to compofe or make verfes, to fo- 
lace him fometimes as I do whan I make, 
Pierce Plough. 60. to make a man’s berde, to 
cheat him 7 

Make, why make ye your hackes! we fhould 
read—nake, i.e, make naked ; cur inertes terga 
nudatic? grig. 

Maked, part. pa. made 

Makelels, adj. Sox, peerlefs, without a fellow 

Making, 4. poctry ; makinges, /, poetical com- 
pofitions’; and thou miedie: with makings, 
Pierce Plough. 60. 

Malapert, adj. pert, forward; the word feems to 
be evidently of French original, though I do 
Not recollect to have feen it ufed by any French 
writer.” Appert, adj. Fr. fignifies expert, &c. 
Colgrave". : ae 

Male, », Fr.a budget or portmanteau 

Maletice, a. Fr. enchantment 

* Male-talent, #. Fr. ill-will 

Malifon n, Fr. maledidtion, curfe ; 
malifoun 

Matt, pa. ¢. of melt, 0. Sax. melted 

Malvefie, pren, Maimfey wine 

Malure, n. Fr, misfortune 

Manace, », Fr. a threat 

Manace, v, to threaten 

Manacing, n, threatening 

anciple, ». an officer who has the care of pur- 

cheflog vicluajs for an innof court. The name 
is probably derived from the Lat. manceps, 
which "ignified particularly the Superintendant 
of a public bakehoufe, and from thence a baker 
in general. See Du Cange inv. Mancps 2. 
The office Mill fubfifts in feveral colleges as 
well as inns of court. 

‘Mandement, n. Fr. mandate 

Manere, 2. Fr, carriage, behaviour, kind or fort; 
* a manere Latin, a kind of Latin; fwiche a ma_ 


Lgyve it my 


ner love-drinke, fuch a fort of love-potion ; 


fwiche maner rime ES 
Mangonel, ». Fr. an engine ufed to baiter walls 
Manie, x. Fr. Gr. madnefs 
Mannith, adj. Sax. human, Proper to the human 
dpecicsmafculine, proper to man as diftin« 
guithed from woman; in this laf fenfe when 
applied to a woman it isa ftrong term of re- 
proach 
‘Manor, a, Fr. dwelling, Du. 1004. 
Mantuete, aaj. Fr. gentle 
Mantelet, n, Fr. a fhort mantle 
Marcian, pr. 2, Martianus Capella 
Marcian, aaj. martial, under the influence of 
> Mars 
Mareis, x. Fr. a marih . 
Margarice, 2. Fr. a pearl 
Marie, inary, 2. Sux. marrow ; marie-bones, mar- 
rowbones 
Market-beter, I 2m enclined to believe that this 
* word is to be urtterftood in a fenfe fimilar to 
-that in which the Fr. phrafes Batreles rues— 
and Buteur de pavez, are uled ; Batre les. rues, 
to revel, jet, or fwagger, up and down the 
stireets anights; Bateur de pavez, a jetter abroad 
in the Areets—a pavement-beater> See Cct- 





oz 
grave in vw. Biteur, Brtve, Pood; fo that he 
was a market-berer atte full, may mean per~ 
hapi—he was ufed to ferecger up and down 
the market when it was fulleft—a circumfance 
which fuits very well with the reft of his cha~ 
tacler :—Murlet-dechur, circumforaneus, Prompt. 

are. 

Markis, 2. Fr. a marquis 

Markis, for markifes, con. ca. fing} 
manner Peneus is put for Pgn 
for Thefeufes; Venus for Venufes; Ceres for 
Cerefes; Mclibeus tor Melibenfes + Perhaps it 
might have been Proper to add a merk of apo- 
cope to the words fo abbreviated. ‘As to the’ 
prefent method of expreffing the genitive cafes 
of nouns ending in s by a ® another s with 
@ mark of fyncope, as Peneus's, ‘Thefcus’s, Veo 
nus’s, &c. it feems abfurd, whether the addi- 
tion be intended to he pronounced or not. La 
the firft cafe the e fhould not be cut out; in 
the fecond the + is quite fuperfluous. But the 
ablurdity of this practice is mott ftriking when 
the genitives of monofyllable nouns are thus 
written, an ox’s horns, an ais’s ears, a Gth’s 
tail, St. James's park; notwithftanding that 
the ¢, which is thus direed to be cut out, is 
conftantly and neceffarily to be pronesinced, as 
“if the feveral words were written at length, 
oxes, affes, fithes, Jamefes 

Markifeffe, 2. Fr. the wite of a marquis 

Marte, prea. Mars 

Mastire, a. Fr. martyrdom, torment 

Martire, v. Fr. to torment 

Mary, Marie, pr. ma vulgar oath; by Mary 

Mate, a. a wil fancy 

Mate, wv. acut. to doubt, to be confounded 

Mafedneffe, n. aftonithment, cenfufion 

Matclin, ». rather mazerin, a dritsking-cup, Seg 
Du Cange inv. Muzer B ; 

Mate, part. pas of mate, o. Fr. dejeGted, ftruck 
dead ; fo feble and mate, Conf. Am, 127,b. 

Matire, for matere, », Fr. matter 

Mavgre, malgre, Fr. in fpite of ; maugre all thy 
might ; maugre thin eyen ; maugre hire hed—. 
The al of this expreflion appears more 
plainly in the foil ng pallages, | drede thou 
canft me grete maugre i 


in the fame 
$83 Thefens 

















Car je cuide, que me ftavez © 6 

Mal gré. Origy 
Malgre his, with his iit will, againft his will; 
mal gré tui. 

Mavis, 2, Sux.a throat 

Mavis is probably a miftake for miuis, 2. al. Fr. 
the orig. has cent moys ce Srement; the Paris 
muid contains fomething more than five quar 
tors Enghifh 

Maumet, ». an idol 

Manmetrie, x. the religion of Mahomet ; idolatry 

Mawe, 2. Sax. the ftomach 

Mrximian, gr. ». the author of fix elegies which 
have been frequently printed under the name 
of Gallus: he is faid by Fabricius [Bild Lot, 
t. i. p. 297, ed, Patav.} to have lived under the 
Emperor Aneftafius, q. L o7 IL? A tranflation 
or rather abridgment-of thef> clegiesin Englith 
verfe is in m& Hart, 2253. 





fgt 


‘May, ». Saz. to be able, phyfically, morally. See_ 


«Mowe , 
May, 9. Sax. a virgi 
8 young worian Poe 
sMaplenhed, nw. Sax, virginity 
Meaneliche, adj. Sax. moderate;  mediccribus, 


inj of ‘Mary, moder and may, 


Mebles, n. pl. Fr. moveable goods 
¢ , a. Sot. reward, a meadow 

“Beds, methe, meth, «. burb, Lat. mead, a liquor 
—fauade of Honey Za : 

Wedle, o. Fr.to mix 

‘Piedlec, adj. of a mixed Ruff or colqur 


ic)... Fr. houfebold attendants, an army 







Jewaynes meyne,. This obfcore *phrafe, 1 
“ehink, may be uaderftood to relate to a parn- 
<Jwislar fet of ghoftly spparitions which were ul- 
\ed te.ron about the country at night, and were 
-ealied in French La trefgnic de Hellequin or Her- 


Re Fequin, The fulleft ‘account that I have feen of. 


2 them is in L’bifoire de Richard fans pasur, Duc 
<a Normandie, qui fut fils'de Robert le Diable. 10 
‘one of his rides he meets with three black 
« Anights whom he engages: “ Et quand les 
«¢ Chevaliers veirent le ju mal party pour eux 
*¢ ils monterent a cheval et senfuyrent ;—et 
¢ Richard—chevancha apres eux; et ainfi qu'il 

-  chewatchoit il appercent une dance de gens 
# fioirs qui s’entretenoyent.*” Adonc luy fou* 
4 vine de le mefgnie de Hellequin, dont il avoit 
@ gutres foys ouy parler.” The title'of the 
next chapter (4.) is Cy divife de le mefgnic de 
Hellequin @ qui il efit. He is there laid to 
have been a knight who, having fpent all 
‘his’ fubftance in. the wars of Charles Martel 
again{t the Saracens, lived afterwards by pil- 

. © A@onc'il avint qu'il mournt et tnt en 

« danger d'eftie duanme, maisDieu luy fit pardon, 
 pource que il aveit bataille contre les Sarra- 
4 zine et cxaulce Ja foy. Si fut condansne de 
 Dicu que pour un tems de termine luy ct 
“ ceux de fon lignage feroient penitence et 

“ - yroient toute 1a nuit parmy la terre, pour 
«leurs penitences faire et endurer plufieurs 
« maux et calamitez.2’ The belief of fuch 
apparitions was certainly of great antiquity in 
Normandy, as they are mentioned by Orderi- 
cus Vitalis under the title of familia Herleebini, 
in a mok extraordinary ftory related by him, 
1. vill. p. 695, and, 1091; and I fufped € at in 
‘a paffage quoted by Du Cange in y. Herlinini, 
from Petr. Blefens, ep. 14, we fhould read Her- 
dikini intead of Heriinini —-Gervate of Tilbery, 
who wrote in 1212, mentions another fet of 
apparitions which were called familia Arturi. 
Of Imper. Dec. ii. c. 125“ In fylvis Brittannise 
s majoris aut minoris confimilia contigiffe re- 
 feruntur, tiarrantibus memorum cuftodibus, 
€ quos  forsfariosm—vulgus nominat, fe alternis 
« diebus circa horam meridianam, et in primo 
 nodtiusn conticinio fub plenilunio lund lu- 
« ‘cente, fxpiflime videre militum coy jam ve- 
« nantium et canum ét cornuum itrepitum, 
«¢ qui feiffitantibus fe de focictate et familia Ar- 
« tyri effe affirmant.” ‘He had jut faid chat 
Arthur, nor leng before, had been feen in a 
palace, miro epere ctnfirudto, in & moft delicious 
alley in the peighbourbeod of Mount Etna, 


“- 

























GLOSSARY. 


whare he had refided ever fince the time of his 
fuppofed death, vulucribus guotannis recrudefcenti- 
be 
Meint, part. pa. of menge, v. Sax. mixed, mingled 
Meke, adj. Sax. meck, humble . 
Meke, wv. to become meck . 
Meles, x. pl. Sox. meals, dinners, &c. Du. 612. 
Meie-tide, . Sax. dinner-time 
Melle, v. Fr. to meddle 
Melle; 2. for mille 
Memorie, ». Fr. remembrance; to be drawn to 
memoric; to be recorded 5 . 


And for to drawe into memorye « 
Fier names bothe and her hiftorye. 
Conf. Am. £. 96. 
Memotie, v. to remember . 
Mendiants, a. pl, Fr. friars of the begging orders 
Mene, v. Sax. to mean, to intend ‘ 
Mene, #. Fr.moyen, a mean or inflrument; where 
the orig. has mezzuno, a procurer. Menes, pl. 
Mune, adj. middle 
eniverc, 2. Fr.a fort of fur 
excenrike, pr. ». the kingdom of Mercia 


Mercia, pr. n. Marfayas is probably meant, but 


. our poet, I know not upon what authority, hag 
turned him into a female " : 

Merciable, adj. Fr. mercifuls 

Meritorie, adj. Fr. meritorious 

Merke, ». Sax. a mark, an image; all the merke 
of Adam, all the images of Adam, all man- 
mind : 

Merke, adj. Saz. dark. : 

Merlion, a. Fr. emerillon, 2 merlin, a fort of hawk 

Mervaille, ». Fr. wonder, marvel 5 

Mery, adj. Sax. merry, pleafant , 

Mes, at gode mes, thould probably be at gode- 
‘nefs; the orig. has cn ben point, See Gode~ 
nefs . 

Mefe, a. for meffe 

Mefel, #. Fr. a leper 

Mcefeltie, ». Fr. leprofy 

Mellage, a. Fr. a meffenger 

Meffagerie, pr. #. a fictitious attendant in the 
temple of Venus ; Boccace calls her Rufiiania, 
Thefiida, b. vii. 

Meffe, #, Fr. the fervice of the mafs 

Melle, adj. Sax. fuperl, d. as motte 

Melurable, adj. Fr. moderate 

Mefure, ».'Fr. moderation 

Metamorphofeos, Metemorphofofe, Ovid’s Me- 
tamorphofis. See Judicum 

Mete, adj. Sux. fitting, convenient 

Mete, n. Sx. meat ; during the metes f{pace, dur~ 
ing the time of eating : 

Mete-borde, a. Sax. an eating-table 

Metely, adj. proportionabie 

Mete, v. Sux. to meet, to dream 

Mette, met, pz. ¢. dreamed; I mette, me mette, ¥ 
dreamed 

Metrici€ns, n. pl. writers in verfe 

Mevable, adj. Fr. moveable 

Mewe, #. Fr. a cage for hawks @hile they mewor 
change their feathers, a cage in general, or any 
fort of confinement ; in mewe, in fecret 

Mewet, adj. Fr. mute; in mewet, dumbly, freaks 
ing inwardly : ™~ 


~ Mirrour, ». Fr. a lookingglafs 


GLOSSARY. 


Micher, .2 thief, lierres orig. mychin or. pryve- 

iy ftelyn fmale things; furripin, Prompt. Pare. 

Might, pa. #. of may, v. Sux. was able, mighten, 
5b 


Mghi, part. pa. if godely had he might, if he had 
been able with propricty 

Might, a. Sux. powcr, flrength 

Milkfop, 2. an effeminate fellow 

Miune-itones, ». pl. Sax. millftones 

Minde, a. Sux. temembrauce, Conf. Am, 148, as 
the bokes*maken pinde 

Mine, v. Fr, to penetrate 

Minittralles, x. pl. Br. minfrels 

Miniftres, ». p:. Fr. officers of 
minttrels 

Minvreffe, s. a nun under the rule of St. Clare, 
Le Cange inv. Minoriff. {tis not'clear, how- 
ever, why Chaucer has likened Hate to 2 fitter 
of this order; his original gave him no autho- 
rit 

Minar, a. Fr. 2 miner 

Minftralcic, a. Fr: mutic, mufical inftruments 


juftice, minifters, 








Mirtheles, adj. Sax. without mirth « 

Mis, adv. ill, amifs ; it is often to be fupplied to 
a Yecond verhgphaving been expreffed in com- 
pofitionswith & former ; if chat | misfpeke or 
fay; that hire mifvoth or faith ; there is no- 
thing misfaide nor do, Du. 528 

Mis, x. a wrong 

Mif-accompted, part. pa. mifreckoned 

Mil-aventure, x. misfortune 

Mif-avifg, v. ta advife wrangly 

Mil-boden, part."pa. of mif-bede, injured 

Mit-borre, part. pa, of mif-bere, mifbchaved 

Mifchance, 2. Fr. misfortune ; with mifchance. 
See With * rae 

Mifchefe, 2. Fr. misfortune 

Mifcoveting, n. fhould probably he mifcompting ; 
mefcompter, orig. 

Mif-departe, w. to diftribute, wrongly 

Mifericorde, n. Fr. mercy, pity 

Mif-efe, », uneafinefs 

Mit-foryave, pa. t. of mif-foryave, mifgave 

cd, part, pa.of mif-gie, iiily vided 

Mif-gon, ‘ Mif-go, part. pa, of mii-go, gone 
wrong 

Mit-happing, fart. pr. falling amifs 

Mablede, v tu conduct amifs 

Mif-lived, part, pa, having lived to a bad pure 
pote é 

Mif-metre, o. to fpoil the metre of verfes by writ- 
ing or reading them ill 

Mil-tate, pa. ¢ of mif-fit, mifbecame 

Mit-fayde, part, pu. of mif-faye, ill-fpoken of 

Mil-fayer, 7, an evil {peaker 

Miffe, v. Sux. to fail 

Mifle-metre, v. See Mif-metre 

Miftake, w. to take a wrong part, 
mefprendre, orig. 

Miftere, m. Fr, trace, occupation-—condition of 
lile; what miftere men ye ben, what kind of 
men ye are—need ‘ 

Mitihede, , Sax. darknefs 

Mittily, adv. Saw. darkly * 

Miftritt, o for miftrudt 

Mii-waie, 2a wrong way 

Mul-went, part. gas of Maewende, gone amifs 























to tranfgrefs ; 


fol 
Mitwrite, ©. to write wrong 
Mitaine, », Fr, a glove 
i a. Fr. a manchet, a loaf of fine bread: 
Mite, a, Sue: a fmall worm 
Mixen,», Sex. a dunghill 
Mo, far me _ : 
Mi (09 comp, adv. comp. 
‘ Saat, grest in quanti 
number, in degree--ade. miuc ngieatly |, 
Moder, modre;-ae Sex. moth oe uitrin oe 
principal plate of the aftrolabe Apis” 
Movifon, #, Fr. harvett, growth m 
Moift, moifty, adj. Fr. new saiks 
Mokel, », may perhaps fignify fize, raghi ae 
michcl feems to be ufed in that fesfe in Fi 
Plough. 89, b. of one michel and might ~* ** 
Molethie, x. Fr. trouble 
Molte, pa.t. of melte, v. Sex melted, part. pa, 
Monche, »..to chew : s 
Mone, n, Sex the moon—samentation 
Monefte, v: Fr. to admonifh “ 
Moniours, n. pl. Fe. coiners: in the orig. 
Sauls monnoyeurs is 
Monfte, a». Fr. a motller or’ pisdigy- 
tern - ey 
Mood, a. Sax. anger 
Morcels, x. pl. Fr. morlels 




















Nore, adj. comp Sag. greater in quantity, in ngmysi 
ber and degree—adv. comp. it is ufually joi ed - 
to adjectives and adverbs to exprefs the comp, agi. 


Mormal, 4. a cancer or gangrene 
lorter, m. Fr. a fort of waxlight 

Mirtifie, ». Fr. to kill, ({peaking of 

Mortrewes, a. Lord Bacon, in his Nat. Hit. 
48, fpeaks of a mortrels made with the brewn., 
of capuns ftamped and trained. He joinsie with ° 
the cullice (coulis) of cocks. It feéms to have 
been a rich broth or foup, iff the préparstion of: 
which thg.fieth was ftamped or beat in ‘a moe 
tar, fronr whente it probably derived its nam 
une mortreyfe, though ¥ cannot fay that Uhave 


wickfilvery, 4 





ever met with'the French word 

Morwe, a. Sax. the miorning ; in the morning of 
the following daye~Tu-morwe, | betieve,: at- 
ways means the followitg day, and it includes 
the whole day ; to-morwe at night 

Morwening, 2, Sax. the morning, morweninges, ji. 

Mofel, «. Fr. the muzzie, mouth of a beatt” 

Motte, adj. fupert. Sex. greatett in quantity, 34 
Rumber, in degreemmady. juperl. it iv a a 
Joined to adjectives and adverbs to: expels: 
luperlative degree 7 

Moll, v. Sav. inuft; Moften; ph” 

Mote, v. Sax. muft, may; Moten, pi. 

Mote, ». Sax, an atom a 

Methes, ». pi. Sax. moths 

Mout, 2. Fr. a motive, mcitement 

Mought, pa. #. of mowe, v. Sax, might 

Moule, v. Sux. to grow mouidy 

Mobuled, part. pa. 

Moun, for mowen, pr. t. pl. of Mowe, o Sze 
may 

Mountance; a. Fr. amount in value; in quantity; 
‘not full the mountance of a mile, Conf. story 
187. 

Mourdant, #. Fr. the tongue of a buckle 

Mowe, v. Sax. may, to be abie. Mowen, ple 
it is fometimes ‘uled ‘in the inf, x. which thow 

4 : 









foo P 

* fhalt not mowe fuffre, which thou fhait not be 
able to endure—to mowen fuche a knight done 
live or die, to be able to make fuch a kuight co 
live or die~-fhe fhould not con ne mow attaine, 
fhe fhould not know nor be able tu. attain 

Mowe, ». Fr. a diftortion of the mouth ; what do 
Ithan but langh and make a mowe:? Lydg. 
Tra.19}- 

‘Mowing, «. ability. In the following paflage it 
vfeems to. be ufedasa gerund; that fhrewes weren 
difpoiled of moWing to don yvel 

Much, muchel. See Miche 

Muckre, 2. Sax. to heap 

Mue, v. Fr. to change 

Wiuet, adj. Fr. dumb, mute 

Mallok, «. Sax. dung, rubbith 

‘Multiplication, x. Fr. the art of making gold and 
filver h iotte ye 

Muttiplie, v. Fr. to make gold and fiver 

Moufard, ». Fr. a mufer or dreamer 

Mule, v. Fr. to gaze 

Myfelf, mytelve, myfelven. Sez Seif 


N. 


ja, for no 
Lae for ne hadde, had not . 
Naile, 2.-Sax. a nail; by nailes, 
an eath i 
Nakere, x. 2 kind of brazen drum ufed in the ca- 
valry. See Du Cange in v. Naura : 
Nale, 2. Sax. an alehoufe. But fam the Iefs in- 
“lined co adopt Skinner's explanation of this 
word, becaufe I obferve that ale alone is com- 
moniy put for an alehoufe, and I cannot find 
that nale is ever ufed, except where it fol- 
Jows the prepofition atte. In the paffage 
in Pierce Plough. 32, b. the Cotton ml. Vep. B. 
xvi. has at the ale; and fo in Pierce Plough. 26, 
D. with idle tales at the ale —Robert of Brunue’s 
tranflation of Manuel dee Pechées,mf. Bodl. 2313, 


fol. 15 


In gaymes, in feflys, and at the ale. + 


by Goddes nailes, 


fol. 38. Or yf thou ‘leddeft any man to the ale. 
T fufpée therefore that nale, in thofe few paf- 
fages in whieh it is found, thould be confidered 
as merely a corruption which has asifen from 
the mifpronunciation and confequent mifwrit- 
ing of atte nale for, atten ale. A fimilar cor- 
ruption feems to have taken place in the name 
of that celebrated perfonage in our law Mr, 

ohn A-Noke, whofe original appellation, I be- 
ie. was John Atten Oke, as that of his con- 
ftant antagonift was John Atte Stile fm. Atte 
Stile is a name in Pierce Plough. 23, b. and 
there are many others of the fame form, as 
Atte-cliff, Atte-ley, Atte-well, Atte-wood, &c. 
That the !ecter # is apt to pafs from the end of 
one word to the beginning of another, we have 
an inftance in newt, which has certainly 
een formed, by corruption, from an ewt or 
perhaps nedder, a. Sux, may have been 
formcd in the fame way from an adder: the 
word in the Teutonic isadder, as we write it 
now, without the initial, The fame corrpp- 












GLOSSARY. 


tions have happened in other languages. 
the notes of Signor Redi upon his Busco in Te 
cana, P- 133s 4, 5, 182, 3. 

N’am, for ne am, am not , 

Name, fa. t. of nime, v. Sex. took 

Nappe, v. Sux. to flep. See Knap 

Narcetickes, #. p/. Fr. Gr. drugs caofing fleep 

Narwe, ad. Six. clofe, narrow ; whan they hem 
narwe avife, when they clufely confider their 
conduct 

Nas, for ne was, was not beanie 

Nafo, pr. 2. P. Ovidius Nafo. See Ovid 

Nat, adv. Six. not : 

Natal, adj. Lut. prefiding over nativity’ 

Nat “lett, natheles, edv. Sux. not the lefs, never= 
thelefs 

Nation, a. Fr. nation—family 

Naught, nought, 2.. Sex. nothing 

—, ady. not, not at ail, it may more proper- 
ly perhaps be confidered as a noun ufed adver- 
bially. See Nothing 

Nay,,adj. Six. tt feemis to be ufed fometimes as 
a noun; itis no nay, it cannot be denied 

Nay, v. to deny 5 

Ne, adv, Sax. not; ne had he ben holpen, had he 
not been heiped ‘*. c 

Ne, conj. Sax, nor . 

Nece, #. Fr. a niece—a coufin 

Neceflaire, adj. Fr. neceflary 

Nede, 2. Sax. need, neceffity 

Nede, v. is generally ufed as an imperfonal; it 
nedeth thee nought teche; nedeth him ne 
dwale; neded no more to hem to go ne rid 

Nedeful, adj. diftreft, indigent 

Nedely, adv. neceffarily - 

Nedes, nede, adv. neceffarily ; it ia ufually joined 

> with mutt © 

Nedder, 2. Sax.an adder ; Neders, p/. 

Neighe, adj. Sux. nigh 

Neighe, v. to approach, to come near 

Nekke, n. Sex. the neck ; nekke-bone 

Nempne, v. Sax. to name 

Ner, adv. Sax. near 

Nere, comp. d. nigher ; newer the nere, never the 
nigher ; nere and were, nigher and nigher ; 
ferre.ne nere, later nor earlier 

N’ere, for ne were, were not; n’ere it, were it 
not; n’ere the friendfhip 

Nerfe, ». Fr. nerve, finew 

Nehe, adj. Sax. foft, tender; Nefch and hard 

Nete, a, Sax. neat cattle 

Nether, adj. comp. San. lower 

Nettle in dock out. See Ruket 

Neven, v. Sex. to Dame 

Nevew, ». Fr. a nephew—a grandfon 

Newe, adj, Sax. new, frefh 

Newe, adv. newly; newe and newe, again and 
again; all newe; of newe, newly, lately; all 
new, arvw, afrefh, 

Newe, v. to renew 

Newed, part, fa. renewed 

Newefangel, adj. defirous of new things 

Newefangelnefie, a. inconftanc 

Nexte, fuperi, d. nighch; it gencrally fignifies the 
nighef, following, but fometimcs the mgheft 
preceding 

Whath, for ne hath, hath net 

Nice, adj. Fr, foolifh 








See * 


GLOSSARY. 


Nicetee, n. folly ; do his uicetec; fo the French 
ule fuire folie 

Nifles, ». pl. trides 

‘Nigard, x. aftingy fellow 

Nigardie, n. ftinginets 

Nightertale, night-time 

Night-fpel, ». Sux. a night-charm 

N'tll, for ne will, will not 

N’is, for ne is, is not 

N’ifte, for ne wifte, knew not, fing. ; nritten, for 
ne wiften, knew not, pl. 

Nobledett, pa. ¢. aad perf. fing. of noble, v. Fr. en- 
nobledeft 

Nobleffe, n. Fr. dignity, fplendour 

Nobley, mas nobleffe 

Nocked, purt. pa. notched 

Noie, x. Fr. hurt, trouble 

Noie, v.to hurt, to trouble 

Noife, v. Fr. tg make a noife 

N’olde, for ne wolde, would not 

Nombre, #. Fr. number 

Nomen, nome, part. pa. of nime, v, Sax. taken 

Nomipere, #, an arbitrator. See the pafluge quot- 
ed above in v. Lovedaie. The fenfe of thir 
word is eftablithed hy the Prompt. Puro. nowme" 
per or ewmper, Arbiter, Sequefter. If the 
etymology of it were as clear, we might be able 
to determine which of the two methods of 
writing it is the bet; cuflom has long declared 
for the latter. The modern word is umpire ; 
and in Pierce Plough, 25, b. the edit. read—an 
umper, but the Cotton mf. Hefp. B. xvi, has—a 
numper. I cannot find that any fuch word is 

. ufed, in the fume fenfe, in any other of the Go- 
thic or romance languages: it has been fup- 
pofed by“fome to be a corruption of ux pere, 
Fr. which € can hardly believe; and perhaps 
the reader will be as backward to admit of a 
derivation of it from the Fr. wonpui, an odd or 
third perfon, which an arbitrator generally is, 
‘This however is the moft probable etymology 
that has occurred to me, and I fee that the 
compiler of the ftatutes for the Univerfity of 
Oxford (whoever he was) had the fame Idea, 
for he expreffes the word umpire in his Latin 
by impar, tit. xv. § 14. Zadex, impar, aut arbin 

trator, in queswngue caus ebeélus 

x. Hat one, Hone 

7, not; abfent or non ; whether ye 
wol or nen 

Nous, #. Fr. the ninth hour of the natural day, 
ning o’clock in the morning; the hour of din- 
ner 

Nones, for the nanes 

Nonne, ». Mr.a fun 

Norice, ». Fr. a nurfe; in other paffages, it is 
printed by miftale for norie, », a fofter-chitd, 
aluntnies ? 

Nortelrie, a. nurture, education 

Nofethisles, m. pe. Sav. noftrils 

N’ot, for ne wot, knewnet 

Notabilitec, a. Ey a thing worthy of obferva- 
tion 

Note, #. Sox. need, bnfinefs 

Note, 7. Fr. a musical note 

-cry aloud, ina high tone 

Nuwemiuge, -n 

Note, a 26 Soa 


























sto cry by note, to 








. 





RF, 


Not-hed, 2 head like.2 nut 
Nother, conj. Sax. nor, neither 
N’other, adj. Sex. for ne other; neither n’other,’ 
nor one nor other; he n'is in neither n’othér 
habite; neutro off balitu, orig. , : 
Nothing, adv, Sas. not, not at all 
Nouches, 7. pl. It is probable, I think, that 
nougbe is the true word, and that ouch: bas eta. 
introduced by a cortuption the teverfe of that 
which hasbeen taken notic@ of in Wale.” See 
Du Cange in v. Nocbia and Nufea, and ‘Sthibeer, 
Gloff. Text. in v. Nuofei, from whence it ap 
pears that nu/chin, Teuk figuifies Sibula, a& § 
or buckle. “As thefe were ‘fome of ¢ 
ufeful inftruments of drefs they were P 
fome of the firft that were ornamented 
jewels, by which-means the name by degrees’. 
may have been extended fo as to include fevey 
ral other forts of jewels; the fame thing way 
have happened in the cafe of the word he, 
[fee above] which indeed: feems origin: 
have been a French expreflion for noucbe a, 
Nought, a. & adv. Sax. See Naught, ay 
Nouthe, ady. Sex. now 
Novelries, 1. pl. Fr. novelties 
Now, adv. Sax. now and now, 
- Now adayes, in thefe days 
Nowel, ». Fr. Chriftmas 
Noyfaunce, a, Fr. offence, trefpafs 











once and again’;” 


1?) 


O,ferhe. See Ho : re 

O, adj. for on, one; in the eurions old balled on 
the battle of Lewes, {Anc. Poet, v. ii. P-4.L 20) 
oferling thould be written, I believe, o ferling, > 


i. ¢. one farthin; 

Obeyfance, ». Fr. obedience ; obeyfing 

Obeyfant, part. pr. Fr. obedient ; obcyfing 

Obfequies, x. pé, Fy. funeral rites . 

Obfervance, », Fr. refpect 

Obferve, o. Fr. to refpec, to 

Occident, ». Fr. the weft 

O@avien, pr. x, Ido not fuppofe that Auguftus 

is meant, but rather the fabulous emperour — 
who is the fubje@ of a romance entitled Ogga 
vian Imperator, mf, Cotton, Calig. ii, See Pevey's 
Catalogué, n. 18, The fame Odavian, I appée- 
hend, was celebrated in a piece of Arras hang 
ings which made part of the furniture of Hea. 
ty V.and is thus defcribed in the inventory, 
Rot. Parl.2. Hen. Vi. Item 4 entre pece d arras 
Dor 9 comence wt sfloric, Le OGavion Roy de 
Rone 

Ocy, ocy, the nightingale’s note 

Outhrow, for overthrow, part, pa. Same Overs 4 
thrown 

Octus, er. x. Estes 

Ob, adv. Sax. off . 

Offcnded, part. za Fr. hurt 

Offerfioun, n. offence, damage 

orie, x, Fr. a part of the mafs 

Offting, n. Fr. offering at mafs 

Olt, efte, adv. Sux. often: often-fith, oftens 
umes +. 

inenient, m. Fr. ointment 

nt, a. Fr, elephant 


Pay regard to 
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Oliveres, 2. pl. Fr. olive-trees 

Omer, pr. 2. Homer : 

On, prep. Sax. in; on live, in life, alive son twelve, 
jn twelve; on hunting; on hawking. See A, 

rep——upon; on te fee, to look upon. Licur- 

gus daughter, fairer on to fenem[o this line is 
written in mf. Bodl. 

On, adj. Sax. One 5 after on, alike; they Were at 
‘on, they were ogreed; ever in on, continually; 

+1 miue on, I fingle, 1 by myfelf; and thus f 
went widewher walking mine one; non faw 

+ bot he one; all him one 


Onde, n. Sax. zeal, malice; ny the dnd onde 


_Orfrays, 1. Fr. gold embroidery. 


ed, art. pa. Sax. made one, united 

ee ier we three ben alle ones, we three 
are all one . 

Ones, adv. Sam. once § at ones, at once, at the 
fame time : 

Onhed, #. S22. unity 

oir. ‘adv. Sax. ai only, folely 
ny, ed}. Sux. an 

Opypers, n Sone the fruit of the medlar tree 

Open-heded, adj. barcheaded 

Opie, x. Froopium | 

Qpprefle, v. Fr. to ravith 

Opprefled; part. pa. 

Oppreflion, #. rape 

Or, adv. Sux. er, before 

Oratorie, «. Fra chapel, aclofet 

Ordal, », Sax. jadicial trial. See Kilian inv. Oore 
deel, and Wickes Difert. Epi. p» 149+ ft is 
poflible however that Chaucer may have ufed 
this word in its mere confined fenfe, for a trial 
by fire or water, without confidering whether 
fuch trials were practifed at Troy. 

Orde, a. Sux. a point 

Ordered, purt. pa. ordained in holy orders 

Orders four, the four orders of mendicant friars 

Ordinance, n. Fr. orderly, difpofition 

Ordinat, part, pa. orderly, regular 

Ore, a. Sux. graces favour ree 
twell, pr. nx. a fcaport in Eile 

ptiohary Y See Du Cange 
in v. Aurifrigia 

Orient, ». Fr. the ea : 

Origenes, pr. x. In the lift of Chaucer’s ,Works 

he fays of himfelf, that : 
He made alfo, gon is a grete while, 
Origenes upon the Maudelaine—— 

meaning, I fuppofe, a tranflation into profe or 
verfe of the homily de Murid M. igdalend, which 
has been commonly. though Mfely, attributed 
to Origen. V. Opp. Origeni:, t. ii. p. 2gt,ed. Pas 
ris, 1604. I cannot believe that the poem enti ied 
"The Largentation of Marie Magdaleine, which 
js in all the editions of Chaucer, is really that 
work of hise it can hardiy he confidered a 
tranfation or even imitation of the hon 
and the compofition, im every refpect, is in 
nitely meaner than the worft of his genuine 
pieces : 

Qrifont, ». Fr. the horizon 

Orloze, 2. Fra clo: or dial - 

ment, prea. a mineraldto called 

j'S.c. alier, Zt the other of two; o- 

thors, gen cas 
























GLOSSARY. 


Other, adj. Six, alius, Lat. 





Over, prep. Sax. above ; over all, in every cafc,cn 
every fide 

Over, adj. Sav. upper 

Overeft, fupert. 7. uppermolt 

Over-gret, adj. Sit. too great 

Over-jadde, purt. pa. overborn ; do not the people 
oppreffz nor overlede, Lydg. Tra. 

Over-live, v. Sx. to outlive 

Over-merily, atv. Si. too merrily 

QOver-moche, adj. Six. too great 

Over-nome, part. pa. of ovet-timie; v. Sux. over= 
taken 7 

Over-{pradde, pa. #. Sax. overfpread 

Overte, adj. Fr. open 

Overthrew, pa. t. of overthrow, v. newt, Sax. fell 
down - 

Overthrowing, fart. pr. Sx. falling headlong ; by 
overthrowing way, precipiti vid, orig.; and 
therfore clepeth Caffiodore poverte the moder 
of reine, thac is to fay, the niodtr of over- 
throwing or falling doun . 

Over-thwart, adv. Sox, acvofs, over againit 

Over-timeliche, adv. Sux. too early 

Ovide, pr.n. Our Author feems to have been 
well acquainted with rhe belt part of Qvid’s 
works; moft of the hiftories in his Legende of 
Good Women are taken from the Ipiftela 
Heroidum or the Metamorphofs; that of Lu~ 
crece fhews that he had read the Fafti 

Ought, ». Six. any thing, a/v. See Aught. The 
difference has arifen merely from the different 
ufages of writing a or o for one =, 

Ought, pa. t, of owe 

Oughten, oughte. From hence, as it feems, has 
been formed a new verb ought, which is very 
commonly ufed in the prefent tenfe for owe in 
both numbers. Ought is alfo ufed as an ime 
perf. in the pr. and pa. t.; wel ought us werke,* 
well hehovcth it us to work: hem oughte have 
gret repentance, it behoved them to have great 
repentance 

Ounding, 2. Fr. waving, imitating waves 

Oures, pr. poff. Sax. ours 

Ont, interj. Sux. away 

Out, adv. Srx. out aud out, throughout 

Onthees, 2. Lat. bard. outcry; and born to Lone 
don brigge full hie with outhsys 

Qutrage, #. Fr. violence 

Outraic, v. Fr. to fly out, to be outrageous 

wv. Sox. to farpafs in counfel 

dy. Fr. utteriy 

Sux. to outren 











Out-renn 

Ourfraught, pa. ¢. of ouchr etch, v. Sux. ftretched 
out, 

Out-taken, part. pa. taken out, ex pred 5 out-tak~ 








en Criit en lott, Chrift in beieg ex- 
cepced; out-take Carleou that was in Arthure 
tym: 

Owe, v Sux. deben; avren, ph x 

Owen, 
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GLOSSARY 


PB. 


Pace, ». Fr, to. pafs away, to furpafs 
Page, n. Fr. a boy-child, a boy fervant 
Paice, n. Fr, liking, fatiefaion 
Paie, v. Fr. to pleafe, to fatisfy, to pay ; paide, 
part. pa. pleated, payed 
Paillet, x. fr, a couch, (properly of ftraw) 
Painddmaine, n. Fr. a tort of bread 
Paire, v. Fr. to impair; if I fpeke ought to paire 
her loos, i, to impair their credit or reputa- 
tion; fo this line is written in edit. 1541, and 
mf. Wunter 
Palamedes, pr. n. not the fon of Nauplius, one of 
the Grecian commanders at the war of Troy, 
but a knight of the Round Table, called Palomi-. 
des in Mort d’ Arthur, the unfuccefsful rival of 
Triftan, for the love of fa Belle Tfoude. See Mort 
@' Arthur, b. ii. which feems to be compiled 
+ chiefly from the Roman de Triftan 
Palafins, 1». pl. Fr. ladies palafins, ladics of the 
court; in the orig. ¢atatines. See Du Cange in v. 
Patatiné 7 
Palatic, prism. Palathia in Anatolia. Sp. 
Pale, nm. a perpendicular (tripe in heraldry 
Pale, v. Fr, to make pale 
Paleis, n, Fro a palace 
Pulfreis. x. pl. Fr. horfes for the road, where ftedes 
are horfes for battle; ne large palfrey efy for the 
nones . 
Paling, », Fr. imitating pales 
“Palladion, ». Gr. the image of Pallas at Troy 
" Palled, part. ps. Fr. made pale 
Palmeres, m. pf. pilgrims to foreign parts 
Palmerie, pr. x, Palmyra in Syria 
Pamphilus, pron 
Pampred, gurt. pa. pampered, made plump. See 
Jun. Etymol. who derives it from the Fr. pampre, 
a vine branch full of leaves 
Pan, pr. n, the Heathen deity 
Pan, 2. Sqr. the full, the head 
Panter, ». Fr. a net 
Papelard, #. Fr. a hypocrite 
Papelariie, n. Fr. hypoerify 
Paper-white, adj. white as paper 
Pat, prep. Fr. par amour, with love ; par compagne, 
for company ; par chance, by chance; par cuere, 
by heart, memoriter 
Paraholes, a. gf Fr. parables, the Proverbs of So- 
Jomon 
Parage, =. Fr. kindred 
Paraille, », br, apparel 
Paramour, paramours, 2. Fr. love, gallantry, a Io- 
ver of cither fex y 
Paraventure, adv. Fr. haply, by chance 
Paraunter, corruption of paraventure 
Fare, a. pl, Lat, the Fates 
Parcel-mele, adv. by parcels or parts 
Parde, pardiaux, a dommon French oath, which 
moft of the perfonages in Chaucer exprefs very 
freqnently in Englith, with as little ceremony as 
the Greeks ufed their un Ava, and with as little 
incanirg too [cies 
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Parements, 2. ¢/. Fr. ornamental furniture ot 
_ €lothes 
Paréntele, «, Fr. kindred 
Parfay, Fr. par foy, by my faith 
Parfei, as parfay 
Parfit, adj. "Fr. perfe@ 
Parfitly, adv. perfectly 
Parfourme, v. Fr.to perform 
Parifhens, 2. pl. Fr. parifhioners« 
Paritorie, n. Fr. Lat. thé herb paric tatia, or pellle 
tory of the wall Pom oy 
Parlement, », Fr. an affembly for confoltation,: @: 
confultation ° 3 : 
Parten, inf. m. Fr. to take part 
Partie, mr. a part, a party itd a difpute 
Parvis, 2. Fr. a portico before a church, Du Caage. 
in v. Paradifus ¥. Yt appears that books wer’. 
commonly fold au Parvis divant Notre Dame atPan 
tis, AtEondon the Parvis was frequented by Sea! 
ieants at Law, See Fortefeue de Laud. leg. “Ang 
c- li, “ Poft meridiem curiz non tenentur; £¢.-- 
“« placitantes tune fe divestunt’ ad “Pevi 
“ fum et alibi, confulétites com Sexvientibys, 
“ ad Legem et aliis confifiatiis fuis.” There». 
a difference of opinion where the parvis at Loris. 
“don, to which thelawyers reforted, was fiuatedy: * 
Somner fuppofes it to have been in Old-Palaces « 
yard, before Weftminfter-hall, Gloff. in X Scriph, 
v. Triforium ; but others, with more probabilie . 
ty, think it was what Dugdale calfs The Per= 
vyfe of Pawles. When the Serjeants had dined 
in any of the inns of court, St. Paul’s lay much 
more conveniently for an afternoon confultation, 
than Weftmiofter-hall 
Pas, 2, Fr. a footpace; his borfe—on*which he 
rode a pas ful foftely Hentence 
Pafs, uv. Fr. to furpafs, to excel, to judge, to pafs 
Paflant, paffing, port, pr. excelling {ter noftcr® 
Patren, jaf. m. to pray, properly to repeat the Paw 
Pavade, «. a weapon of offence 
Paumes, 2. p/. Fr. the palms of the hands : 
Pax, to kitle the pax + for an account of this cere-’ 
mony, fee Du Cange in v. r 
Payen, edj. Fr. Pagan i 
Paynes, n. pf. Heathens f 
Payfaunce, a. paufing or ftopping, Gloff. Ur. qi > 
Pecunial, adj. pecuniary, paid in money ; 
Pees, a. Fr. peace; when uled as an interjeGion, it 
fignifies the fame as hold thy pees, be filent 
Peine, n. Fr. penalty ; up peine of deth. Sce Up— 
Grief, torment, labour ‘ 
Peine, v. Fr, to torture, to put to pain; fhe peined 
hire, fhe took great pains 
Peife, v. Fr. to poife, to weigh 
Pell, a. a honfe, a cell, Sp. and Sk fa palace, 
Gloff. Ur. q.? ° 
Pellet, x. Fr. pslette, 2 ball 
Penance, n. Fr. repentance, pains to be undergons 
by way of fatisfaétion for fin, pain, forrow 
Penant, n. Fr. a perfon doing penance 
Penccll, #. Fr. pennoncel, 2 {mall Qresmer 
Penible, adj. induftrious, pains taking > 
Penitencer, #. #7. a prieft whe enjoins penanceig, 
extraordinary cafes 





Pardoner, 2. Fy, a feller of pardons Se sedelgeae | Penmark, pr. n. a place in Bretagesg 
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Penner, n. a pencafe. In the inventary of the goods 
of Henry V. Rot. Parl. 2 He Vi. n. 15, m. 13, 
is the following article, Ua penner’ t 1 yakborn 
@ arg. derren’; and again, m. 2, 3 pennere et 
corne covert du vébuet bloy 
Penon, n. Fr. a ftreamer or enfign 
Pens, a. pl. Sax. pennies 
Penfell, n.aspencell 
Penfifehed, #. penfivenels 
eper, n. Lat. pepper; to brewe peper, feems to 
‘be an expreffion for, the preparation of a hot 
wangent liquor which should burn the throats of 
“the drinkers; in the orig. it is—wasies le braffe- 
vont tel poivre 
(, Reple, 2. Fr. people 
“peéplith, adj. vulgar 
‘Perche, n. Fr. a pearch for birds 
‘Percel, adv. parcel 
Perda, as pardé 
Pere, v, to appear 
Pere, 2, Fr. a peer, an equal 
‘Perégal; adj. equal 
‘Peregrine, adj. Fr. wandering 
‘Pereles, adj. without an equal 
Perjenete, a, a young pear 
. Pernafa,pr. », Mount Parnaffus 
':, Berrie, a. Fr. jewels, precious ftones 
Perfaunt, part, pa. Fr. piercing 
Perfe, pr. n. Perfia | 
Perfe, adj. Fr. tky coloured, of a blewifh gray 
Perfelee, m Sax. Lat, parfley 
Perfone, ». arb. Lat. a man, generally a man of 
dignity, a parfon or rector of a church 
Pertelote, pr. n. of a hen 
Perturbe, w. Fr. to trouble 
‘Perturbing, #. difturbance 
" Peevinke, x. Sax. Lat, the herb periwinkle 
‘ery, x. Fr. a pear tree 
Pefe, n. Fr. as pees 
Pefon, a. pl. Sax. peas 
Pefible, adj. peaceable 
Peter Alfonfe, Piers Alfonfe 5 
Petrark, pr. n. Our author has inferted a tranfla- 
tion of the rozd fonnet of Petrarch into his 
‘Troilys.and Crefeide ; it is not in the Filoftrato + 
there. feems.to be no fufficient reafon for believ- 
ing that Chaucer had ever feen Petrarch. 
Peytrel, ». Fr. the breaftplate of a horfe 
Phifike, x. Fr. medicine 
Phifiologus, pr. m. ‘There was a larger work with 
‘the fame title in profe, which is frequently quot- 
ed by Vincent of Beauvais 
Phiton, pr. n. the ferpent Python 
Phitoneffe, ». arb. Lat. a witch 
Pie, n. Fr. a magpie, a pratting goflip or tell-tale 
Pierrie, ». Fr. jewels, precious ftones 
Piggefnie. <The Romans ufed oculus as a term of 
endearment; and perhaps Piggefnie, in vulgar 
Janguage, only means oculus, the eyes of that ani- 
mal being teosarkably {malt 
Pight, pa. ¢, of pike, v Sax. pitched 
Pike, v. Sax. to pitch, to pick, as a hawk does his 
. feathers, to fteal, to peep 
Pike, n. Sax. a fith fo called 
Pikercl, », Sax. a young pike 
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Pilche, 2. Sax. a ceat or cloak of fkins, Prov. 4; 
foga pellicea, Funius in v. 

Piler, 7, Fr. a pillar 

Pille, v. Fr. piller, to rob, to plunder 

Pilled, rather piled, part. pa. Fr. pid, bald 

Pillours, 1. pl. Fr. plunderers 

Pilwe, 1. Sax. a pillow 

Pilwe-bere, n. Sax. the covering of 2 pillow 

Piment, #. éaré. Lat. fpiced wine, wine mixed with 
honey owe, 

Pinche, v. Fr. to fqueeze; ther coude no wight 
pinche at his writing, no one could lay hold cf 
any flaw in his writings % i 

Pine, 2. Sax. pain, grief 

Pine, v. Sax, to torment 

Pined, part. pa. tortured 

Pipe, v. Sax. to play on a pipe; to pipe in an ivy 
lefe, is put for any ufelefs employment, as is now 
faid of a difappomted maf, He may go whiftle. 
See Buckes horn 

Piftell, n. Sax. Lat. an epiftle, a fhort leffon 4 

Pitance, 2. Fr. a mefs of viduals; it properly 
means an extraordinary allowance of victuals 
given to nronafticks, in addition to theiz ufual 
commons. See Du Cange in v. Pidtautia 

Pith, n. Sax. marrow, ftrength 

Pitous, adj. Fr. merciful, compaffionate, exciting 
compaffion 

Pitoufly, adv. pitifully 

Plage, #. Lat. the plague 

Plages, n, pi. Lat. the divifions of the globe; the ~ 
plagesof the north, the northern regions 

Plain, «. Fr. a plain 

Pleo: a fimple, clear ; it is often vfed as an ad- - 
ver! 

Plain, v. to make plain 

Plaine, v. Fr. to complain 

Plainliche, adv. plainly 

Plat, platte, adj. Fr. flat, plain, the flat of a fword ; 
it is often ufed asan adverb; all plat, i. ¢. flatly; 
full plat and eke ful plain 

Plate, a. a flat piece of metal; a breft-plate, armour 
for the breaft; a pair of plates, armour for the 
breaft and back 

Play, #. Sax. fport, pleafure 

Play, v. to fport, to take pleafure, to a& upon 2 
ftage, to play upon mufical inftruments, to jead 
a pilgrimage, to withdraw upon pretence of go- , 
ing on a pilgrimage ‘ 

Ple, 2. Fr, an argument or pleading 

Plein, odj. Fr. full, perfee& 

Plenere, adj. Fr. complete 

Plefance, », Fr. pleafure 

Plefinges, 2. p/. pleafures 

Plete, v. Fr. to plead 

Pieting, #. pleading 

Plie, v. Fr. to bend or mold 

Plight, x, condition 

Plight, pa. t. & part. of 
plucked 

Plighte, v. Sax. to engage, to promife 

Plighte, pa. ¢. plighten, pi. 

Plite, v. to plait or fold. See Plie 

Plite, . condition, form. See plight 

Plungy, adj. Fr, wet, rainy 


pluck, v. Sex. pulled, 
- . 





Ps 


GLOSSARY. 


Poilcis, adj. Fr. of Apulia, anciently called Poile. 
Willamme’s digter Converfane in Poyle ta wyve be 
nawie 

Point, 2. Fr. the principal bufinefs, a ftop or full 
point; in gucd point, in good cafe or condition; 
at point devile, with the greateft exactnefs; at 
point to brett, in point for to bralt, ready to 
burft 

Pointel, 2. Fr. 2 ftyle or pencil for writing 

Poinen, inf. m. v. Fr. to prick with any thing 
puinted 

Poke, », Fr.a pocket, a bag. See Pouche 

Poke, v. Fr. to thruft 

Polive, x. a pulley 

Pollax, n. Sua. a halberd, bipennis. Prompt. Paro. 

Pomel, #. Fr. any ball or round thing, che top of 
the head 

Pomeleé, adj, Fr. fpotted with round fpots like ap- 
ples, dappled; pomelee gris, of a dapple-gray cos 
lour : 

Popelot, «, This word may either be confidered as 
a diminutive from pouple, a puppet, or as a core 
ruption of papellot, a butterfly 

Popet, ». Fy, a puppet . A 

Popingay, n. a parrot; papegaut, Fr. papegacy, Belg. 
Fapagallo, teal, 

Popped, adj. Fr. nicely dreifed 

Popper, ». joiy poper, a bodiin, according to Sp. 
and Sé who however produce no authority for 
fuch interpretation, The name feems to be fit- 
ter for a piftgl 

Pore, v, to look earnefily, poren, pr. t. pl. 

Pore, aij. for poure 

Forifme, % Gr. is ufed in the fenfe of—a coronary, 
a theorem deduced from another 

Porphurie, pr. a. of a fpecies of marble, porphyry 

Port, . Fy. carriage. behaviour 

Portecolife, n. Fr, a falling gate, a portcullis 

Portor, #, a breviary, Du Cange in v. Portiforium 

* Poufe, m a rheum or defiuction obitructing the 
voice, catarris, corifa, Promp. Parvs 

Pofe, v. Fr. to fuppafe ; I pofe Thad finned fo 

Pots; a. Fr. to puth 

Potted, part. pas 

Pitle a pl. Lat, an invidious name for fuch 
religious communities as were endowed with 
lands, &c. the muidicant orders profeffed to live 
eutirely upon alms 

Pol, ». Sux. a prop or fupport 

Polld, m. Fr. power 

Potccary, 2. Fr. an apothecary 

Putent, a. £r. a crutch, a walking-flick 

Patencial, adj #r. ftrong, powerful 

Poteltat, «, Fr. 4 principal magiftrate 

Pouche, ». Sr. pocket, pouch 

Poudre, x. Fr. powder, poudres, pl. 

Poverte, #. fr. poverty; itis to be pronounced po- 
verte, the final e being confidered as an ¢ femi- 
mine 

Poulce, 2. Fr. th? poulfe 

Poule, pr. 2. St. Paul 

Pounloned, part. pa. punched with a bodkin 

Poupe, v. to make a noife with a horn 

 Pourchace, « Fr. to buy, to previde 

Pour acquifition, purchate 
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Poure, v. as pore 
Poure, adj. Fr, poor 
Pourtraie, v. Fr. to draw a picture 
Pourtraiour, 2. a drawer of pictures 
Pourtaiture, a picture or drawing © 
Pradtike, 2. Fr. practice 
Preamble, «. Fr. preface 
Preambulatioun, #. preamble 
Precious, adj. Fr. over nice 
Predefting, 2. Fr. predeftination 
Predication, 2. Fr. preaching, a fermon 
Prees, x. Fr, @ prefs.or ctowd : 
Prefe, preve, #. Fr. proof, trial; at prevé,on trl 
al; with evil prefe, evil may it prove. See” 
With . {trate “ 
Prefed, a. Fr. Tat. a governor or principal magi « 
Preife, 2. Fr, commendation 
Preife, v. Fr. to commend, to value 
Prentis, x. Fr. an apprentice 
Prentifhode, a. apprenticefhip ~ 
Preparat, part. pa. Lat. prepared c 
Prés, adv. Fr. near, fo | fulpect this word isto. ke- 
underftood ; of prés, i-e. at hand, clofe 5. présy 
Fr. or perhaps of prés may be put for in a prees. 
See Prees 7 
Prefe, v. Fr. to prefs or crowd. a dete 3 
Prefent, 0. Fr ‘to offer, to make a prefentaf 3. 
and with the wine fhe gan hem to prefent ; and 
fmote his head of, his fader to prefent : 
Prefentarie, adj. Lat. prefent 
Preft, adj. Fr. ready >” 
Pretend, v. Fr. to lay claim to 
Preterit, adj. Fr. pated abe 
Preve, v. Fr. to try, to demonttrate by trial 
Preve, v, neut, to turn.oat upon trial 
Prick, n. Sax. a point, a pointed wedpon 
Prick, prike, #. Sax. to wound, to, {puta horfe, to 
ride-hard 
Prickafour, #, a hard rider 
Pricking, ». hard riding 
Prideles, adj. Sax. without pride 
Prie, v. to look curioufly 
Prikk’, 2: See Prick 
Prime, adj. Fr. Let. firft; at prime temps, at the 
fir time; at prime face, at firlt appearance 
Prime, ». the firft quarter of the artificial day; 
half way prime, prime half fpent ; prime large, . 
prime far advanced : 
Primerole, ». Fr. a primrofe, Conf. dm. 148. b.° 
Primetemps, 2. Fr. Spring : 
Pris, n. Fr. price, praife ; it be prys, or it be blamtey , 
Conf. Am. 165 i 
Privé, adj. Fr. private; privé and apert, ‘private * 
and public ; privé man, a. man entrufted with 
private bufivefs ‘ 
Prively, adv. privately 
Privetee, x. private bufinefs 
Proceffe, ». Lat, progrefs 
Profeffioun, ». Fr. the monaftic profeffion 
Proheme, 2. Fr. Gr. a preface 
Proine, v. Fr. provigner ; it feems to have fignifi- 
ed originally to take cuttings from vines, in or= 
der to plant them out ;qfrom hence it has been 
vfed for the cutting away of the fuperftuous 
fhoots of all trees, which we row call pruningy 
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GLOSSARY. Fer 


be inconttant ; what the otiginal of the phrafe 
may have been, is not foctear 
Ramage, adj. Fr. wild 
Rammith, adj. Sax. sank Like a ram. 
Rampe, v. Fr to climb; fhe rampeth in my face, 
the rifes againft me, Hliesin my face. « 
Ran, pa. #, of rene, Taunen, pl. 
Rape, adv. quickly, ipeedily 
»Rape,w. halte 
Rape, v. Sax, to take captive; to rape and renne, 
to feize and plunder, See Renne 
Rafi, px. 2, én Arabian phytician of the roth cen- 
tury, Sve Pubric. Bild. Gr. t. xiii. p. 46,10 v. dls 
bubvoir 
Ratkaile, m. a pack of rafcals 
Roted, part. pa. chidden 
Ruthe, adv, Sav toon, carly, fpeedily _ 
Rather, comp. d. fooner 
* Rathett, fiperl. d.foonett 
Rather, af. Sax. comp, d. former 
Ratouns, a. pl. Fr. rats 
; Raught, pa. #. of recan, v. Sav. reached: on his 
sWay he raught, He fprang forgh on his way. 
Raught, pa. ¢. of reccan, v. Sux. eared, rocked Ny 
Ravenefs, (ravinours) a, pf plunderers 
‘Ravine, a. Fr. ‘rapincy foules of raven, birds of 
prey 
Ravilable, adj. Fr. favenous ras 
Ravithing, part, pro Fr. vapid; with a ravifhing 
fweigh; ra ido terbine, orig. See Swegh 
Raunfon, 2%. ranfom . 
Rayed, pare 7. ftreaked or fitiped, Du. 25% 
Real, edj. Fre royal 
Realler, ed. d. more royal 
Reallichs aay. royally 
Reaktee, a, royalty - 
Rebekke, pr. a. Rebecca 
Rebekke, a. Fr. a musical inftrument 
Rechafed, pa. ¢ Fr. aterm in hunting, Du. $79 
Recche, tekke, ov. . to care 
Recchetes, adj, carelefs 
Recohelefneife, n. carelefnefs : 
Reclaime, v. Fr. a teem in falconry for bringing 
the hawk to the fil by a certain call 
Reclaiming, 1, calling, in the feafe uf reclaime 
“Recomfort, vw. Fr. to comfore 
Record, #, Fr. witnels, teRimony 
Recorde, v. Fr. to remember ; it fornetimes feems 








a 











te be ufed in 2 technica] legal fente, for what is” 


called to enter upon record in judicial proceed- 
Recreandife, aaP. fignifies fear, cowardice, defer- 
tiow of principle a 
Reereant, a7. one who yields himfelf to his adver- 
fary in fingle combat; for the fall import of 
thele two words, fee Du Cange in v. Resre- 
dentin 
Recure, m Fr. recovery 
Recured, part. py. Fr. recovere 
Redde, red, pa, #, of rede, o. Sars 
Reddour, a. Fr. ftrength, violenée 
Rede, a. Sux, advice, counfel, a reed 
“Rede, v, Sax. to advife, to read, to explain, Du. 279 
Rede, adj. Sax. red - 
Kedoute, v. Fr, to fear 
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Redouting, nm. reverence - > EN 

Redreffe, v, Fr. to recover, to make amends for 

Reflect, part, pa. Lat. recovered . es 

Retiguring, part. pa, Fr. figuring againt © 

Refrain, ». Hr. the burden of a tong : 

Refraining, a. the finging of the burden of 2 fong 

Refreide, 0. Fr. to cool ey 

Refrete, 2 the fame as sefrain,in Ber. it i printed 
corruptly frefreit a 

Refte, ritte, #. Sux. a chink or erevice 

Refute, n. Fr. refuge > 

Reals, 2..pl. Fr. royzlies. 2 

Regard, . Fr, at regard of, with refpedt to, in 
comparifon of 

Repne, s, Fr. a kingdom 

Rehete, v. Fr. rehaiter, to revive, to cheer 

Reheting,». according to feveral mf. and all the rea 
heting of his fikes fore; fome mf and mott of 
the printed editions read richeffe inftead of re= 
heting, Glo. Ur. Richeffe, though almoft as 
aukward an expreflion as the other, is more 
agreeable to the correfpusding paflage*in che 
Filoftrato— " 























E ffpir che gli avea a gran doxica— 


and one can hardly canceise that it could come 
from any hand but that of the author. I can 
make no fenfe of reheting; but at the fame time 
I mutt allow, that ic is not likely to have been in- 
ferted by way of a glofs (orig. 

Reile, », newt. to roll; reilcth diverfely ; vogatur, 

Reines. See Raines ate 

Rejoice, v. Fr. to rejoice 

Reke, v. Sax, to exhale . ‘ 

Reken, v. Sax, to reckon, to come to a reckoning 

Rekes, a, tf. Sax. ricks (of corn) 

Relaies, a. 24, Fr. frefh fers of hounds, Da. 362 

Relefe, n, Sax. what is left 

Relees, a. Fr. releafe : 7 

Religioufite, a. #r. perfons of a religious profeffion, 
the cler, 

Relike, n. Fr. a relic, relikes, pl. 

Remenant, #. Fr, a remnant, a remaining part 

Remes, a. ph. Fr. realms 

Remiffails, n. pl. Fr. orts, leavings —-* 

Remorie, x. pr. to caufe remorte, to affli 

Remuable, adj. Fr. moveab! 

Remue, remewe, romeve, vw Fr. to temove, Conf, 
Am. 164. b. .  #. 

Remued, pa. #. . 

Renably, adv, Fr. reafonably 

Renegate, . Fr. an apoitate from Chriftienity 

Reueie, v, Fr, to renounce, to abjure | oa 

Renges, 2. pl. Fr. ranks, the iteps of aladder | 

Renue, v, Sax, to run, to rend . 

Renomee, a. Fr. renown 

Renovelannce, m. Fr. a renewing 

Renovelle, v2. to renew 

Rent, v. Sex, to tear or rend 

Rupaite, a. Fr. refort 

Repaire, v. Fr. te return a 2 

Repentunt, part. pre Fr, repenting- 

Reprefe, repreve, 2. Fr. reprouf . [fing 

Repreilion, ». eemsto be put for Power of reprci- 

yy 





. 


am ga 


got 


Requere, o. Fr. to require. * 
Rere, v; Sax. to raife 
Refeous, a. Fr. refcue 
Refcowe, v. Fr, to refeue 
Refon, #. Fr. reafon, proportion 
Refons, a. pl. Fr, difcourfes 
Refpite, n. may perhaps be put for refpee 
Refpiten, inf. m. Fr. to grant a refpite, to excufe 
Refport, x. is probably put for fefpect . 
Rete, ». Sax. repofe 
Refte, v, Sax. to repofe, tosceafe from labour 
Retenue, a. Fr. tetihue ; at his retenue retained by 
Lm. 
Rethor, n. Fr. Lat. an orator or rhetorician 
Reve, n. Sex. a fteward or builif 
Reve, v. Sag. to take away 
Revel, n. Fr. entertainment, properly during the 
night, fport, feltivity 
Revelour, #. a reveller 
Revelrie, n. pleafure 
Revers, adj. Fr. contrary 
Reverfe, v. Fr. to overturn 
Revert, v. Fr. to turn back 
Reveft, v. Fr. to clothe again : 
Rew, 2. a row or line; on a rew, ip a line; all by 
tew. See A’row - 
Rewake, v. Sax. to waken again 
Reward, n. Fr. regard, refpect; take reward of thin 
own value, have regard to thine own value; in 
rewatd of, in comparifon with. See Regard 
Rewe, v. Sax. to have compuilion, to fuffer, to 
.. have caufe to repent 
Reyes, ». pl. dances in ufe among the Dutch, Reye, 
Belg. Cborea celerior, chorea in longam Sferiem, Ki+ 
lian - : 
Reyfed, * Les Gandois firent une rez fur les 
# marches de Haynaule, et dedans le pays pille- 
_  yent, broflerent, et firent moult de maux.”” 
Mem. ie!la March. p. 384, where a note in the 
margin fays, “ Rey/e en bas Alemand,” fignify 
un vogaye OW course.” 
Ribaninges, n. ph. feems to fignify borders 
Ribaude, 2. a poor labourcr ; but the word gene- 
rally implies profligacy of manners, as well as 
meannels of. condition. Sce Du Cange in v. Rie 
baldus 1 
Ribaudrie, #. ribaldry, indecent words or actions 
Ribibe, #. a fort of mufical inftrument 
Ribible, «, a fmall ribibe 
Richard, pr. 1 have vindicated the character of 
this heroic prince from an afperfion which was 
firft caft upon him, I find, by Mr. Rymer, in 
confequence of a miftaken conftruction of a paf- 
fage in Hoveden; I am tempted to add here the 
beginning of a poem which, having been com- 
poled after his death, by Anfelem Faydit, muft 
Rand clear of <i fufpicion of having been either 
begged or bought 


For chaufaes et tot lo maior dan, 
El maior dol, las! q eu auc mais agues, 
Et zo, don dei toz gemps plaigner pioran, 
/M aven adir en chantar gt retraire, 
De cel q era de valorz caps et paire. 
Liteis valenz Ricard, reis des Engles, 


GLOSSARY. 


. Es morz ;-ai Deus! cals perda et cals danz es! 
Can eftraing moz et qan greu per audir! 
Ben a dur cor toz hom co po fofrir. 

* Morz ea li reis, et fon paffat milan 

Qanc tan pros hom no fo ne nol vit res, 

Ne ia mais hom non et del fen fenblant, 

Tan larcs, tan pros, tan ardiz, tals donaires ~ 

> Q Alixandres lo reis, qe vengi Daire, 

No cuit ge tan dones ni tan mefles,, _, 

Ni an Charles ni Artus tan valgues, 

Qa tot lo mon fen fez, gin vol ver dir, 

Als us doptar et alsaltres grazir.” | +” 
ML. Grofts, fol. 118. ‘ 


° 


Richeffe, #. Fr. wealth, richeffes, pf. riches 
Riddeled, part. pa. plaited, Gloff. Ur. 


Ridden, part. pa. of ride; he és ridden, they be* 


ridden, be had ridden \ 
Ride, v. Sex. he rideth him 
Riding, ». probably a proceflion 
Rife, rive, v. Sax. to thruft through 
Right, #. Sax. a right or due; at alle rightes; at 
Tall points e 7 
Right, adj. good, true 
Right, adv, truly, rightly, exadtly, completely ; it 
is frequently joined to adjectives, as the adverbs 
well and full are, to augment their force 
Rime, #. Fr. a compofition in rhyme; hence the 
title of The rime of Sire Thopas, Rime-dogee 
rel. See Dogerel : 
Rimeyed, part. pa. Fr. compofedein rhyme or 
verfe 
Rimpled, part. pa. Sax, wrinkled 
Ring, v. Sax. to make to found, wv. nevteto found 
Rife, n. Sex. fmall twigs of trees or buthes 
Rithe, x, Sax,aruhh =, 
Rift, for rifeth 
Rit, for rideth 
Rivage. See Arivage 
Rive, v. neut. Sax. to fplit, to fall afunder 
Riveling, part. pr. Sax. wrinkling; ruyfelen, Belg. 
rugare, Kilian = 
Roche, #, Fr. arock ; roches, pi. 
Rode, n. Sux. the crofs; rodé-beem ; it is alfo calle 
ed the rode-tree, from its being made of wood 
Rode, 2. Sax. complexion Coe 
Rody, adj. Sax. ruddy i‘ 
Rofe, pa. ¢. of rife; rofte fhould probably be rofe 
Rogge, . Sax. to fhake ; roggyr or mevyn, agitoy 
Prompt. Parv. : 
Roigne, n. Fr. a {cab, mange 
Roignous, ed. Fr, feabby, rough . 
Rokette, a. Fr. a loofe upper garment 
Roking, part, pr. of rokke or rogge, v. peut. Sax, 
Shaking, tyembling 3 roggyn or waveryn, vacillo, 
Promp. Pare. 7 
Rombel, 2, a rumbling noife, rumour 
Rome, v, Sax. to walk about é 
Rondel, n, Fr. a rhyme or fonnet which ends as it 
begins, Cotgrave 
Rone, gr. 2, Rouen in Normandy 
Rene, pa. ¢. of ruin, v. Sex. rained 
Ropen, fart. fa. of repe, v. Sax. reaped 
Rofalgar, red afenic, a preparation of orpiment 
Chambers in v. Realgar, Wt thould rather pere 


. 





GLOSSARY. 


haps have been written Ryfalger, with mf, c.g, 
as the Latin name is rjfgallum 

Rofen, ad. rofy 

Rofér, a, Fr. a rofebuth 

Rofe-red, aqj. red as a rofe 

Rote, a. Sax. a root 

Rote, a root in aftrology : 

Rote, n. a mufical inftrument, See Du Cange in 
v. Roda. Notker, who tived in the roth cen- 

» tusy, fays that it was the ancient p/i/tarium, but 
altered in its fhape, with an additional num- 
ber of ftrings, Schifter, in v. Rotta 

Rote, n. Fr. pragtice; by rote, by heart, 
Coty. 

Rote, u Sax. to rot 

Roten, gart, pa 5 

Rother, #, Sav, the gudder of a fhip 

Rought, for raught, fas #. of reeche 7 

Rouke v. Sax. to lie clofe; but now they rucken in 
her nett Conf. dm. 73. 

Role, v. neut. Sax. to roll, to run eafily ; where 
fome capies haye royle. See Reile 7 

Roume, », fax. room, {pace 

Rone, adj. wide, {pacious 

Roumer, comp. d. wider 

Rouncevall, pr. 2. . 

Rouncic, m. barb. Lat, a common hackney horfe. 

* See Du Gunge in v, Runcinus 

Roundel. n, Fr. a fort of fong. See Rondel—a cir- 
colar figure : 

Route, «. Fr, a company % 

Route, v. to aflemble ina company 

Route, w. Fr. to fnore, to rear, 

Routhe, n. Sax, sompaflion, the objed of compaf- 
tion a ina : 

Routheles, adj. without compaffion 

Row, #. aline of writing. See Row 

Raw, adj. Sax. rough,—he loked wel rowe 

Rowne, v. Sax. to whilper 

Ribeus. See Puclla 

Rubins, a. ¢4 Fr. rubies 

Racking, fart pr. of rucke, or souke, . Sax. ly- 
ing clofe 

Rudde, n, Sax. complexion. See Rode 

Ruddock, #. Sax. a bird called robin red-breatt 

Rufus, gr. a Greek phyfician, of whofe works 
fome are extant. Sce Fubric. Bibl. Gr. 1. iv. c. 


par ratine, 





= 
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Ruggy, adj. rough 

Rullel, pr.n. the fox is called Dan Rusfel, from his 
red colour, fuppofe 


. 


8. 


Sachelles, m. pl. Fr. fmall facks 

Sacked freres, friars wearing a coarfe upper gar- 
ment, called faccus, Mat. Paris, ad. an. 12573 
“ Eodem tempore novus ordo apparuit Londini 
“ de quibufdam Tratribus ignotis et non previ- 
# fis, qui, quia faccis incedebant induti, tratres 

* “ Saccati vocabentur.” 

Sacre, a, Fr.a facred folemnity 

Sade, adj, Sax. grave, Sicady, fggpowful, repent- 
ant 


799 - 


Sadly, adv. fteadily, carefully; this meffenger . 


érank fadly ale and wine; this meffenger ap- 
Plicd himfelf to drink, ale and wine 
Gadnefs, 2. gravity, fteadinefs 
Saffcon, v. Fr.to tinge with faffron. - | 
Saie for feie, pa. t. of fe v. Sax. faw - : 
Saile, y. Fr. to affail i . 
Sailours, 2. p!. may mean dancers, from the Lat. Fr.s 


fo in Pierce Plough, 68, for 1 cgn—neither fayien, . 


ne faute, ne fyng, to the gyterne: the lines 
which Chaucer has here tranflated are not 
in ‘the bef edit. of the Rom. de la Rofz, Pan 
ris, 1735, but they are quoted by Junius, Etym. 

” Ling. Angl in v. Timbzlere, from an edit. of 
45295 : 


Apres y cut farces joyeufes, 

- Er batelleurs et batelleuies, 
Qui de paffe paffe jouoyent, 
Ec en lair ung bailin ruoyent, 
Pais le feavoyent bien recuillir 
Sur ung doy, fans point y faillir. 


where it is plain that the author ig Speaking of 
jugglers rather than dancers < 

Saine, for feine, pars. pa. of fe, v. Sax. iten 

Saine, gv. 2. the river Seine 

Salade, n, Fr. a fort of armour for the breaft 

Salades, n. ¢. Fr. fallads of herbs 

Salewe, falue, v. Fr. to falute 

Salued, part. pa, 

Saluinges, n. p/. falutations caer 

Samite, 2. Fr. Gr, arich filk. See Du Cange in v, 
Examitus 

Sanguin, adj. Fr. of a blood-red coloug % 

, Sarlinithe, thould perhaps be farfinithe, from the 
Fr. farrafnois, a fort of fine filk ufed for veils. 
See Du Caugein v. Saracenicum and Saracenumy 
It is ftill called farcenex 

Sarpleres, n. pl. packages of a larger fize than 
facks, See Du Cange in v. Sarplerium, Surpila 


lire, Fr. a piece of canvas, &c. to wrap or pack 


Up wares in, Cotgraue 
Saten, ga. t 71. of fit, v Sax. 
Satalie, pr. a. the ancient Attatia 
Save, n. Lat. the herb fage : 
Sauf, adj, Fr. fafe. See Vouche—{aved or excepted 
Saveté, n. Fr. falery 
Saule, forfoule ~~ 
Savour, «. zeut. Fr. to tafte, to relith 
Savouring, 2, Fr. the fenfe of rafting 
Savourous, adj. {weet, Pleafant 
Saufefleme, a compofition, of which twa of the ins 
gredients are brimftone and quickfilver 
Sautes, a. g/. Fr. affault G 
Sautrie, 2. Fr. Gr. a mufical ftring inftrument. See 
Rote ~ . a 
Sawe, x. Saz. fpeech, difcourfe—a proverb or 
wife faying ~ “age 3 
Say, for fey, pa. ¢. of fe, v. Sax. faw 
Scall, 7. Sav. afeale or {cab 
Scalled, adj. {eabby, fcurfy - 
Scantilone, «. Fr. a pattern, £ feans!ing 
Searce, adj. Fr. paring, tingy . 





Scariot, gr. a. Judas Heariot 


ar 


Ls 








+ Bhere, uv. Sax. to cut 


GUOSEARY, 


ee, Sax. dry we eee 
eryeant, # F. a fquire attendant upon.a prince 
or nobleman, a fergeant of the lawe. His 
Mame is derived from his having been originally 
afervant of the king in his law bnfinets, /er- 
viens ad legem, jut as ferviens ad arma. ‘Whe king 


"had formerly a fergeant in every country. Sped- | 


maain v. Serviens 

Seri, n. fr. feries 

Scemoxiny, n. Fr, preaching 

Servage, a. Fr. fervitude, Bavery 

Servaud, sart. pr. of ferve, ferving 

Serve, of Fr. to ferve. to bchave to 

Set, for fetteth; fer fette, pa. £, 

Setewale, 2. Sar. the herb valerian 

Sethe, v. to boil 

Sethe, for fethed, pa. t. . 

Sette, 0. “ax, to place, to puts fetteth him doun, 
Placeth himfelf on afest; yer fertest cas, yet 
1 put the cafe, or fuppofe—to pat a value on a 
thing, to rate; 1 nolde ferte his forrow at a 
myte, [ would not value his forrow—to fette a 
man’s cappe, to make a fool of Him, Sette, pa, t, 

Seurcment, w. Fr. fecurity, in adggal fense : 

Seureteg, ». Fr. certainty, turety, in a legal fenfe 

Sewe, v. Fr to follow : . 

Sewes, a, pl. Fr. dithes * 

Seye. Sve Svie 

Shadde, fat, of thede, v. Sax. fell in drops 

Shadde, pa #. of thade, v. Sax. thaded, covered 
with thade # : 

Shadowy, adj."Xax. unfubtantial 

Shaft,~. Sax, an arrow 

Shal, anvil. v. Sax, is ufed fometimes with an el- 
lipfis of the infinitive mood, which ought to fol- 
low it, beth fwiche as | have ben to you and 
dhal, i.e, fhall be; firft tell me whither I hal, i. ¢. 
fhall go; yet all is don or thal, i. ¢. fhalfhe done 

Shale, 2. Sak. a dhell or hufe; bue all n’is worthe 
anutte fhale . 2 

Shalmits, #. pl. thalms, mufical ftring inftruments, 
otherwife called pfalteries or fautries. See Rote 

Shante, n. Sax. thames dethe, a death of fhame, a 
Shameful death; to York he did him lede, 
Achames dede to deie 

Shamefatt, adj. Sax. modelt nes 

Shape, # Sax, form, figure 

Shapelich, adj. Sax. fit, likely 

Shayen, thape, part. pa of thape, v, Sax. formed, 
figured, prepared . 

Shawe, x, Sax. a fhade of trees, a grove 

Shefe,». Sex. a bundle; a fheaf ot arrows; theves, 
fl.ofcorn # . 

Shefeld, pr. n. Sheffield in Yorkthire ; 

Sheld, a, Sax. a fhicld; theldes, 2/. French crowns, 
called in Jr. ecws, from their havify on one fide 
the figare of a thield 

Shemering. 2. Sax. a glimmering 

Shend, ». Sax, to ruin 

Shendhip, a. rum, punishment 














. Skene, ag. Sax, bright, fhining 





Shent, pert, pa. of fhand 
Shepen, a. Lax, a tude 

to fhave : 
SHerte, a. Sax. a thirt, U hudde Rver than my 





FIT 
therte; Ewould give my thir, fe. Mthat 1 
bave—It feems to meda the tien in which-a 
new-born child is wrapped ; that apen was my 
dethe crit than my fhierte. ary 








O fatel fultren, whiche or any clothe 
Me fhapen was, my deftinee me fponne— 


Sens firft that day that fhapen was my fherte. 
Orby the fatal fuller had my dome.— 


Alas! that Une had bronght her in my fhert? it 
_feems to be put for fkirt, (or lap) which per- 

haps was the original word. st 

Shete, v. Sax. to thoot - a ¥ 

Shetes, . p/. Sax. theets % 2 

Shette, thet, v. Szx. to clofe or fhut. Shette, ther, 
fe t.and gurt. fo was hire herte fhette in hire 
diltreffc, fo was her heart overwheimed with — 
her diftrefs 

Shilt; v. Sex, to divide 

Shilde, thelde, w. Sax. to fhield; God fhilde! God 
fhield or forbid bad 

Shipman, #. Sax. a mariner, the mafter of a barge 

x. afinall flice ‘i 

Shode, x. Gay. the hair of a nvan’s heal 

Shode, part. pa. c¥ thoe, v. Sax.thod, having fhoeson 

Shove, pa. t. of fhove, v. Sex. puthed : 

Shonde, 2, Sax. harm 

Shope, pa. t. of thape 

Shore, part. pa. of there 

Short, v. Sax. to make fhort 

Shot, part. pa. of thette, thut < 

Shoter, ». Say. a fhooter, ‘The yew tree is called 
thoter, becaufe bows are ufually made of it 

Shanes, a, pl. Sax. arrows, darts, any thing thacis 

ot 

Shove, fhowve,v, Sax. to puth} thove, part. pas 

Shrewe, v. Sax. to curfe 2 

Shrewe, a. Say. an ill tempered curit man or wa= 
man; fhrewes, p/. 

Shrewed, adj. Sax. wicked ; fhreude folk 

ShreWedneife, ». Sav. ill-nature 

Shrift, #. Sax. confeflion 

Shrifte-faders, 2. pi. Sax. father confeffors 

Shright, for fhricheth, hrieketh 

Shright, pa. #. of fhrich, 0. Sav. thrieked 

Shrive, v. Sex. to make confeflion 

Shriven, part. pa. Ihave ben thriven this day of 
my curat; 1 have made my coniefiion this day 
to my curate - 4 

Shroude, v. Sex. to hide 

Shulde, pa. #. of thal, thoulds thulden, sf 

Shulten, thula, fhul, ind. m. pr. #. pl. of Thal 

Sibbe, adj. Sax. related, allied 

Sie, for {eie, faw : 

Sift, v. Sax. to Shake ina fieve 

Sigh, Tor feic, faw : 

Sighte, pa.t. of fike, fighed 

Signe, v. Fr. to appoint 

Signifer, m. Lat. the zodiac 

Signifiaunce, ». Tr. fignification 

Sike, adj. Say. fick: ic fometimes feems to be pied 
asa noun, for fickttfs 

Sike, v. Sax. to figh 














¥ y ily 


noe 


Sik — Sev. a figh, fies, pl 

Siker, adj. Sex. fare 

Sikerde, part. pa. of fiker, v. Sax. affured 

Sikernefle, n. fccurity 

Sikerly, adv. furely- 

Eimpleffe, 2. Fx. fimplicity 

Bin, adv. Sux. abbrev, of fither, fince 

Sinamone, «. Fr. cinnamon 

Sip, 2. Sax. drink 

Bipher, g.3 cypheror figure of © in arithmetic; 
although a fipher in augrim have no might in 
fignificution of itfelfe, yet he yeveth power in 
fignification to other. ‘Vhere js another paffage 
in’ Du. ver. 435—0, which feems to imply that 
in Chaucer's time the numerals commonly called 

Arabian,had not been long in ufe in this country 

fire, m, Fr. Sieur, Seigneur, a refpestful title given 
formerly to men of various defcriptions, as well 
us to knights; Sire knight, Sire clerk, Sire 
monk, Sire man of lawe. It was fo ufually 
given to priefts that it has crept even into acts 
of parliament; Rot. Parl. ta and 13 E. IV. n. 
14.<Sir James Thekenes prefie; 1. H. IL p. 
X41, Sir Oliver Langton preft, Sir Robert Nay- 
eRhorp preft, Hence a Sir John came to be a 
nickname,fora prieft. Sire t fometimes put for 
perfonage; and melancholy tkat angry Sire.— 
Our Sire, our hofband, our goodman, as the 

~ ¥rench in their old familiar language ule notre 
Sire 

Sis, a. Fr. the caft of fix, the higheft caft upon a die 

Git, for fitteth, it fit me not to lie, it doth not bee 
come ine to lie; it fyt a kynge well to be chatt, 
Conf. Am. 168. b. 

Sithe, for fithes, ». pl. Sax. times 

Nithen, fith, adv. Sax. fince 

Sithes, a pt, Sax. fithes 

Bit'e, v, dex. to fitto become, tofuit with. Sec’ 
‘Bit 

Ejetand, part. pre 

Sitten, part. pa, - 

Skaffaut, a. rr. a feaffold, 2 wooden tower 

Skaffold, a. a fcaffold or Lage 

Scie, a. Sax. a cloud 

Skill, n Sax reafon ; filles, pt, 

Bhilful, adj. seafonable 

Skinke, v.-Sax. to pour out, to ferve with drink 

Skipte, pa.t. of ikippe, v- fae leaped sy 

Pkogan, pr. a 

§xorcle, v. Saa, to feorch 

Skrippe, n. Fr. elcharpe, a ferip 

Blacke, adj. Sax, flow - 

Blain, part. pa. of fle 

Stake, v., dex. to appeafe, sto make flack 

pdlake, v. news. to fail;to deli =. .¥ > 

Slawe, part. pa. of fle 
Sie, v. Sax to kill, to flay 

Sleer, 2. Sax.a Killer 

Sleighly, adv. Sav. conningly 

Sleight, 2. Sax. contrivance 

Sleightes, pt. fuche fleightes as 3 fhall you neven— 
fy this line fhould probably be written + ~~ 

“Shen, pr. re. pl. of fle, ing. m. 

Slep, flepe, pa. t. of flepe, v. ax, flept — 

Hebe, a. Sax, Rect, a mixture of rain and faow 





GLOSSARY. 


Sleveteffe, adj. feemsa to 0 fignify idle, unprofitable 
agit does itill in vulgar language 

Slider, uj. Sax flippery if 

Sliding, paré. pr. uncertain, Lyd. Tra. 99cb. 
fliding fortune, dubrica fortuna, orig. 

Slie, fligh, adj. Saz. cunning - 

Slike, for fwilke, adj. Sax. fach 

Slit, for flideth 

Slit, v. Sax. to cut through, to cleave 

Stiver, m. Sax. a fmall fice or piece 

Slo, v. Sax. to flay 

Slogatdie,». br. Hoth : 

Slomberinges, x, pl. Sax. lumberings 

Sloppe, #. Sex. a fort of breeches 

Slow, pa. t. of flo, lew 

Slowe, #. Sax. a moth, In the orig. Fr. taigne. 

Sluggy, adj. Sax. fluggith 

Smalith, adj. Sax. diminutive of {male or fall - 

Smerte, v-Sax. to imart, to fuffer pain % 

Smerte, feems to be uted as an adv. fmartly, Gloff 
v. Forthoyght 

Smit, for {miteth, ind. m. 3d perf. fing. 

Smiteth, imp. m. 2d perf. pi. imite-ye. 

Sfhithe, v. Sav. tg-forge asafmith 

Sniitted, for fmitten, port. pa. of {mite 

Smokles, adj. Sax. without a: {mock 

Smoterlich, adj. means, T fyppote, fmutty, ditty; 
but the whole paflage is obfeure 

Snewe, v. Sex. to now, to be in as great abun; 

: dance a as {row 

Snidbe, ¢. Sax. to fnub, to reprove 

Snow-white, adj. Saxe whits as foot 

Soden, adj. Sax. fudden 

Soget, 2. Fr. fubjest 

Soigne, a. Fr. care 

Sojour, #. Fr. itay, abode 

Soken, a. Sax.toll  - 

Sokingly, edo. fuckingly, gently. See Souke, 

Solas, x. Fr. mirth, {port 

Solein, adj. Fr. one, fingle, fullen 

Solempne, adj. Fr. folemn 

Solempnely, adv. folemnly 

Soler hall, a folere window is uled ss the window 
of a Joft of garrett . 

Som, adj. Sax. fome; this is all and ‘fom, this: is 
the whole; all and fome, one and all 

Somdcl, adv. Sax. fomewhat, in fome meafure 

Somer, pr. m. In the treatife on the Aftrolabe, Ch, 

+ .profeffes to make ufe of the kalenders of the 
reverent clerkes frere John Somer and frere 
Nicholas Lenne. ‘ithe kalendar of John Somur 
is extant in mf. Cotton, Vefp. E. vii; it is caleus 
lated'for 349 years from 1367,¢the year of the 
birth of Richard II. and is faid in the introduce 
tion to have been publifhed i in 1380, at the i ins 
fance of foan mather.to the king. The kalens 
dar of Nicholas Lenne or Lyne, was calculated 
for 76 years from 1387. Tanner, in v. Nicolaug 
Linenfis. The ftory there quoted from Hakluit, 
of a voyage made by this Micholas in 1360, 
ad infylas feptentricnales antchac Ruropais incognitar, 
and of a book written by him-to defcribe thof 

” countries @ grudu £4 ufgue ad polum, is a mere 
fable, as appears from the very authorities which. . 
Hakiuit hawproduced in {upport of it, 
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GLOSSARY. any 


domme, lo! Troilus—came riding with his tenthe 
fomme ifere ; fo this line ftands in the edit., but 
a mf. quoted in Gloff. Ur. inftead of tenthe has 
%: and mf. I. tenteth; perhaps the original 
reading was XX. With his twentyfome iftre, 
according to the Saxon mode of exprefiion, 
would fignify together witli fome twetity of his 
attendants. See Hickes Gramm. A. S. ps 32; 3+ 

Somme, n. Fr. 2 fun . 

Sommerya.Sax. fummer ; a fommer game 

Somone, fompne,v Lat. to fummon 

Sompnour, a, an officer employed to fummon de+ 
linquents to appear in ecclefiaftical courts, now 
called an Apparitor - 

Sond, x». Sav, fand [Fr. fonde 

Sond, a. feemsto fignify a founding line, from the 

Sonde, n. Sax a meflage, Goddces tonde, what 
God has fent, God's gift 

Sone, adv, Sax. foon > 

Sone, a. Sav. a fon; fones, ph, 

Sonken, part, 6a. of fink, 2. Sax. funks 

Sonne, a. Sav, the fun 

Sonnith, adj, Sav. like the fon 

Soony, adj. Sav, foul with foot 

Sop, #. I'v, a piece of bread dipped in any fort of 
Fiquor;” he toke a foppe Conf. Am. tog 

Sophinie, mi Fr. Gr. a fophifm, a fubtle fallacy 

Sore, v. Fr. efforcr, to foar , 

Sort, n. Fr. chance, deftiny z 

Sorted, pa, ¢. of fort, v. Fr. allotted 

Sorwe, #. Sax. forrow * 





Sory, adj. Sax. frrowful ; fory grace, misfortune. 


See Gyace and With 

Sote, 2, Sax. foot 

Sote, fwote,’adj. Sax. Sweet 

Sote, a. fr, a fool 

Soted, part. pa. Fr. fooled, befotted 

Sotel, adj. . fubtle, arefully contrived 

Soth, adj. Sac. ‘true, certain; fother, camp. 4. 

Soth, fothly, adv. truly 

Sothe, aSax, truth ~ . 

Sothfalaeffe, 2. Sav. truth 

Sotherne, adj, Sax. fouthern 

Sothnefs, ». Sex truth, reality 

Soth-faw, ». veracity, true faying 

Soudan, #. a fultan, any Mabometan fovercign, 
Sve D’ Herbelot in v. Sothan. . 


- Soudanneffe, a. the wife of a fultan 


Souded, p.rt. pa. confolidated, faftened together. 

Sowde-metal, confolidum. Prompt, Parv. 
Soveraine, adj. Fr. excellent in a high degree 
Soverainly, adv, above all 


Souke, o. Fr. co fuck 


Souked, part, pa. y 

Souled, fart. pa. Sax. endued with a foul 

Soun, #. Fr. found, noife * 

Sounde, v. Sax. to make found, to heal, v. newt. to 
grow found ' * 

Soune, v. Fr. to found ; as fer as founeth into ho- 
neftee, as far ais confonant to honefty; that 
founeth unto* gentilieffe of love, that is confo- 
nant to gentlenefs of love 

Souning, part. pr. 

Suupe, v Fr. to fup, 


to take thg evesiing meal, 
foupen, ey or 


Souper, #. fapper, the evening méal 

Souple, adj. Fr. fupple, pliant : 

Sourde, v. Fr>to rife 

Sours, ». a rife, a rapid afcent, the fource of a 
ftream of water 

Souter,n. Lef.acobler “+ 

Sowe, v. Lat, to fews it was ufualy and indee 
neceffary, formerly to few letters when’ they 
were written upon parchment; but the prac~- 
tice continued long after therinvention of paper ~ 

Sowe, v. Sav. to fow ~ © % [acg 

Sowers. n. pl. fores, buck$ in their fourth year, Dus 

Span-newe, adj. feems to fignify quite new, but 
why it does fo I cannot pretend to fay 

Spannifhing, m. Fr. efpanouigement, the full blow 
of a Hower 

Spare, v: Sax. to refrain 

Spareth, imp. m. od perf. pl. 

Sparande, pert. pr. fparing, niggardly 

Sparhauk, #. Sax.a fparrowhawk 

Sparre. ». Sax. a wooden bar 

Sparred, part. pa. barred, bolted’ 

Sparthe, » Sax.an ax or halberd. See Du Cary 
v. Sparth, Securis, Danica 

Speces, a. pl. Fr. forts or kinds 

Spede, v. Fr. to dify vite 

Spedetul, adj, effectual | 

Spektakel, x. Fr. Lat. a {pying-glafs 

Spell, n, Sax. {port, play, tale, or hiftory 

Spence, n. Fr. defpence, a ftore-room for wine or 
victuals «| 

Spere,n, Fr. a fphere 

Spere, 2. Sax. a fpeat 

Spered, fperred, as {parred 

Sperme, ». Fr. Gr. feed 

Spiced, have fince met with a paffage in which 
fpiced, applied to confcience, feems to’ fignify 
nice, ferupulous. Beaumont and Fletcher, Adad 
Lover, a& iii, when Cleauthe offers a purfe the 
prieftefs fays, 





Fy! no'corruption— 

* le, Take it; it is yours: 

Be not fo ppiced : it is good gold, 

And goodnefs is no gall to the confcience. 


Spices, as Speces: 

Spille, vi Sax. to wafte, to throw away, to deftroy, 
v.a.to perith 

Spire, ». a ftakey a corguption probably of Sere 
Sax. 

Spired, Sax. enquired = * 

Spitous, adj. Fr. difpitewx, angry, fpightful 

Spitoufly, ade. angrily 

Splaig, v. Fr. defpoiler, to unfold 

Spone, #. Sar, a {poon 

Sponne, pat. of {pinne, v, Sax. fpun 

Spore, 2. Sax. a fpur 

Sportic, v. Sax. to ftrike the foot again any thing 

Spovfaile, 2. tr. marriage 

Spray, x. Sax. a twig or fprig 

Spreint, part. pa. of {prenge, v. Sax. fprinkled 

Springolds, x. pl. Fr. efpringale, machines for caft_ 
ing ftomes and arrows, See Du Cange i in v. Muy 
cbetig 


ota GELOSSARY. 


Squames, nfs. Lat. fcales 
Squaimous, fqueamith 
Squier, a. fr. a {quire 

Squier, v. to attend as a fquire : 
Squierie, 2. a nomber of fquires: and alle ther 
., fquieric ; and of his fquicric gentillemen auhtene 
«Stace, pron. Satius the Roman poet 

Stacke, n. Sax.a ftack of wood, &e. 

_ Stagke, pa. #. of ftigk, o Sor. fuck A 
* Sigff-fing, means, | fuppofe, a fling faftened to a 

“flat Lyd. Tra. 39, b.,defcribes David a armed 


| Stocked, part. pa. confined Z 

Stole, a. Fr. /at. part of the ecclefiaftical habit, 
worn about the neck. See Du Cange in v. Stela 2. 

Stole, 2. ‘ax. a fteol = 

Stonden, pert. pa. of ftonde or ftande,'v. fax. ftood 

Stont, for ftondeth ; 

Stopen, part. pa. of ftepe, v. Sax. ftepped, advanced 

Store, ». Fr. to ftock or furnifh 

Store, ». any thing Jaid up fer ufe; hence the 
phrafe to tell no itore of a thing, meds ta con- 
fider it as of no ufe or importance 

Storial, adj. Fr. hiftorical, true 

Storven, pa. #. pé. of fterve ‘ 

Stot, n. Sax, probably for ftod, a ftallion 

Stote, n. @{pecies of weafel, a-polecat 

Stound, 2. fax. a moment, a fhort fpace of time, in 
a ftound, on 4 fadden; in flound, fhould pro- 
bably be in a found the orig. Fr. has tanto? 
Stoundcs, pl. times, feafons . 

Stoundemele, adv. momentarily, every mement 

Stoupen, fhould probably be flopen. 

Stoure, . Sax. fight, battle : 

Strake, v. Sav. to procecd dire@ly ; ftracken, ftrick- 
en; tenderef Kilian +. 

Strange, adj. Fr. foreign, uncommen 5 be made it 
Mrange, he made ita matter of difficulty orniccty 

Straughte, pa. #. of ftreche, v Sax, ftretched, Conf. 
Am. 184 

Stre, 2. ca . ftraw 

Strcight, part. pa. of recche, v Sax, firetched 

Streine, v. Fr. to conftrain, to prgts clofely 

Streite, adj. Fr. ftraight ; fireite twerd 

Stremeden, pa. t. pl. of ftreme, v. Sax. ftreamed 
flowed 

Stremes, ». pl. the rays of the fan 

Strene, 2. Sar. flock, race, progeny : 

Strengett-faithed, adj- endowed with the ftrongeft 
faith 

Strepe, v. Fr. to ftrip 

Strete, a. Sav. a ftreet * 

| Strike, 2, Sax. a line, a ftreak; 2 firike Of flex 

Stripe, v. Lat. ftirps, race, kindred 

Stripe, v. as Strope 

Strode, pr. 2. the philofophical Strode, to whom, 
jointly with the moral Gewer, Chaucer direéts his 
Troilus, was probably Ralph Strode, of Merton- 
college, Oxford. A. Wood, who had made the 
antiquities of that college a particular ebjcet of 
his inquiries, fays only of him, “ Radupbue 
“ Strede, de quo fic vetus nofter catalogus. Peeta 
© fait ct verfificavit librum elegiacum vocat. 
« Phantafma Rodulphi. Clarvit 1370.” Some 
of his legicul works are fild to be extsuta@ 
print, Vernet 1517, 4t0. Tanner inv. St wens. 

Strof, pa, t. of flrive, v. Fr, ftrove, contended 

Stronde, 1. Say, a there 

















* 





‘With a fiogie fyage, voyde of plate and mayle. S 
Staker,w. Satetoftagger 
Stalke, v. Sax. to fep Dowly; full thefely gan he 

flalkes and to the bedde he ftalketh ttylle, Conf. 
Lm 3% : 
Stalkes, n. pl. Sav. the upright pieces of a ladder 
Stamen, ftamin, x. fr. slamine, a fort of woollen 
cloth | : 
Stang, for ftandeth 
Starfe, pa. t. of flerve, died 
Stark, adj. Sax. fiff, tout 
Starlinges,. py. pence of fterling money 
Staunche, v. Fr. to ftop, to farigly Ps 
Stele, 2, Sar a handle 
Steliifie, v. Lat. to make a flat 
Stente, v. far. to ceafe, to defift 
Stenten, part. pa. : : 
‘Stepe, aq. feems to be ufed in the fenfe of deep, 
fo that eyen flepe may fignify cyes funk decp 
in the head 
Stere, v. fax. to ftir 
- Stere, m. Sag.a young bullock; a rudder 
Stereles, adj. Lax. without a rudder 
Sterefigan, 2. Sax, a pilot 
Sterne, #- Sax. a rudder 
/ Sterne, adj. Sux. fierce, cruel 
Sterre, 2. Sax. a ftar 
Stert, a. Sav. a leap; ata ftert, iromediately 
Sterte, pa. t. of fterte, v. Sav. leaped, efcaped, ran 
away 
Stesting, part. pr. leaping, nimbly 
Stertling, as fterting 
Sterve, v. Sax. to die, to perihh 
Steven, 1, Sax. voice, found ; a time of performing 
any action previoufly fixed by 2 meflage, order, 
fummons, &c.5 at unfet fteven, without any 
previous appointment they fetten fleven, they 
appointed a time 
Stewe, 2. Fr. a {malt pond for Gfh, a fimall clofet, 
flewes, pi. ftews, baudyhoules 
Steye, v. sax. to ofcend 
° Steyers, a. pl. Sav. fairs & 
+ Stibburne, adj. hubborn 
Stike, v. Sax. 40 ftick, pierce Strother, pr. n.a town in the north 
Stile, ». Sav. a fet of fteps to pafs from one ficld to | Stroute, v. to ftrut 
another; by ftile and eke by frcte, every where Subarbes, a. pi. Lat. fuburbs 















in town and country Subfumigation, x. Let.a Specs of charm by {moke 
Stilletoric, 2 Fra ftill Subget, adj. Fr. Lat. fubjet 
ctille, adj. Saxe quiet Subkimatoric, x, Fr. Lat.a velfel ufed by chemiftsin 


tithe, x. ax. ananvil , Zs foblimation, i. 2. feparating certain parts of a 
Btives, as Stewes 4 bedy, and driving them to the top of the veffel 
. oe beay ving i : 
Sroble goos, s coofe fed on ubble grounds af 3 the form of a very fine powder 









GLOSSARY. 


SubMahce, 2. Fr. the material part of a thing 

Suckiny, #. Fr, fougueaie, a loole frock:worn over 
their other cluthes by carters, &c. 

Sue, v. Fr. to follow . 

Sucton, £2 Suetonius the Roman hiftorian 

Suffilance, 2. Fr. fufficiency ,fatisfaQion 

Suffifant, adj. fuflicieng 

Sugred, part, pa. fweetened as with fugar 

Supplic, qr. to fupplicate i 

Surcott, # Fr. an upper coat or kirtle 

Surplis, 1. Fr, a furplice . 

Surquedrie, ». Fr, prefumption, an over-weening 

> conceit 

Surrie, pr. a. Syria 

Surfanure, #2, £7.%2 wound healed outwardly en 
ly 

Surveance, 2. Fr. fuperintendance 

Sufpeck, agj. Fr. fulpected, * 

Bulpect, x. lufpicion 

Sulpedion, 2. fufpicion 

Sutter, a. Sux. fitter; lultren, pi. 

Swa, adv, Sax. fo 

Swale, pa. t. of fwell, v. Sav. fwelled. - 

Swappe, v. Sax. to throw down—to ftrike off— 
v. neut. Co fall down . 

Swart, adj. Sax. black, of g dark colour 

Swatte, pa. ¢, of fwete, v. Sex. fweated 

Swegh, a. Sav. a violent motion 

Swelt, pe. ¢. 

Swelte, w Sar. to die, to faint 

Swerne, for fworcn, pl. 2. of fwere, v. Sar. fwear 

Sweven, 1, Sax. a dream; fwevenes, pf it is 
written fwevenis, for the fake of the rhyme 

Swiche, adj. Sur. corruption of fwilke, fuch 

Swinke, #. Sax. labour 

Swinke, w. to labour 

Swire, x. Sav. the neck; it is more commonly 
written {were 

Swithe, adv. sox. quickly, immediately 

Swive, y Sav. to perform the a@ of generation. 
See Funii Etymolog. in v. 

Swoloug, n. Sax. a whirlpool 

Swonken, fart pa. of fwinkie 

Swough, x. Sex. foynd, noife—a fwoon 














T. 


Tabard. See the quotation from Speght’s Gl. 
Difcourfe &e. n. G, 

Tables, n pl. Fry a game fo catled—Tables Tole- 
tances, the aitranomical tables compofed by or- 

Aiphonfo, NX King of Caitile, about the 

et the 13th century, were called fome- 
times Tu Tolctanc, trom their being adapted 
to the city of ‘Toledo 

uboure, 9. fr. to drum 

che, a. £7. a fpot or blemifh 

er, 7. Jr. a golledtor of taxes 

‘Railie, #7. a tally, an account {cored ona piece 
of wood 4 

‘Take, wv. Sav, to deliver a thing to another per- 




















fon 
Nake, f s fart. Pate 
Vakel)2 Sox. an arrow 
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Tale, v. Sax. to tell ftories; and namely when 
they talen longe Conf. Am. 27, b- 

Tale, x. fpeech, difcourfe—reckoning, account ;, 
litel tale hath he told of any dreme; he made 
little accoant of any dream 

Talent, 2. Fr. defire, affection 

Taling, x. flory-telling 


-Tane, for taken” ~ 


Tapes,» pl. Sax’. bands of linen, 
‘Fapinage, x. Fr. ea tapincis; lurking, 
about mary 
Tapifer, 2. Fr. a maker of tapeftry 
‘Yapite. v. Fr. to cover-withttapefiry.. ‘ 
Tappe, #. Sax. a tap or Ipigot. which clofés that 
orifice through which the liquor is drawn out 
of a veffel , . 
‘apitere, #. Sar.a woman who has the care of 
the tap in a public houfe; that office formerly 
was uftially executed by women. See The Adq 
geenture of the Pardoners, and the Tapflere, in the 
“Continuation of ‘Lhe Cant. Tales. 
Tare, pa. ¢. of tear, o. Sax, tore 
Targe, #. Fr. a fort of fhield 
Yarsy#. doth of Tars, Tattarium, a fort of ilk. 
See Du. Cange inv. Tarficus, Tartarigus 
‘Bas, n. Fr. a heap 2 
Tafleled, pert. pa. adorned with taffels 
Tatte, v. Fr. to feel—to examine 
Tatarwagges, x, pl. the orig. is—toutes 
« crotes, all bedaggled with dirt 
Taverner, 2. Fr. the keeper of a tavern 
Taure, pr. n. the conitellation Taurus 
‘Tawe,n. Sax. tow 
Teche, v. Sav. teach 
Tein, ». feems to fignify a narrow thin 
metal, perhaps from the Lat. Gr, tania, 
Temps, 1. Fr. time 
Tene, a. Sax. grief, Conf. Am. 140 
‘Tene, v. to grieve, to affli& 
Tercelet,tercell, x. #r.the male hawk,themale cagle 
Terins, ». pl.a fort of finging, bird called in £r. 
tarint See Cograve in v. 
Termagaunt, pr. 2. 
Terreftre, 2. Fr. earthly 
Tory, adj. Sax. fall of tears 
Tefteres, n. pl. Fr. headpieces 
Teftes, n. pl. Lat. veffels for affaying metals 
Teftif, adj, Fr. headftrong 
Tetch, #. as ‘Vache 
Tewell, x. Fr.a pipe or funnel 
Textuel, adj. Fr. ready at citing texts 
Thacke, 2. Sax. thatch 
Thacke, ». to thump, to thwack 
Vhag, adv. Sav. quiz, Lat. 
via a. Sax. thankfulnefs, good will; 
thankc— is taken more— 


feulking - 


Sretelées de 


plate of 


oY 
. 
En plus grant gré, font receus orig, 


So the phirafes his thankes, hir thankes, anfwer te 
the French fan gré, leur g:é 

‘Thanne, than, adv. Say. then, 

Thar, v. Sax. imperf. hehoveth 

‘Phatte, that, prondem. Sax. ufed as a relative; 
thatte Seint Peter had; fo this werfe thould be 
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. written—that he mighte, as much as he was 
‘able, qwod potuit.——It is fometimes put, not inele- 
gantly, for the fame, with gris, and that” the 
fineft of the lond, of fith and flefh, and that fo 
jplentdous; fall fall a rain, ‘and that fo wild 
wood ‘i ‘o 
‘Thatte, that, conj. Sex. guéd, Lat. 
‘The prep. art. Sax. The, when prefixed to ad- 
‘ Je@ives or adverbs, in the compar, deg. is gene- 
kally to be confJered as a corruption of the 
Sbblative ‘sa, fing. Of the Saxon art. ufed as 
pronoun.’ The mefier, eo detixs; the more 
mery, co letiores. Of the fame conftradtion are 
the phrafes—yet fare they she werfe, yet fare 
fever the bet!’ When the is repeated with a 
fecorid comparative, ‘cither adj.’ or adv. the firft 
the is to be underftood in the fenfe of the Lat. 
The more it brenneth the more it hath 
defire—to confyme every ‘thing—guo magis— 
ip magi peta ere me. 


And ay the farther that fhe was in age 
Che more trewe (if that it were poffbte) 
She was to him in love, and more penible, 


Sometimes the firt the is ofnitted, as in thd 
phrafes ever lenger the werfe ; ever lenger the: 
more; for certesif aman hadde a dedly wound, 
ever the lenger that he taried to warithe him- 
{elf the more wold it corrupt—and alfo the 
wound wold be the werfe for to hele 
~ ‘The v. Sax. to thrive G 

Theodome, a. Sax. thrift, fuccefs 

"Thefely, adj. Sax. like a thief 

"Thennes, thenne, adv. Sax. thence 

Thennesforth, adv. Sax. from thennesforth, from 
that time forward Se 2 

Theodomas, pra. * 

‘Theophraft, pr. 2. 

Ther, adv. Sax. there, in that place, 
ufed in the fenfe of where 

‘Sher, in compofition, -fignifies that, witHfout in- 
cluding any idea of place. See Here. Ther 
abouten, thereagain, therbeforne, therby, ther- 
fore, therfro, thergairle, therof, theron, thertu, 
therwith, therwithall = ty bss 

"Thewes,'x. pi. Soxmanners, qualitics 

Thider, adv, Sex. thither, to that place 

‘Thiderward, adv Sax. toward that place 

J Thilke, adj. Sax. this fame, that fame 

Thinke,v. Sex. toconfiders it is very frequently ufed 
asan imperfonal in the pr.and za. ¢. inthe fenfe'of 
feemeth or femed ; me thinketh; him thinketh, 

+ himthoughte, hir thoughte, how thinketh you? 

hem thoughte - ey 

Thinne, adj. Sax. fender, fmall; a thinne imagi- 
nation, genni” imagine ; 3 thinne fulpicion, teaui 
Sufpictone - : : 

Thirle, v. Sax. to pierce through 

Phis, pron. demonft. Sax. is fometimes put for the 
prepofitive article 

‘Thife, pi. . 

Tho, prep. art. pl. da. Sax. thed as & demonftrative 
pronoun, thofe . 

‘Gao, adv, Sax. then 


is frequently 
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Thole, v. Sex. to fuffer, and what mifchefe and 
male eafe Chrift for man tholed ~~ 

Thote, is put for there, for the fake of the rhyme 

Thorpe, a. Sax. a village . 

‘Thoughten, pa. ¢. pl. of thinke, v. Sax. 

Thrall, x: Sax. a flave or villain 

Thralle, v. to enflave 

Thrafte, pa. t. of threfte ~ 

Thréd-baré, adj. Sax. having the threads bare, the 
nap being worn away ls 

Thremote, fiduld be written in two words, thre 
mote, as in the Bodf. mil. Mot. a, Fr. is exe 
plained by Cofgrave' to figtiify, ameng other 
things, the note winded by a huntfman on his 
horn a i 

Threpe, v. Sax. to call 

Thrette, v. Sax. to thruft 

Threfwold, 2. Sax. a threfhold 

Threte, ¢. Sax. to threaten Z 

Threttene, num. Sax..thirteen 

Thridde, adj. Sax. third 

Thrie, thries, adv. Sax. thrice 

‘Lhrilled, for thirled, pa. t. of thisle 

. Thringe, v. Saxeto thruft 


of threfte © 






Thropes, jorpes 

Throttel, ». Sax. a thrufh 

Throw, ». Sax. time; but a throw; but a little 
while; any throw, any {pace of time; many a 
throw, many times 

Thruft, for thurft, x. Sax. thirft © 

Thrufty, for thurfty, adj. Sax. thirly ¢ + 

Thurgh, prep. Sax. through, by means of 

Thurghfare, a. Sax. a paflage . 

Thurghout, prep. Sax. throughout, quite through 

Thurrock, n. Sax. the hold of a thip 

Thwitel, 2. Sax. a whittle, cultelus 

‘Thwitten, part. pa. chipped with a knife, whittled, 
bien dolé, orig." * A 

Tidde, part. fa. of tide, v. Sax. happened; thee 
fhulde never have tidde fo faire a grace, fo fair 
a fortune fhould never have happened tothce 

Tidife, n. the tidife is mentioned’as an inconftant 
bird in the ‘Leg: of G. W. ver. 1545 as doth 
the tidife for newfanglevefle. Skinner fuppofes 
it to be the titmonfe “ ? 

Tickel, adj. Saw. uncertain 

TiAl, prep. Sex. to, hire till, to her. 

Timbefere; ‘x. is fappofed by Lye, [£tym. Ling, 
Angi. in y.] to mean the fame with tombeftere. 
‘The orig. French ‘has been quoted above in v. 
Saileurs, which Chaucer has thes imitated 5 








‘There was many a timbeftere 
Aafi failours, that I dare well fwere 
Ycouthe hir craft full parfitly. 

‘The timbres up full fubtilly 

Thei caften, and hent hem full oft 
Upon a finger faire andfoft, 

‘That thei ne failed never mo. 


According to this defcription it fhould rather 
feem that a timbeftere was a woman, who.. 
plaid trickt with timbres, (bafons of fome fore 


. 


GLOSSARY. 


or other) by throwing them up into the air and . 
catching them upon a fingle finger; a kind of 
balance-miftrefs. 

Timbres, ». ¢/. Fr bafons, See Timbeftere 

‘Tipet, m. Sax. a tippet i 

Tipped, part. pa. headed, covered at the tip or 
to; 


Tiptoon, a. 2. Sax. tiptoes, the extremities of the 

tors 

Tire, v Fr. to pluck, to feed upon in the manner 

of birds of prey ; for luke how that a gofhauke 
tyreth |” 

+ Tiflue, 2. Fr. a riband 

‘Tite, for tideth happeneth 

Titering, ». Sax. courthip 

Titeles, adj. Sav. without title 

Titus Livius, pr. n. the Roman hiftorian 

To, adv. Sax. coo : % 

Lo, prep. Sax. to’ day, on this day; to morwe, on 
the morrow, the following day ; to yere, in this 
year.—To, in compofition with verbs, is gene- 
rally aaginentative, the helmes they to-hewen 
and to-fhrede, i. e. hewe aud cutto pieces; the 
bonds they to-brefte, i. e. break in pieces; ton 
broften, td-dafhed, much bruifed; to-rent, rent 
in pieces; to-fwinke, labour greatly—-Some- 
times the adv, all is added; al-to-rent; all-to= 
fhare ; entirely cut to pieces; all-to-hent; en- 
tirely ruined. 

Tofore, toforen, prep. Sar. before 

Togithers, adv. Sov. together 

Told, pa. ¢, of tell, v. Sax, accounted 

* Tombeftere, #, Sax. a dancing woman 

‘Tombeiteres, 1. 

Tomedes, fhould, be written as two words; to 
mede or to medes, according to the Saxon ufage, 
fignifies for reward, in return 

Tone, x. pi, Sax. toes 

Tenne-gret, adj. of the circumference of a tun 

‘Toos, 2, plas Tone 

Toretes, a. pl. Fr. rings 

“Torne, v, Fr. to turn, the devil out of his ficinne 

him torne! may the devil turn him ‘infide ovt ! 

Torned, part. pa. 

Tortous, adj. i'r. oblique, winding 

Toteler, a. a whifperer, toteler, fufurro, Prompt. 
Parv, 

‘Totty, adj. Sex. dizzy 

Tough, adj. Sax. difficult; and maketh it full 
tough, and takes a great deal of pains; or 
make it tough, or take pains about it; and 
made it neither tough ne queint; made no 
difficulty, or frangenefs; 





e 


Al be it ye make it never f tewche, 
To me your labour is in vane. 
ME. Maitlend, The Mourning Maiden, 


‘Will. Swane makis wonder tewche 
Mid. Peblis tasthe play, ft. 23. 


Tought, adj. Sav. tight 

Tour, 2. Fr. a tower! 

‘Tourret, 2. fhould be written tourette, es in mf. 
Hunter, a turret or fmall tower 


7% 

Tout, «. the backfide 

‘Towail,#. Fr. a towel 

Towardes, prep. Sax. toward te ad 

Towel, n. is perhaps put for tewel, a pipe, 
fundament : 

Trace, 2. Fr, track or path—a train’ 

Trade, pa. ¢. of tread, v. Sax. trod 

Tragetour, n. 28 Tregetour ie 

Trate, v. Fr. to betray 7 (draw 

Trais, n. pl. Fr. traits, the traces by which harfes 

Tramiffene, pr. n, a ki in Africa .. 

Traof{mewe, v. Fr. to traniorm see ‘ 

Trappures, x. pl. barb. Lat. the clothes with whi 
horfes were covered for parade: *See Du 
in v. Trappatura 

Trathed, part. pa, betrayed . 

Trate, 2, Bp. Douglas frequently ufes trat for 
an old woman, Ain, vii. 416, invulius /é/e trans 
Sormat aniler——he renders—and hir in fchapg 
transforimyt of ane trat 

Trave, a. Fr. teavajl, a frame in which farriers 
put unruly horfes . 

Tre,a. Sax. a tree, wood, Criftes tre, the crofs 

Trechour, ». Fr. a cheat 

Trede-foule, x. atreader of hens, a cock, 


the” 





‘Tregetour, x. juggler re 
Trenchant, part. pr, Fr. cutting yt 
Trental, #. Fr. wasa fervice of 30 maffes, whick 


were ufually celebrated upon as many different 
days, for the dead. Du Cange in v. Trentale 

Trepeget, n. Fr.a military engine. See Du Cange 
in ve Trebuchetum . 

Trefle, n. Fr. an artificial lock or. gathering of © 
hair. See Du Cange, inv. Trica, Trecia : 

Treffed, part. pa. gathered in a trefy or trefles. _.. 

Treffour, ». an inftrument ufed in treffing the 
hair, or an ornament of it when trefled.  Se= 
Du Gange in v. Treffeviura 

Tretable, adj. Fr. tractable 

Trete, v. Fr. to treat, to difcourfe 

Tretee, w, treaty 

‘Tretis, *. treaty y 

Tretis, adj. Fr. long and well proportioned 

Trewe, n. Fr.a truce . ’ 

Trewe, adj. Sax. true faithful 

True-love,n. Mr. Steevens has very obligingly 
fuggetted to me that there is a herb called trne- 
love, according to Gerard, in. his, Herbal, edit. - 
1597, p- 328, Herbs Pais; “ Qne bersie or: 
“herbe truelove—at the very top whereof 
“come forth fower leaves dire@ly fet one 
“ again’ another, in manner ofa Burgunnion 
“ crofs, or a true love knot, for which caufe 
* among the auncients ithath been called herbe 
“ true-love’’ This herb, however, to the beft of 
my. remembrance, is rather too large to be car~ 
ried conveniently under the tongu’. A trew~ 
love of the fame or another fort is mentioned 
in the concluding ftanza of Tbe Court of Love ¢ 


Eke eche at other threw the floures bright, 
The primerofe, the violcte, and the gold; 
So than as I beheld the royal fight 
My lady gan me Sodenly behold, 
And with a trewe! ed magy a fold; 





438 
She {mote me through the very heart as blive, 
‘And Venus yet I thanke Fam alive. 


"Triacle, 2. Fr. corruption of theriaque, a remedy 
in general 
‘Trice, v. Sax. to throat 
‘Trie, adj. tried or refined, Gloff. Ur. 
‘Trill, v. Sax. to. twirl, to turn round 
w neut. to roll, to trickle 
"Trine, adj, Fr. triple ; trinc compas, the Trinity. 
See Compas. a . 
‘Trippe, n. evidently means afmall piece of cheefe; 
Jes tripes Dun fagot, in’ Fr. are the {mallet fticks 
in a faggot, Cotgrave 
‘Trifte, v. for true 
"Trifte, a. a poft or ftation -in hunting, Cotee!Z— 
This feems to be the true messing of the word, 
though the etymology is not fo clear 
TJrumpe, 2. a trumpet 
‘Yrompour, 2 a trumpeter 
‘Tronchoun, ». Fr. a {pear without a head 
TrOo, 2. Fr. a throne 
"'Yrophec, pr.” it occurred to me that the refe- 
yence might poflibly be to the original of the 
*Protut and Crefeide, which according to Lyd- 
gate was called Trophe, But | cannot find gny 
_fuch paflage as is here quoted in the Filoitrato. 
‘Vrotula, pr. 7. 
"Prouble, adj. Fr. dark, gloomy 
‘Vroubler, comp. d 
"Yrowandile, for ‘Truandife 
"'frowe, v. Sax to believe 
"Truandife, a. Fr. begging, truanding 
"Tulle, v. Sax. to allure 
"Tullius, p>. 2. M. Tullius Cicero 
‘Turkeis, 2. Fr. a fort of precious ftone 
"purkcis, adj. Fr. Turkith 
/Turmentife, 2. Fr. torment 
"Lurves, pl. of turf, m Sav. 
"Twaine, tway, twey, tweine, numer. Sax. two 
“Tweifuld, adj. Sav. double 
"Twies, adv. Sav. twice 
Twight, pa. & & part. of twitch, ». 
plucked 
Twinne, o Sav. to depart from a place or thing 
"Twinned, part. pa. feparated . 
‘Twire, v. twireth feems to be the tranflation of 
fufurrat, fpoken of a bird 
Twilt, 2. Sax. a twig 
‘Ywifle, v. Yar. to twitch, to pull hard 
Twitke, pa. t. twitched 











’ 


Sax. pulled, 


v. 


Valence, py 2. Valencia in Spain, Glof Ur. 
Walerig, pr. 7 

Valerie, Valerius, pr. 2. Valerics Maximus 
WValure, s. fr. value 

Varien, inf. mv. Fr. to change, to alter 
Varien, variaunt, part. pr- changeable 
Vidlalage, =. Fr. Talour, courage : 
Wavafour, x. probably ameddling Jandlord 
vauntour, 2, Fr. a boatter 

Weeke, n, Jtad. an old woman 


GLOSS 


ARY. 


Veine-blude, 2. blocd drawn from a veifi 

Vendable, 2, Zr. ta be foid 

Venerie, 2. Zr. bunting 

Venge, v. fr. to revenge 

Venime, 7. Fr. am, Venond 

Ventouling, 2. Pr. cupping, 

Ver, 2. Lag. the fpring 

Verament, adv. ¢r. truly 

Veray, adj. fr. true ~~ 

Verdegrele, 2. Pr. verdds gris, the ral of Brafs, fo 
called from its colour, a uray green 

Verdite, 2. Fr. judgment, ferttencs + 

Verger, x. Pr. a garden 

Vermeile, adj. Fr. of a veri 

Vermelet, adj. as Vermeiie 

Vernage, 3 kind of wine 

Vernicle, ». diminutive of Veronite, Fr. 2 copy in 
miniature of the prure of Chrift, which is fup- 
pofed to have been miraculouffy imprinced upon 
a handkerchicf preferved in the church of St. 
Peter at Rome, Du Cunge in v. Meronica. Madow,< 
Form. Angl p. 428. fam. Fob. de Nevill, an, 
1386. “ lym Domino Archiepifcopo Eporum 
& fratri meo, é. veftimentum rubeum de velvet 
@ cam le Merouike [r. Peronike} in geanis tofarum, 
 defuper brondata, (er. brouduta.””| Tt was fed for 
perfons returning from pilgrimages to bring v vith * 
them certain tokens of the feveral places which 
they had vilited, and therefore the Pardoner, 
who is jut arrived front Rome, is reprefented 
with a vernicle fewed upo® his cappe. See 
Pierce Plough, 28, b.— 








jlion colour 





‘ 

An handred amples om hys hatte ferte, 

Synges of Sinay and fhelles of Culice *e 

And many a crouch on his cloke and kay 
of Rome, 

The Vernicle before, for men fhould knowe 

And fe by hys fignes whont he fought haddie. 





E - 

Verniih, v. Fr. to varnith 

Verre, a. Fr. glafs « 

Verfitiour, 2 Fr. amaker of verfes,2 poct 

Vertules, adj. without cfitcacy 

Vertuous, adj. Fr. adtive, efficacious 

Veilell, m Kr. vaifelle, plate 

i hortid, frightful 

Viage, . Pr. a journey by fea or ied, 

Vicary, ». Lot. a vicar 

Vice, 2. Fr. the newel or upright centre ofawi 
ing Raircale 

Vigile, a. tr. the eve of a &Mival, the wake or 
watchingtof a dead body 

Vigilie, 2. Lut. as Vigile 

Vilanie; . Pr. any thing unbecoming a gentle: 
man 

Vinolent, ac}. Lat. full of 

Virelaye, #. Pr. a round freeman’s fong, Cotgrau~ 
‘Yhere is a particular dyfeription of a <r 
the Fardia de Plaifance, tol. £2, where it 1 
the decima forts fpesies rbetorice Gallicane 

Virgile, prom 

Vitege, v. Fr. to front, to face a thing 


Vite, 2. fumi A. + P 


* # ME, Cales. Perbags sc Soule 
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Unplite, v. to unfold : 
Unret, n. want of reft, uneafinefs, trouble 


ref, a Saxon word fignifying violence, impetu- 
olity 

Vitaillé, 2. Fr. victuals 

Virellon, prea 

Unbstite, », Sax. to fail to happen 

Unbouis, v. ‘av to leave the body 

Unbokil, . Pr. to unhuckle, to open 

Uncee, a» br. Lat, ounce 





Uncomnitiéd, part. pa, office uncommitted oft a- 
noyeth 





t part. pr, ignorant 
Uncenningy a. ignorance 
Uncovenable, adj. inconvenient 
Uncouple, v. to xq taote, metaphor from hounds 
Uncouplinge, m. letting boofe, Du. 377 
Uncouth, fart pa unknown, See Couth—uncom- 
mon, hot vulgar, elegant , 
Tncouthly, adv. uncommonly a 
Undepartable, adj. not capable.of departing 
, Underfong, w, Say. to undertake 
” Undergiowe, part. pu. undergrown, of a low fta- 
. ture 
Undewling, 2. Sav. an inferior 
Vndermele, a Soe. Tam rather inclined to believe, 
that undermele fignifies the time after the meal 








of dinner, the afternoon ; wadermele poflmeridies, 


Promp Pars, 

Undern, x. Sux. the third hour of the artifical day, 
nine of the clock, till it was underne hygh and 
more, Conf Am. 103, b. 


Undernome, pa}. of undermine, v. Sav. took up, 


received 
Underpight,,2. £ See Pight; he dranke and wel 
his yirded’underpight, he draok and Stuffed his 
ydhdle well : 
Underlpare, v. See, to raife a thing by putting a 
fpear or pole under it 
Underftonde, part. pa. underftood 
Unda, wv. Sax, to unfold 
Undoubddus, adj. undoubted 5 indubitata, orig, See 
Doutous {orig. 
Unetctiuble, adj. Sax. unavoidable ; inevitabili, 
Unele, 2. uneatinels 
Un-eth, un-ethes, a?v. Sax, fearcely, not eafily 
Unlanteus, adj. unknown 
Unfellliche, aj. not fiitable to a feat 
Ungodely, adj. uncivil, ungenteel; that 1 nolde 





Jiolde hire ungodely 5 orig) gue je ne teniffe & vi- 
baive 

Vugreable, adj. unpleafant, difagrecable, ingratas, 
orig. 


Unhele, 2. Sax. Misfortune 
Unbide, o. to difcover 
Unjoive, v. to feparate, to disjoin 
indely, adv. unnaturally 2 
Unknowable, aaj. incapable of being known ; égae- 
rabiles, orig 
Urietted, part. pa. undilturbed 
Unioven, o. to cete loving 
Unlatt, x. dillike 
Vamanhode, 2. cowardice 
Unmighty, aj. unable 
“Unperegal, af. unequal, impar, orig. 
Unpin, 9. Sai. to untock * 
Lng oF 














ruchs imsia 





od 








my 


Unrelty, adj. unquiet 


Unright, 7. wrong 


Unfad, adj. unfteady 

Unfcience, x. not feience 

Unfely, adj unhappy 

Unfet, part. p2. not appointed 

Unthette, pa. #. opened Ps 

Untkilfully, adv. Sax. without reafon; injurié, orign 

Unilekked, pard pa. unflacked 

Unilept, part. pa. having had no fleep 

Unfoft, adj. bard 

Unfolempne, adj. uncelebrated ; incelebris, orig. 

Unfperde, part. pa. unbolted 

Unflancheable, adj. ineshauftable ; taexbau/fs, orig, : 

Unflanched, part. pa. unfatistied ; inexpictam, orig. 

Unfuflicient, adj. infofficient 

Unfwell, 9. to fall after {welling 

Unthank, «. no thanks, i}l will 

Uuril, prep. Sav. to, unto, 

Untime, a. an unfeafonable time 

Unto, adv. Sav, untib 

Untretable, adj. not admitting any treaty, belluar 
inexorabile, orig. Usaruos axnpunros 

Untreffed, fart. pacnot tied in a trefs or treffes 

Untritte, for-untrufte, v. to milirukt es 

Untruft, +. diftruft © . 

Unufage, m, want of ufage 5 infolatia, origy 

Unware, part. pa. unforefcen 

Unweld, adj. unwieldy 

Unwemmed, part, pa. unfpotted ae 

Unweting, part. pr. not knowing ; unwetirig of 
this Dorigen, Dorigen not knowing of this 

Unwetingly, adv. ignorantly . 34 

Unwitt, part. pa. unknown; vnwitt of him, it bee 
ing unkuown to him, not knowing 

Unwit, 2. want of wit 

Unwote, v. Sav. to be ignorant 

Unwrie, v. to uncover 

Unyolden, part. pa. not having yielded 

Voie, v’Fr, to remove, to quit, to make empty 

Voide, v. neut to depart, to go away 

Voided, part. pa. removed 

Volage, uj. tr. light, giddy 

Volatile, 2, Fr. wild fowls, game 

Volunie, 2. Fr. will 

Volupere, 2. a woman’s cap, a nightcap, volypere, 

hercher, tevifirum, Promp. Parv. but theriflrum fig- 

nifies, properly, a veil. See Du Cange in v. 

Vouche, v. Fr. vouchen fauf, to vouelifafe 5 vouch 

eth fauf, vouchfafe ye; as ye have made prefent 

the king vouches it fave 

Up, prep. Sax. upon; ther lth on up my wombe 

and up my hed; there lieth one upon my belly* 

and upon my head; up peine, upon pain; up 

peril, upon peril a 

Up. adv, Sax. up on lond, up in the country ; up 
fo doun, upfide down; the Jonde was tourned 
up fo doun, Conf. dm. 37, 159 —But Pandare 
up, an elliptical expreflion, of which it is not 
caly to give the precife meaning 

Upper, coup. d. hig! 

Uphal, ps # of upheve 

ing, we 









. Sor, heaved ep 
mulation ; cwmuue, orig. 
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Upon, adv, he had tipon a courtepy of grene, he | Warrie, v. Sax. to abufe, to fpcak evil of 
« had ona courtepy, &c or perhaps it isan ellip- | Wathen, part. fa. of wafh, v. Sax. 


; tical expreffion for he had upon him Wattel-brede, cake-bread, bread made of the finel 
Upperet, adj. fuperl. higheft flour, from the French gajleau, a cake 
Upright, adj. sav. ftraight; upright as a bolt, | Waftour, n. Fr. afpoiler 

firaight as an arrow : it is applied indifferently | Wate, v. Sex. to know . 
:_ to perfons lying as well as ftanding Watering of Seint Thomas, a place for watering 
‘Urchon, », a hedgehog _ horfe, | fuppofe, a lit le out of the borough. of 
Ure, n. Fr. fortune, deftiny - | Southwark, in the road to Canté?bury The 
red, adj. fortunate; well ured : fame place, I apprehend, was afterwards called 
Ufage, x». Jr, experienc, practice St. Thomas a Waterings, ppobably from fome 
‘Ulant, part. pr. Fr. ufing, accuftomed chapel dedicated to that ee It wis a place of _ 


‘Utter, comp. d. of out, adv. Sax. outward, more | execution in Queen Elizabeth's time. Wood, 
‘5 comp ‘ 








out Ath, Oxon. i. aay tn 
Utterefte, fuper?. d. attermoft - Watlynge-ftrete, an old ftréet in London 
Utterly, adv. Fr. oultréement, thoroughly, entirely {| Wave, fa. t. of weave, . wove 
Uttren, inf. m, of utter, v. Sax. to publifh Wawe, #. Sax. a wavq N ae > : 
Vuren, fr. 3. pl. give out, fell Way, » Sav. is often put for the time in which a 


certain fpace can be paffed through ; a furlonig 
way, mile way, any fhort timeat the leite 


Ww. wey, feems ta fignify no more than.at the left, ~ 
6 . at leaft—a devil way, a twenty devil way 
‘Wade, dr. tr "Way, adv. aware; do way, do away, put away 
Wade, v. Sev. Lot. to pafs through water without | Waye, v. Sax: to weigh, to prefy with weight 
. Swimming, to pafs generally Webbe, a. Sax, a weaver oe 
Waferers, n. »/. {ellers of wafers, a fort of cakes™ | Wedde, x. Sax. aipawmt or pledge; to wedde for 
“-Wafoures, 2, p/, wafers, a fort of cakes a pawn; and leyde to wedde Normandie 


Waget. Upon the whole, ! believe that a light wa- | Wede, #. Sav. clothing, apparel; under wede feems 
get fliould be underftvod to mean a light blue to fignify, fimply, in my clothing 








colour ‘ : Wede, a. Sax. a weed, an ufelcfs herb 
‘Waimenting, ». Sex. lamentation Wehee, a word to exprefs the neighing of a horfe 
Wiaine, 4, Say. a wagon Weive, v. Sax. to forfake, to decline, to refufe 
‘Watte, v. Fr. to witch Weive, w. neut. to depart 
Wake, v. Sax. to watch Weived, part. pa. departed 
‘Walachie, px, n. Walachia Weke, ». Sax. to grow weak 
‘Wala wa! or wa ta wa! interj, Sax, wo! alas! wa- | Weke, adj. Sax. weak 
Ja wa the while ! alas the time ! Wel, adv. Sac. well, in a gond condition; wel was 
Waloete, 2. Sax, a-walout, i.e. a French or foreign the wenche with him mighte mete; wel were 
“nut they that thider might twin: it is joined té 
Walwe, v. Sav. to tumble about, to wallow other adverbs and adjectives, as full and right 
‘Walwing, fort. tr. : are, and fti!l more frequently to verbs, in the 
‘Wan, pa, t. of win, v. Sex, gained is fenfe of the French bien 7 
Wane, v. Sav. to decreate Welde, v. Sux. to govern, to wield 
‘Wang, a. Sax. a cheek-tooth Weldy, adj. Sax. adtive 
‘Wanger, m. Sax. a fupport for the check, a pillow | Wele, adv. for weli 
‘Wanhope, x. Sax. defpair Wels, 2, Sax. wealth, .profperity 
‘Wanrrutt, «. sax. diftrut Weleful, adj. productive of happinefs 
. Waped, part. pa. Sav. ftupified Welefulnels, 2. Sav. happinefs 
‘Wardecorps, 2. Fr, body-guard Welke, pa. #. of walk, v. Sax. walked 
Wardein, a, Fr. a warden of a college, a guard,a | Welked, part. pa. of weike, v. Sax. withered, 
keeper of a gute; wardeins, p/. guard, watch- mould: 
wen Welkin, 2. Sax the ky ie 
Warderere, perhaps a ccrruption of the French | Well, 2,sax.a {pring 
garde arviere Welte, v. Sav. to flow as from a {pring 
“Wardrope, a. Fr. sarderode, 2 houte of office Welmeth, Zems to be put for weileth, fpringeth 


Wariangles. See Colgrave in v. Pie and Engoné-, | Welte, ,a. #. of welde, governed wielded 
where he exylains the wariangle to be a fmall | Wel-thewed, adj. Sex. endowed with good quaile 


woodpecker, black and white of colour, and but ties 
* half as big as the ordinary green one Welwilly, adj. Sax. favourable ropitious 
Warice, warifh, v. Fr. to heal; v. sewt. to recover | Wemmre, .n. Sax. a fpot, a faalt . 
from ficknefs Wenche, x. Sax. a young woman 
Warifon, 1. feems to be put for reward; fon merite, | Wend, for wened pa. 4. of wene, thought, intended 
orig. warifon, donatioum, Prompt. Pare. Wende, v. -ax. to go 
‘Warne, v. Sax. to caution, to apprife, to refafe Wende, n. Zax, guels, conjecture, perhaps fer 


Warneftore, v. to furnith, to ftore wen 


GLOSSARY. 


Wene, 2. Sax. guess, fuppofition ; withouten Wene, 
not by fuppofition, certainly 

Wene, v. Sux. to think, to fuppofe 

Went, part. #2, of wende, gone 

Wente, went, pa. t. of wende; went at borde, 
lived as a boarder 

‘Went, x. a way, a paffage, turn in walking; in 
bed - 

Went, foravant 

‘Wep, pa. t. of wepe, v. Sax, wept 

‘Wepely, adj. Sax. caufing tears 

‘Wepen, 4. Sax. a weapon 

Werche, x. & v. as Werke 

Were, for weren, ind. m. pa. t. pl. of am, v. Sax. 
jt is fometimes:-ifed for had, according to the 
Fr. cuftom, with reflected verbs, thife ristovres— 
were fet hem in a tavern for to drinke—=y’ étoient 
mis, sétoient affis 4 * 

Were, fil, ms. pa. t. fing. . ge as it were® if on of 
hem were; whether fhe were; were it; it 
were a game : 

Weie, v. Sax. to wear, ta defend 

Were, a. Fr. guerre, confufion ; his herte in fugh 
B were is fet, fon cweur a mv en tet guerre; 
alld ih a ware gan { wexe and with myfelf to 
difpute a 

‘Were, 2, Sax. for catching fith 

‘Weren, pz. 4. pl. of am. v. Sax. were 

Werke, a. Sax. work; werkes pi. 

Werke, v. Sax. to work © : 

Werne, v, a6 Warne 

Werre, a. Fr. wat 

Werrie, » Fr. to make wat againft 

Werfe, comp. o. of ill, adv. Sax. worfe 

Werle, comp. d. of bad, adj. Sax. worle 

Werte, fupert. d. of bad, wort * 

Wery, adj. Sax. weary 

Weth, pa. t. of wath, v. Sav. wafhed 

Weftren, inf, m.v, Sax. co tend toward the weit 

Wete, uj, Sax. wet 

Wete, v. Sex, to wet 

Wetg, v. Sax. to know 

Wether, 2. Sax. the weather—a caftrated ram, 

Woeting, m. Sax. knowledge 

Weve, wv. Sar. to weave 

Weve, v. Sax. to put off, to prevent. See Weive 

Wex, pa. #, of waxe or wext, v- Sux. waxed, grew 

‘Wexing, part. pr. increafing 

Weyeden, pa. ¢. pl. weighed. See Waye 

What, proa. interrog. Sax. is often ufed by itfelfas a 
fort of interjection ; what ! 

What, pron. idef. fomething, a little ; what for 
Jove and for diltrefs, partly for love and partly for 
diftrefs; wete ye.what? do ye know fomething ? 
ne elles what? nor any thing elfe —What, when 
joined to an. fubft. (either expreffed or under- 
jtood) is a mere adj. anfwering to quatis, Lat. 
quel, Fr, what they weren, what men they were; 
what fo, what that, whatfoever 

Wheder, conj. Sv. whether 

Whelm, v. Sax. to fink, to deprefs 

Whennes, adv. Sax. whence 

Wher, conj. Sax. whether 

Wher, adv. Sax. where 

‘Wher, in compofition, 
Veul 






fignifics Which. See Here | Winne, v Sax. 


yar 
and Ther——Wherfore, wherin, wherthrowgh> 


wherwith, when ufed.interrogatively, whe¥of, 

wherwith =~ 
Whether, adj. Sav. which of two & x 
whet, v. Sax. fharpened —-?* 


Whiette, part. pa. of 

Whiche, pron. rel. 
what fort of 

While, a. Sax. time; in this mene while, ‘in the 
mean time; how he might quite hire while, 
how he might requite her tgme, pains, dc, God 
can ful wel your while quire F 

Whilere, adv. Sax. fomerime before 

Whilke, ad. Sax, which. - 

Whilom, adv. Sax, once, on a time 

Whine, v. Sax. to utter a plaintive cry 

White, adj. Sax. fair, {pecious - 

White, v. to grow white 

Who, pron. inserrog. Saxe 


Sex. who, whom, adj. what, | 


Whos, ger. ca. fing eae 
Who, pron. rel. Sax. it is generally expreffed by 
that , an” 


‘Whos, gen ca. fing. 
Who, pron, indef. 


For wel thou woft the name as yet of bet” 
Amonges the people, as who fayh halowed 


where ds who fayth feemsto be equivalent 39: 
one fhould fay: the fame phrafe is fomet 
ufed to introduce a fuller explanation of, a p 
fage, as we might ufe—that is to fay—whio fo, 
who that, whofoever 

Wide-where, adv. Sox. widely, far and near 

Wierdes, n. pl. Sax. the Hates or Deftinics 

Wil, n. Sax. a wife, a woman 

Wifhoad, 2. Sox. the ftate of a wife, 

Wiles, adj. Sox. unmarried 

Wifly, adj. Sex. becoming a wife 

Wight, 2. Sax.a perfon, male or female, a fmafl 
Space of time, weight, a witch; wytch chepéd 
nyght mare we 

Wight, adj. Sax. aGive, fwift; of |. m thas:ben 
deliver and wigh:, Conf. Am. 177, 

Wightes, ». pi. witches 

Wike, ». for weke 

Wiket, 2, Fr. a wicket 

Wikke, adj. Sav. wicked 

‘Wiltiam St. Amour, 2 do-tor of the Sorbonne inthe. 
13th cegtury, who took a principal part in ‘the: 
difpute between the univerfity of Paris andthe. 
Dominican friars . 2 

Willy, a4. Sax. favourable 

} Wiln, for willen, pf. n. of wille, w, Sax. 

Wilne, v. sex. to defire a 

Wimple, 2. Fr. a covering. for the neck ; it is dif i 
ungated from a veil, which covered the dtd 
allo ew" 








a 
Weringa vaile inftede of wimple,- 
As nonmes don in hir abbey, 


Windas, #. Fr. guindal, an engine to raife ftones, Key, 
Winde, v. Sax. to turn rpund 
Winde, as Wendeto go 
so gain, to attain 

Zu 


Hy 
Wry, v. Sax. to worry 
is ace, Sdx, certainly, See Y-wis 
Wife,2.Sax, manner >. * 
Willy, adv. Saxt certainly 
Swink v. Sax; to teach, to dire& 
*: fo-may God diret-me! ' © 
Witte, pa. 4. of witte, v. Sax. knew 
Wite, v. Say. to know, to bldme, to impute to 
" wite it the ale of Southwark, impute it to the ate 
of Southwark; orblanicthe ale ofSouthwarkforit 
“Wite, a. Sax. blame ee aad # : 
“With, prep. Sav. is ule in the fenfe of bys 
+. with the Jeon frette, was devoured by tHe lion; 
in with his thought, in with:hire bofom; within 
his thought, within her bofom 5 with mefchance, 
with meichanceand withmifaventure,with forwe 
andwith mef€hance; with{orwe, are phrafesdfthe 
Same iteport as God yeve hin mefchance, God 
yeve me forwe: they are all to be confidered as 
parenthetical'curtes; ufed with more or lefs feri- 
eufuels; and fo are the following phrafes, with 
evil prefe, with harde grace, with fory.grace i 
Withholde, «. Sax. to ftop ‘ 
iyMithholden, withhold, part. pa. retained, detained 
ithiain, if m.'of withfay, ¥. Sax. ’ 
ithfaye,-withfeye; v. to contradi@, to deny 
itnefic, n. Sax. teftimony, a witnefs Fe, 
Mpitnesially, adj. Sax.evidently: : 
Witte; s.°-Sax. underftandiag, capacity—to my 
witte; in my judgment os 
‘Wietea, n. Pl. Sas, the fenfes of man 
‘Wive, a. tor wif : 
Mivere, m. Sax, a ferpent 
Tatfom, adj. Sax. loathfome 
Wo, 2. Sax. wo, forrow—wo were us; wher me 
“were wo, ate expreflions derived from the ‘Sax- 
on language, in which -us and me were equiva- 
lent to nobis and midi, without the addition of 
the prep. to. » 
Wo, adj. Saw. forrowful 
‘Wo-begon, far gone in wo. See begon 
Wods, wood, Sax. mad, violent; for wode, 
like any-thing mad : mo 
‘Wode,.v. Sax. to grow mad 
‘Wodewale, yr. 2. of-a bird 
Wol, v. avxih Sox.to will ; it is ufed fometimes by 
“Citlelf, the inf. v. being! underftood, as the to wae 
: ter wolde, ive. would diffolve into water; and to 
the wood he wol, i. ¢. will go, ful.many a man 
Rath he begiled er this, and wol: #, e. will bee 
 gnile 3 
Wolde, pa. +. would, wolden, pa. t. fubj. m. wolde 
“God! God woide |: 0 that God were willing ! 
ne. woide Ged! God forbid! 5 
‘Wold, part, pa. willed, been willing {man 
famanhede, 2. womanbood, the virtue of a wo- 
Wende, v. Sux. wandian, to defitt through fear 
‘Wonde, ta. 2, mayperhaps be deduced from winde, 
< to turn,to bend, : 


3 fo God me wifle, 

















‘The yerde is bet that bowen wol and winde 
‘Than chat that breft. . 


. 4. of wone, dwelled 
Sax. cuilom, ufage, habitation, a | 
\ keep, an iffembly : ; 















GLOSSARY. 


Wone, v. Sax. to dwell 

Woneden, pa. 2. pi. dwelled 

Woned, part. 2. wont, accuftomed 

Woning, x. Sax. a dwelling = * *- 

‘Wonne, pert pa. of winne, v. Sax. won, conquer- 
ed, begotten Soe Mee ES 

Want, prt. p. of wone, accuftomed 

Wood, adj. 2s wode : 

Woodnéls, 2. madvefs 

Wordles, adj. Sa¥. fpeechlefs 

Worldes, gen. ca. of world, n. Sax. is wfed in the 

* fenfe of the adj. worldly ;-every worldes fore 
My worldes biis *  ¢ tye aes 

Wort, #. Sax. a'cabbage, new beer in a ftate of 

': fermentation “ ae 

Worth, w. Sax. to be, to go, wo worthe ! unhap- 

* py be, or wo-be'to ! to climb, to mount : 

Wott, for wotelt, knoweft e 

Wote, wot, v. Sax. to Know, wot, pa. ¢. knew 

Wowe, (rather woe)'v. Sex. to woo 

Wow, pa. t. of waxe, or wexe, v. Sax. grew, 

Woxen, part. par grown : 

Wrafe, v. Sax. tg betray, difcover é 

‘Wrathen, inf. fv. Sax.'to ittake angry 

Wrawe; adj. Sox. peevith, angry ; wave frolvard, 
ungoedly . a : 

Wrawnefs, n. peevithnefs 

Wray, as wraie 7 

Wreche, 2. Sav. revenge 

Wrenches, ». pl. Sax. frauds, fttatagems 

Wreft, v. Sav. to twit; the nightingale with fo 
grvat might hire voice began out weeit—to 
turn forcibly 2 : 

Wyethen, part. pa. of writhe—wrethen in fere, 
twifted together; in Urry’s edit. it is printed 
—within in fere : . 

Wreye, v. as wraie 

Wrie, v. Sax. 'to cover, to turn, to incline 

Wright, 2.-Sax.-a workman 

Wrine, for wrien, inf. m. of wrie . {ture 

Wring, v. Sax. to iqueeze fo as to exprefs moil. 

Writhe, v. Sax. to twift, to turn afide, ° 

Writhing, #. a turning : 

Wronge, part. pa. of wring; his hondes wronge : 
later writers have ufed thefame expreffion of 
diftrefs : _ 

Wrote, v. Sax. to dig with the fhout as fwine do; 
or like a worm that wroteth in a iree [ 

Wrought, part. pa. of worke, v. Sax: made 





Y. . 
Y, at the beginning of many words, efpecially 
: verbs and participles, is merely 2 corruption of 
the Saxon ge, which has remained uncorrupted 
in the other collateral branches of the Gothic 
Janguage 5 what the power of it may have been 
originally, it is impoifible, perhgps, now #0 de~ 
termine: in Chaucer it does nét appear to have 
any effect upon the fenfe of a word, fo that 
there feems to be no neceflity for inferting in a 
gloffary fuch words as ybleffed, ygranted, &c. 
which ditfer got in Sgnification from bleffed, 
granted, Kc. Some, however, of this fort are 


GLOSSARY: 







h may ferve.at leaft.to thew 
extent of this praétice in 
Chaucer’s time. S:veral other words are fhort- 
ly explained onder this letter, of which a more 
fall explanarion may be found under theic re- 
« fpedtive fecond letters : 
Ya, adv. Sux. yeas it is ufed emphatically with 
both 3 ya bathe yonge and olde; ye both faire 
> ang gook 
YVaf, pa t. of yave, v. Sux. gave 
Yalte, for yelce; yalte him, yield 
Vare, aff. Sux. ready. 
Yate, a. Saa. a gate 
Yave, pa. # of yeve, gave 
Y-be, part. pa. been” 
Y-beried, part pa buried _ we 
Y-bete, y. a. to beat, ftamp, imprint 
Y-blent, part. pa- of blend blinded ae 
Y-blent, pyrte pa. of blenche, fhrunk, farted a- 
fide : . 
Y-blint, part. pe. blinded : 
Y-bore, part. pa. of bere, born, carried 
*) v-lourded, pare. pd. jolted : 
Vy.prent, part. pa. of brenne, bumged : © 
Yechppead, part. pa’ farnithed with chapes, from 
. ebappi, Fr. 
Y-clouted, part. pa 
Y-corven, part. pa. cut. 
Y-coupled, part. pa-. 
Y-crated, part. pa. broken 
¥-deled, part. pa. diftribused 
Y-dight, part. $a, adorned 
Y-do, pir’. pa. done, finithed 
Y-drawé, gare. pa. drawn . one 
Ye, adv. Sta. as Yas; ye wis, yea certainty 
Yeddinges, would feem to mean ftory-telling * 
Yede, part. pa. of yede, oF Sat. wont 
Yelte, m. Sur, a gift; yeftes, 2/, 
Yelde, v. Sax. to yield, to give, to pay; God 
yelde you! God reward you ! 
Velledigs, pa. t. pe. of yelle, v. Sax, 
Yelpe, 2 Sex. 60 Bie te boat 
for yeldet! 
ahs pasons a fervant of middling rank; a 
pailiff--Yemen, p/. 
Yemanrie, x. the rank of yeonian 
Yerde, a Sux. a rod or ftaf, fod, earth 
Yere, for ye 
Yerne, adj. S. 
Yerne,‘ado. bri 
acely 
Yerne, 
Yeraing, 2. 
¥Yeten, par 
Yeve, uv. 
Yeven, yeve, pf 
¥. 


inferted, wi. 
more clearly 








eth himfelf 


. wrapped in clouts or rags 
See Corven 









. ager 
ikly, eagerly, carly, foon, immedi- 


wv. to defire, to feck eagerly 
adiivity, diligence 

pe gotten 

0 give 

i. pa. given 

etn 














des hefics nay not ben 
yrfeiti ed mands of fovcreigns may not 
be executed with a fiigned pretended zeal, they 
muft bg executed fteidtiy and fully 
Yefette, part. pamerched 
Yelonden, pert. pa. found 
Y-foftered, part. pa- educated 
Y-freten, prt. pa. devorred 
Y-peten, part. pr. gotten 
Yeplofed, part. po. flattered 
Wishact. sari. dn. atewed, 











* 
ed with glew 





| 


ne 


Yagn, part. pt. gone. 

¥-grave; part. pu. buried | 

Y-halowed, pert. pa, kept holy 

Y-herd, pert. pa. covered with hair - 

Y-hold, part. pa. beholden 

Y-japed, part. pa. tricked, deceive t 

Y-leffed, part, pa. relieved. See Liffed / 

Y-liche, y-like, adj. Sex. refembling, equal 

X-liche, y-like, adv. Sax. equally, alike 

Yilimed, pit. pr. limed, caught as with bi 
ime ; 

Wlogyed, part. pz. lodged. 

Y-matked, part. pz. mail 
Belg. macula retis, Ri 

Y-meint, part. p2. mingled 

¥-mell, prep. Sux. among 

Ymencus, pr. 2. Hymenzus 

Ynongh, ynow, adv. Sax. enough A cata 

Yolden, part. ps. of yelde; given, yielded,-red 
pai ater ree 

Yonghede, », Sax, youth, he ®. 

Yore, adv. Sax. af long time, a little before ; 


tds 


ed or mefhed ; mafibey 












yore agon, long ago; in olde times yore/-o8 
_ time yore on Bacay 
Yove, py. t. of yeve, gave. ve, , 
Youre, pron. poff. Sax, is wfed for foures ~»".; 
Soures, pron. poff Sax. uled gewei wi 
noun. ta which it belongs is. underftood or, 


eg before it; hg was an old felaw of. y 
he was an old companion of yourey itv 
among your companions 

Youthhede, #. Sax. youth, 

Yoxe, v. Sax. to hiccough -.. 

Y-piked, part. pa. picked, fpruce 

Y-queint, part. pa. quenched 

Y-reight, pa. tereached . 00 a8 

Y-reken, feems. to be put for the ald part, pri 
y-rekend, reeking nae 

¥ren, 2. Sax.ivon . . 

Y-rent, part. p2. torn 

Y-ronne, y-ronnen, part. p2. 

y-tateled, part. ps. fertlesi, 

Vile, w, Sax, ice r i 

Y-ferted, part. pa. treated 

Y-fette, prt. ps. fet, pli 

Y-thent, part. pa. damaged 

¥-thove, part. pz. pulhed forwards 

Y-flawe, Part. p2, flain » -" 

Y-fope, fren. So the name of the fabuliff: Wad 
commonly written, notwithftanding the dify 
tinétion puinted out Ly the following: technics? : 
verfe: : 


Yfopus eft herba, fed EEfopus dat Bona! 
vetba i 


ae 


runs, 
ftablithed 








+ appointed: 








Mi 





tn this and many other peffages which 
quoted from Rfop, by writers of the mi 
ages, it is not eafy to fay what authér they’ 
mean: the Greek collectionseot fables whicht” 
ate vow current under the pame of . ABfop: 
were unknown, I apprehend, in this part ‘of. 
the world at the time that Melibce was write’ 
ten: Phadgus too. had difappeared.: Avienud 
indeed was very generally read. He is quote, 
ed as Ffop by folneck Saliuy, Poleatt 
Lo vil, Ut 20g) vel Avieno, credss+——Bot 
the name of Afiép was chiefly appropriated 


> 














wo 


2a 
the anonymous * author of fixty fables in ele- 
giac metre, which are printed in Nevelet’s 
colletion under the title of Anonymi Fabule | 
#Efopice. VT have {een an edition of them in 
x503 by Wynkyn de Worde, in which they are 
entided fimply Z/opi Fubule: the tubje@s are, 
for the moft part plainly taken from Phedrus, 
but it may be doubted whether the author co- 
pied from the orig. work of Phadrus or from 
Yome verfion oF ie into Latin prefe. Several 
verfions of this kind are ftill extant in mf.; one 
of very confiderable antiquity has been publi 
ed by Nilant, Lugd. Bat. 1709, under the title 
of Fubule Antique, together with another of a 
later date, which is pretended to have been 
made from the Greek by an emperor Romulus, 
for the ufe. of his fon Tiberinus. They all thew 
evident marks of being derived from one com- 
vmoti otigin, like what has been obferved of 
the feveral Greek colleGions of Afopian fables 
‘tn profes | Differt. de Babrio. Lond. 1776,] like. 
them too they differ very much from one ano- 
. ther in ftyle, order of fables, and many little 
particulars; and, what is meft material, each 
‘of them generally contains a few fables, either 
invented or ftoleh by its re{pedtive compiler, 
which arf not to be found in the other collec 
otiene, fo that it is often impradticabte to verify 
+ a.quotation from JEfop in the writers of Chau- 
ycer's time, unlefs we happen to light upon the 
- identical book fables which the writer 
who quotes had before him.———I have print- 
ed in the Difcourfe, tc. n. 29, a fable of ‘The 
- Cock and the Fox, from the bir, Efope of Ma- 
rie, which is not to be found in any other col- 
JeGtion that I have feen, and which I fuppofe 
furnithed Chaucer with the fubject of his Non- 
nes Preeftes Tale. In the fame Fr. JEfop, and 
in a Lat. mf. Bibl. Reg. 15. A. vii. there is a 
Sable which J think might have given the 
kint for Prior’s Ladle. A country fellow one 
aay laid hold of a faery, (un folet, Fr.) who in 
_ oxcer to Le fet at liberty gave him three wishes. 


* Several pagers conjectures, which have been 4 
shade with refped to the real name and aye of this weit- 
ey, may be feen in the Aenagiana, vol. i. p. 172, and in 
Fabrit. Bibl. Lat. vel. i. p. 376, ed. Patav. In the edi- 
tion of thefc fables in 1503 the commentator (at no great 
authority 1 coniels). mentions an opinion of fone peuple 
that Galter us dngelicus secit bunc tibrum fub nomine Kfopi. 
J fuppofe the perfon meant was Guaherts Anglicus, who 
had been tutor to Wirtiam Il. Kirg of Sicily, and was Arch- 
bithup of Palermo about the year 1170. Foannot believe 
that they were much olger than his time, and in the be- 

ginning of the next certury they teem to be mentioned 
“under the name of Zfopus, among the hooks cominonly 
fead In ichools, by Eberhardus Bethunienfis in his Laby- 
Fintbus, tra. iti de Verfificatione,v. 11. See Leyser, Hist. 
Poet. Med. Evi. p. $26, About the middle of the fame 
century (the 13th) Vincent of Beauvais, In his Speculum 
Ritter: 4. iil, c.'2, gives an account of Ziop, and a large 








ppecimen of his fables, quar Romiulus guidam d 
Leginumtranstulit,et ad Alium fuumTyberinum di 
ureall, aa J remember, th the printed Romulus.--Snon ater 
the invention of pfinting, a larger coltettion of the fables 
of mop was made and pubtithed in Germany ; it is di- 
Yided into fix books, to which iy prefixed a ic of 2fop 
€ Gratco Latina per Rimicium fada. ‘lhe three tir are 
compofed of the tixty eleyiac tables of the metrical Afo- 

ue, With a few trifling variations, and to each of them is 











boined a fable onthe fame fubje@in profe from RKo- 


GLOSSARY. 2 


The man goes home and gives two of them to 
his wife. Soon after, as they are dining pen 
a chine of mutton, the wife feels a longing for 
the marrow, and not keing able to get at it, the 
withes that her hufband had an iron beak (/ong 
com li witecocs, Fr. long as the woodcock) to ex- 
trad this marrow fer her ; an excrefcence hein, 
immediately formed accordingly; the hufbanc 
angrily withes it off from his own face upon his 
wife's. -And here the ftory is unluckily de- 
feQive in both copies ;* hut it is eafy to fuppofe 
that the third and laft remaining with-was em- 
loyed by thé wife for her own relief. A 
fable upon a fimilar idea,. in Fr. verfe, may be 

feen in mf Bod?. 1687, the Tame, as I ap- 
prehend, with one in the king’s Wbrary at Pa- 
ris, [mf. n.'7989, fol. 189,] which ia entitled 
Les quatre foubaits Sulnz Martin. See Fabliaux, 
Get. Mi. p. gti. ‘The vanity of human withes 
is there expoied with mére pleafantty than in 
the flory juft cited, but, as it-often bappens, 
with much Jefs decency 2 

Yilowe, part. pa, fown cis 
=(preint, part. gm. fprinkled | 

Yothicked, part. re ficked, thrift 

Y¥-ftorven, part. pa. dead - 

Y-take, part. pa. taken * 

Y-teyed, part. pa, tied 

Y-trefpaied, part. pa. trefpafled 

¥-vanithed, part. pa. 

Yvel, adj. Sax. bad, unfortunate” 

¥vel, adv, S2x. il 

Yvoire, 2. Fr. ivory > 

Y¥-wimpled, part.-pa. covered with a wimple 

Y-wis, adv, Sax. certainly * 

Y-wrake, pa. ¢. wreaked, revenged 

Y-wrie, part. pa? covered” 

















Z 
Zeuris, pr. 2. a Grecian painter 


mulus: book iv. contains the remaining fables of Romu- 
lus in profe only. ‘The fitth book hae not more than onc 
or two fables which had ever appeared before under the 
name of Zfop ; the rett are taken from the Gefla Koma- 
norum, the Calilabu Damnab, and other obfcurer authors. 
‘The Lxth and lait book contaitis fevente 
following title, Sequuntur fabule nove Ffopi ex trans 
‘There has been a great diverfity of op! 
among learned men concerning this Remicius or Rimicius, 
(See Praef, Nilant,) while tome have confounded him 
with the fitious Romulus, and others have confidered 
him as the editor of this colledion. 1 have no doubt that 
the petfon meant is that Rinucius who tyanflated the lite 
of zlop by Planudes and ninety-fix of his fables from 
the Greek into Latin, about the middle of the 1gth cere 
tury. (See Fabric. Bibl. Med, at. in v. Rimicius. in his 
tranflation of the epilties of Hippocrates, mf. Harl. 3527, 
he isttyled in ope place Ferdenfis, and it another Cajtilio- 
neyyis.) All the fables trom Remicius which compote this 
fixth book, as well as the ilfe of Rfop, whichis profefied= 
ly taken from Rimicius, ate to_be found in this tranflation. 
by Rinucius. ‘There is an edition of it printed at Milan. 
about 1g8o, but it might very pofibly have corge into the 
bands of the German colleétar in mf. fame yearefouner, as 
the firtt tranflations of Greek authors were eagerly fought 
after and circulated through Europe at that time, when 
very tew perfons were capable of reading the originals, 
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